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MEMORY OF HIS 


| DEAR BROTHER, 


Mr. THO, RANDOLPH, 


| JN ſuch a ſolemn. rrain of friends. that ſing 
+ ©Thy-Dirge in piows;Lines, and ſadly bring 

: Religious Anthems ro.gtrend rhy Hearle,. 
* Striving t'embalm thy name in precious verſe : 

: I, that ſhould moſt, haye no.more power to raiſe 
* Trophies ro, thee, or; bxing:one grain of praiſe 

} To crown thy Altar, then. the Orbs diſpence 

: Motion withour their ſole Intelligence. 
| | For I confeſs that power:which works in me 

* Is buta weak reſultance rook. from thee 3 ' 

! And if ſome ſcarrerd ſeeds of heart divine 
: Flame in my breaſt, rhey-are deriv'd from thine : 
: And theſe low ſickly numbers muſt be ſuch, 

- As when ſteel moves, the Loadſtone giyes rhe rouch :. 
+-$o like a {pungic cloud thzrt fucks up rajn | 
: From the far ſoil to ſend it {ory again, 
: 3 


” 


There 


There may be now from me ſome language ſh-wn 
To urge thy merir, but *rwas firſt thy own : 
For though the Donors influence be paſt 
For new effe&s, the old impreſſions laſt ; 
As in a bleeding trunk we oft deſcr 
Leaps in the head, and rowling in the eye, 
By verrue of ſome ſpitits, that alone 
Do rune rhoſe Organs, though the ſoul be gone. 
Bur ſince I add unto this general noiſe 
Only weak ſounds, arid Ecchoe s of rhy voice 3 
Be this a task for deeper mourhs. while I 
Thar cannot bribe the phanſie, thaw rhe eye : 
And on that grave where they advance thy ptaiſe 
Do plant a ſprig of Cypreſs, not of Baies. 

Yer flow theſe rears not thar thy Reliques fir 
Fix'd ro their Cell a conſtant Anchorit : | 
Nor am [I irr d that thy pale aſhes have 
O re the dark Climate of a private Grave . 
No fair Inſcription © ſuth diſtempers flow h : 
From poor lay thoughts, whoſe blindneſs cannot know ' 
Thar to diſcerning Spirits the Grave can be E.3 
Bur a large wotab ro Immortality : 7 
And a fair vertuous name can ſtand alone 7 
Braſs to the Tomb, and Marble to the Stone. A 

No, 'tis that Ghoſtly progeny we mourn, 7 
Which careleſs you ler fall into rhe Urn ; A 
We had not flow d with ſuch a laviſh ride ' T 


Of rears and pe: had nor thoſe Orphans dy*d, $| 
For what had been my loſs, who reading thine, _ 
A Brorher might have kiſs d in every line ? 

Theſe rhart'are left, Poſterity muſt have 3 O' 
Whom a ſtri& care hath reſcu'd from the Grave A 
To garher ſtrength by Union ; as the beams T} 


Of rhe bright Sun ſhor-forth in ſeveral ſtreams, as 
n 


And 


And thinly ſcatter'd with lefs fervor paſſe, 
Which cauſe a flame contracted in a glaſs, 
Theſe, if they cannot much advance thy fame, 
May ſtand dumb Starues to preſerve thy ame : 
And like Sun-dials to a day that's gone, 
Though poor jn uſe can tell there was a Sun. 
Yet (if a fair confeſſion plant no Bayes, 

Nor modeſt truth conceiv'da laviſh praiſe) 

I could to thy great glory tell this age 

Nor one invenom*d line dorh ſwell the page 
Wirh guilty legends 3 bur ſo clear from all 
That ſhoot malicious noiſe, and vomit gall, 
That 'ris obſerv'd in every leaf of rhine, 

Thou haſt nor ſcatter'd ſnakes in any line. 
Here are no remnants tortur'd into rime 


\ To gull rhe reeling judgements of the rime ? 


Nor any ſtale reverfſions patch thy writ 

Glean'd from the rags and frippery of wit. 

Each ſyllable dorh here as truly run 

Thine, as the light is proper to the Sun, 

Nay in thoſe feebler lines which thy 1aft breath 
And labouring brains ſnatch'd from the skirrs of death, 
Though not ſo ſtrongly pure, we may deſcry 

The father in his laſt poſterity, 

As clearly ſhown, as Virgins ſooks do paſs 

Through a thin lawn, or ſhadows in the glaſs. 


* And in thy ſerring, as the Suns, confeſs, 


The ſame large brightneſs, though rhe hear be leſs. 

Such native ſweetne(s flows in every line ; 

The Reader cannor chufe bur ſwear 'tis thine. 
Though I can tell a rugged Se there is 

Of ſome ſly-wits will judge a ſquinrt on this ; 

Andfrom thy eafie flux of language gueſs 

The fancies weak, becauſe rhe noiſe is leſs 


A4 AS 


As if that Channel which doth ſm--+hly glide 
With evenſtreams, flow'd with a, ſhallow tide. 
Burt ler a quick-djſcerging;judgement look, 
Andwith a pjercingeye tl thy book” 
In every loom, Iknaw the ſecond view | 
Shall find more luſtre then the firſt coyld do. 
For have you ſcen' when gazing on theskies 
Wirth ſtri& ſurvey a new ſucceſſion riſe 
Of ſeveral ſtars, which do nor {ſo appear 
To every formal glance thar ſhoors up there : 
So when the {erzous eye has firmly been 
Fix'd on the page, ſuch large increaſe is ſeen 
Of various fancy, that each ſeveral view 
Makes the ſame fruitful Book a Mart of new. 
- ButI forbear this mention; fince I muſt 

ve nr thy aſhes and revile thy.duft. 

ith ſuch low. Chara&ers, I mean to raiſe 
Thee to my contemplation, not.my praiſe : 
And they thar wiſh thy pi&ure clearly ſhown 
In a true Glaſs, I wiſh would uſe thy own : | 
Where I preſume how ere thy vertues come - ? 
Ill ſhap'd abroad, rli'arrt fairly dreſt at home. 


RO. RANDOLPH, M. A- Student - 
of C. Church. 


LeRori | 
| 


net 


ori niminim critico.qui Authoris FeTenninos * 
" Gales plus juſto 3: Be bo je Fe'conpinpa 
pus J 5/0Qus, NLErpretfatucy, . .-. 
DExtraquid Archetype nudas myſteriacchart@? ,'';1,, 1... 
Privatiq, aperis liminaclaije oct 2 [+ tt 
Non lucem patitur ſed celebs margo venenum, aq 
Etvidet ingenuts toxica miſta-jocis, - | 
Queq; ſtolata ded ſanttns. Floraria vates, 
Exuts, (y nudos das ſine veſte ſales, 
Hinc 151: immeritam jugutat cenſura papyrumt 
Et levis ingenuos damnat 'arunds ſales. 
Carnifices calamos, (f rauce jurgia' Maſe 
Simplicitas caſti ſentit honeſta libyi. 
Quid culpz fuertt”ſs vatis amabile carmen 
Laſcivam caſto ſchemate luſit anum ? 
Lintea fi nudis injecit pulchra pudendis ? 
Vel tegit incaſtam larva modeſtaDeam 2? 
Nulla tuis regnant niſ: nomina'maſcul: chartis, 
Si quod femineum eft culpa legentis erit ; 
C Vt proles, uteri promo quit clauſtra reliqui- 
Maſcula, femineum vidimus arte Sporum) 
Das thalami luſus cortine at tegmine ſanf0s, 
Cynthia quos leHos geſtiat eſſe ſuos, 
Dit bene!quam ſanttis loqutturV enus impia verbis? 
Tyndarss oF raptus hic ſtupet eſſe pios. 
Lea puella tuis,dum ſpeFat crimina chartis, 
Viſa ſibt eſt furto ſanFior ire ſus. 
I nanc ingenie pareas lex' Fulia charte, 
Scripta librum dederat, le a lupanar erat. 


RO. RANDOLPH, ex Xde Chriſti, 
Bleft 


BLeſt Spirit, whenT firſt did ſee 
The Genius of thy Poetry, 
Nimble and fluent ; in a ſtrain 
Even with, if not beyond .the brain 
Of Laurears that crown'd the ſtage 3 
And liv'd the wonders of the age : 
And this bur ſparkles from a fire 
That flam'd up, and ſoar'd much higher; 
I gaz'd defirous to (ee 
Whither thy wit would carry thee. 
Thy firſt riſe was ſo high, that even 
Asneecds it muſt, the next was heaven, 


LT,A.M, 


In Authorem. 
(C Aneſcant alii, ftertl:q;, etatis honoye 
Letentuy; fectt te tua Muſa ſenem. 
Parcarum labor eft vite menſura peratte : 
Texuntur propria ſtamina Veſtra manu 3 
Felix qu! primo excedis, Randolphe, ſub 2vo, 
Nec Genit extin#i previa fata vides ; 
D# bene non dederint effete frigora vite : 
Debes,quo fuerss natus in igne mori, 


THO. TERENT M. A. cx 
Xde Chriſti, 


2 
Py 


UPON 


Ms. Randolptvs Poems, 
Collected 
and Publiſhed after hits death, 


$ when a ſwelling Cloud melted ro ſhowres, 
Sweetly difluſes freſh and a&ive powers 
Into the ſhrunk and thirſty veins of carth 3 
Bleſſing her barren womb with a new birth 
Of grain and fruit : and (o redeems a land 
Of deſperate people from th' deitroying hand 
Of merc*leſs plague, Famine, or Death ; and then 
Colle&s its ſtreams unto rhe Ocean : 
Sorthy diffuſive (ſoul, and fluent parts, 
(Grear miracle of natural wit and Arts, ) 
Raprup ſome Regions ove our Sphere, did flow 
And ſhowre their bleſſings down on us below : = 
Whilſt we, dull carrh, in exrafies did fit, 
Almoſt oTrewhelmed with thy Flouds of Wir. 
Whart bloud of verſe is pump*t from our dry Brains, 
Sprung like a ruſhing Torreat from thy Veins. 
When a long Drought preſag*d ſome fatal Dearth, 
Thy unexhauſtcd Founts gave us new birth 
Of wit and verſc : when Cham, or This fell 
Thy open*d Floudgarcs made their Riy'lets ſwell 


cBove 


*Bove their proud Banks : Where planted by thy hand 


Th' Heſperian Orchards, Paphian Mirtles ftand, 
And thoſe ſweet Shades where Lovers rell their bliſles 
To th' whiſpering leaves, and ſumm'em up in kiſſes, 
There in full Quire the Muſes us'd ro fing 
Melodious odes bathing in Chgm, their Spring : 
And all the Graces TOM; dwelt with thee c00, 
Crowning thy Front for old Citherons Brow. 
Nor were we rich alone, Clime, far from hence 
Acknowledge vet thy foveraign influence : 
Sicilians owe to thee their fruitfull Yale, 
And Cotſwold Hill thy Dews created Dale. 
All Lands and Sovls from hence were fruitful grown 
And multipl!'d rhe meaſures thou haſt ſown. 
Green-{word-untilled milk-maids wiſh no blifſes 
Beyond a f{tammel Perricoar, and kiſſes, 
And thy ſweet Dowry ! This alone, they cry, 
Will make our Beaſts and milk ro multiply. 
And the dull Fallow Clowns. who never thought 
Of God or Heaven bur in a ond or drought, 
Do gape and pray for Crops of Wir, and vow 
To make rheir Lads and Wenches Poets now. 
For they can make their fhelds to laugh and fing 
To th* Muſes Pipe, and Winter rhime ro ſpring. 
They pray for the firſt curſe ; like Scholers now, 
To earne their livings by their ſweaty Brow.. - 
Then rhe fine Gardens of the Court, are ſer. 
With Flowers ſprung from my Muſes Coronet. 
Thoſe pretty Imps in Pluſh, thar on truſt go 
For rheir fine cloths, and their fine Judgements too, 
The Frontiipicceor Tirle-page of Plays, 
Wha'c whole diſcourſe is ----- As the Poet ſays. 
That Taverns draine, (for Ivy is the fign 
Ofall ſuch ſack-ſhop wits, as well as wine, Fr 
' n 
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. With great applauſe, © 


And make their Verſes dance on either hand 
With numerous feer, whilſt they want feet to ftand;; 


- That ſcore up jeſts for every glaſs or cup, 


And th* total ſumme behind the Door caſt up'; 
Theſe had been all dry<*d'up,;and many more, 
That quaffe up Helicon upon thy ſcore. | | 
The ſneaking Tribe, that drmk and write by fits, , 
As they can ſteal or borrow eoyne or wits. $310 A 
That Panders fee for Piors; and then belie 
The paper with ---- An excellent Comedie. 
Afted (more was the pirty) By'th* Red-Bull 

ſome vain Ciry-Gull; 
That.damne Philoſophy, and prove the curſe *: 
Of emprineſs, both inthe Bram and Purſe : 


- Theſe that ſcrape leggs and Trenchers to my Lord, 


Had ſtarv<d bur for ſome ſcraps pickt from thy Board, 
Theycthad tiry*<d the Balladiers of Fidlers trade, 


' Or a New Comedie at Tybutn made. | 


Thus, TOM, thy pregnant Phancy crown*d us all 


* With wealthy ſhowers, or Mines Poetical. 
* Nordid thy dewes diſtill in a cold rain, 


Bur with a flafh of Lightning ope thy brain, 

Which thaw*d our ſtupid ſpirits with lively hear, 

And from our'froſts forc*t a Poerick ſweat. | 
And now, Wits Common-wealth by thee repriev*d, 

(For irs conſumption ſkews it not long liv*d,) 

Thy far diſperſed ſtreams divert their courſe, 

(Though ſome are dammed up)to th* Muſes Sourſe, 


* This Ocean : «--- He that will tadome ir, 


By*s Lines hall ſound an Ocean of wit z 
Nor ſhallow, !ow, and troubled, bur profound, 
And vaſt, thovoh in theſe narrow limits bound. 


' The tribure of our eys or pens, all we can pay, 


Are ſome poor drops to chy Paftolus Sea, 


And 


And firſt ſtolne thenee though now ſo mug 
Wirth our ſoul channels, they ſcarce ſeem thy - hg 
Thus have I ſeen a piece of Coync, which bore 
The Tmage of my King or Prince before, 
New caſt into ſome Peaſant, loſe irs grace 
Yert*s the ſame body with a fowler face. 
If our own ſtore muſt pay z that Gold which was 
Lent us in ſterling we muſt turn in braſs. 
Hadſt thou writ leſs or worſe, then we might lay 
Something go thy Urne thou didit not fay : 
Bur thou hadſt Phanſie's vaſt Monopolie, 
Our flock will ſcarce amount rian Elegie. 
Yet all the Legacies thy Ft atall day 
Bequeath*d, thy ſad Executor will pay. 

To late Divines (by Will and Teſtament ) 
A Paraphraſe on each Commandement, | 
In moral Precepts, with a diſputation 
Ending the quarrels *bour Predeſtination, 
To thole that ſtudy how ro ſpend the Day, 
And yet grow wiſe ---- The Ethichs in a Play. 
To Poets, cauſe there is no greater curſe, 
Thou beqreathdſt nothing, in thy empty Purſe, 
To City-Madams, that beſpake new faces 
For every Play or Feaſt, Thy Looking-glaſſes. 
And to their chamber-maids who only can. 
Adorn their Ladies head, and dream of man. 
Theaft left a dowrie 3 They till now, by ſtealth 
Writonly members of the Common-wealth. 
To Heaven thy Raviſht Soul, Cthough who ſhall look 
Will fay it lives in each line of thy book. ) | 
Thy duft, uphnatural Reliques that could dic, 
ToFEarth ; thy fame unto Eternitv. 
A Husband to thy widow*d Poetry, 
Not from thc Court but Univerſity, 


pk 


Tt 


To thy ſad Aunt, andnow'deſpairing mother. 

Thy little Orphans, and thy younger Brother 3 

From all of which this free Confeſſion's fir, 
The younger ſiſter had the elder Wir, 


Ad Authorem, 


Moa quod temui currant mihi carmina filo, 
Et meus in gyro ſtet breviore laboy, 
Dum tua conſtri2ts aſſurgit Muſa Cothurnis, 
Et Veneres caſto vincit Avena loco. 
Cedimus inculti | Fato par Gloria noftro 


Lud tua mirentur Carmina, Noſtra legant, 


R, BRIDEOAKE. A.M, Nov, Coll. 


bt 


-” Who ſces the rir 


©” The foul beholder, an 


Hat heed thy 5ook'crave any orhet fame, 
It is wo_ thar'it, bears Randolph name 
e, 


vV 


and him utnderſt6od!; 7 
Muſt much condemn himſelf, or ſay tis good, 
Go forth example ro-rhe/Neophyre.,. 

Who hence ſhould learn to Catechiſe his wir, 
And dreſs his A by ib Glaſs : whoſe Muſe 
Wellfavour*d is ſhould here her face peruſe, 
It will nor flatter, *twill cefle& the graces 
She rakes from th*owner. of a. beautcovs face ; 


Bur if a menſtruous ang\illirerare eye 


Blaſt her, he raciou (p98 hall ſon deſc 
proclaime her ſpoyle 


Nor To reſult from thence, bur his own ſoyle. 
ED. GAYTON. A.M, Joan. 
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Mmortal BEN is dead, and as that ball 
Tda toſs*d, fo is his Crown by al! 
The infantry of wit, Vaine Prieſts ! That chaire 
Is only fit for his true Son and Heir. 


| *D - Reach here the Lawrel! : Randolph, 'ris thy praiſe : 


he 5-05-90 Scull ſhall well become the Bayes. 
e, Daphne, courts thy Ghoſt : and ſpire of fare, 


Thy Pozms ſhall be Poct Laureate. 
G. W, loan, 


» 
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To his worthy Friend Mr. Robert Randolph 
of Chriſt Church oz the publiſhing of 
his Brothers Poems. 


E thank youy worthy Sir, that 'tis our hap 
| To praiſe even Randolph now withour a clap, 
R And give our ſuffrage yer, though not our voice, 
' To ſhew the ods berwixt his Fame and noyſe : 
| Whoſeonly modeſty we could applaud, 
\ > . Thar ſeldome durſt preſume to bluſh abroad ; 
 * And bear his vaſt Report, and fetting forth 
His virtues, grow a ſuffrer of his worth 2 a 
Was ſcarce his own acquaintance, and did uſc 
To hear himſelf reported but as newes, 
So diſtant from himſelf, that one might dare 
* Tofaythoſe two were nere familiar : 
- * Whoſe polith'd Phanſie hath ſo ſmoothly wrought, 
"That *tis ſuſpeRed, and might rempt our thoughr 
To guele it ſpent in every birth, ſo writ 
Not as the gift bur Legacy of wit : 2 
Whoſe unbid brain drops ſo much flowing worth, 
"That others have deliver*dshe brought forth 
That did not courſe in wit, and beat at leaſt 
Ten lines in fallow to pur up one jeſt ; 
Which till prevents our thoughts, we need not ſtay 
To th' end, the Epigram is in the Way. 
The town might here grow Poet, nay 'tis {c'd 
Some Marrs could hence as eas'ly rime as read; 
Whoſe loſſe we ſo much weep, we cannot hear 
His yery Comedies withour a tcar ; 
And when we read his mirthy are fain to pray 
Leaye from our grief to call the work a play : | 
Z WhereFancy playes with, Jugdment, and {0 fits, 
2 Thar'tisenough ro make aguard gf wits ; 
| ER 
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Where lines fulfill themſelves, and are ſo right, 
That but a combates mention isa fight, 
His phraſe doth bring'to pals, and he has Tent 
Language enough to give the things Event 
The lines pronounce themſelves, and. we may {ay 
"The AQors were but Echoes of the Play : 
Me thinks the book does aQty and we not doubt 
To {ay it rather enters then comes our 
Which even you ſeem to enyy, whole device 
Hath made it viler even by its price, 
And taught its valne, which we count ſo great, 
That when we buy at cheapeſt we but cheat ; 
And when upon one page we blefle our look, 
How-ere we bargain, we have gain'd the book z 
Freſh-men in this are forc'c to have their right, 
Ard *tis our purchaſe though *twere ſold in {pight ; 
So do we owe yeu ſtill, that let us know 
He gave the world the Playes, and ycuthe Show. 
7oſ. HowesTyin. Coll. Oxon, 


On his beloved friend the Anthour, and his 


Jngenons Poems, 


X 7 Hat need theſe buſie wits ? who hath a Mine 
His own, thus rich, necds nt the ſcatrer'd ſhine 

Of lefler heaps : Day dims a Tapers light : 

And Lamps are uſeleſs where there is no night. 

Why all this train of Writers? Forreign Verſe 

Can adde no honor to a Pocts Hearſe, 

Whoſe every line, which he to paper lent, 

Builds for himſelf a laſting Monument. 

Brave verſe this priviledge hath , Though all be dumb 
Thar is the Authors Epitaph and Tomb. 

Which when ambitious Pyles, th' oſtents of prids 
To duſt ſhall fall, and in their ruines hide 
The / 


Mn, 


Their then no more retmembred Founders Name : 
Theſe (like Apollo ever young) ſhall fame 
The firſt compoſer ; whoſe weigh'd works ſhall tell 
What noble thoughts did in his boſome dwell. 

Bur now I find the caule ; they that doe praiſe 
Deſert in others ; for themſelves plant Bayes : 
For he that praiſes merit, loves it : thus 
He's good for goodneſs that's ſolicitous, 
Elſe, though He Diamonds keenly pointed write, 
They bur proclaim a quainter Hypocrite : 
Thus in the future it ſhall honor be, 
That men ſhall read their names bourd up with thee. 
vo Country Moles that would at Court appeary 
Intrude ſome Camels train that does live there. 
So Greatures that had drown'd elſe , did imbark 
With Noah, and liv'd by being in his Ark. 

Or if not thus ; as when in Royal ſtate 
Nobles attend Kings to inaugurate : 
Or as laſt year when you both Courts did {ce 
Beget joyes noon in th Univerhity ; 
All'the learn'd Tribe in reverend habits meet, 
As if the Schools were turn'd into the ſtreet ; 
Where each one ſtrove {uch duty ro put on, 
As might give honour to their own Suny Sun. 
Such (65.4 here our dimmer pens would haves 
In pomp to wait him to his ſol:mn grave. 
Since what he was, his own fruits betrer ſhow, 
Then thoſe which planted here, by others grow. 
Rich Jewels in themſelves {uch luſtre caſt, 
As Gold about them, is no age bur waſt. 

Such was his Genizs ; like the quick eyes winks 
He could write ſooner then another chink. 
His play was Fancics flame; a lightning wit, 
So thor, thar it could ſooner picrce then hit : 
Whart er'c he pleas'd, though bur in {port to proves 
Appear'd as true, as pitty dwels with love. | 

Þ 2 


Had he ſaid rhus, That diſcree* 'zeal might ſtand 
Both with the Teluir ana the Puritan. 
T'had been believ'd ; Thar froſt from heat proceeds, 
That chaſtity frem eaſe, and fulnels breeds ; 
That women ought to won, as Eve at hrit 
Woo'd man, tomake the world and man accurſt , 
All would be taken up for Trurh : and ſenſe 
Which knew Truth coming , would not going hence: 

Had he maintain'd Rich Lucans work had becn 
Mzer Hiſtory ; there would no Pen be fecn 
To call it Poem: If for Ceſar ſtnod) 
Great Pompey ſhuould bz neither weak, nat Good :; 
Ol ! had he liy'd to plead the craggy Laws 
Which now unletled holds che world in aw z 
He would have met ſome Oftraciſme, I fears 
Leſt he had charm'd the purple Judge to err, 

Nor could he only in his native ſpeech 
Robe !:1s ripe thoughts ; buteven the Copious,Richy 
And lofty Greek, with Latine, did appear 
In him, «s Orient in their proper ſphear : 
That when in them himſelf he plcas'd r* expreſs, 
The raviſhr hearer, could not bur confeſs, 
He might as well old Rozwe or Athens claim 
For b:rth, as Britaza, circled with the Main. 
"Tis rrue, we have theſe languages ſtill left ; 
Bur {poken, as apparell gor by theft 
Is worn : diſzuis'd ard thadowed. Had he f 
Liv*d bur with us, till grave maturity ; 
Though we ſhould ever in his change have loſt, 
We might have gain'd enough whereof to boaſt 
Our nations better Genius ; But now 
Our hepes are nip'r e'r they begin to blo. 
And ſure 1 amy his lofle muſt needs ſtrike deep, = 
For whom in verſe, thus Englands Eye doth weep, 
Whoſe tears thus dew*d upon his mournfull duſt 
I'will no longer trouble. They chat muſt 
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Carp though at beſt thingy, ler them only read : 
Theſe Poems here will Qrike that humour dead. 
Which I ſhould praiſe roo : but in them ll ſee 
There is one blemith, for he hath nam'd me g 
Elſe, Ile not think the Reader {o diſtreſt 
In wit, but that he will admire the rcſt. 
Concluding thence, though 1n his forenoon-youch, 
{And what I now ſhall write is modeft crurh, ) 

He knowes not him who doth ſo much excel}, 

. + That could {o quickly, do {o much, fo well. 
Owen Eltham Gent. 


Onthe death of Mr. Randolph. 


FA Hen Donne, and Beaumont dyed, an Epitaph 
Some men (I well remember) thought unſafe; 

And ſaid they did preſume to write, unleſie 

They could their tears in their expreſiion. dreſſe, 
But love makes me more bold, and tells me I 

In humble terms to vent my piety 

May lafely dare; and raided thinks not firs 

For which I lov'd, I now ſhould fear that wir. 
Reſpe& looks like a bargain, if confin'd 

To rules precite ; and is more juſt then kind; 

* [byapoyzd andequall teſtament 

I curns good will into a covenant : 

Muſt every preſent offer'd to a Prince 

Be juſt proportion'd to his eminence ? 

Or onght my Elegy unjuſt be thought, 

Becauſe I cannot mourn thee as I ought ? 

Such la wes as theſe (if amy be {o bold) 

Jughr thoſe unskilfull bur proud ſouls to hold, 
Who think they could, and did at a due rate 
, Loye thee not me; whoſe love was paſſionate, | t 
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Had he ſaid thus, That diſcree* zeal might Rand 
Both with the Teluir ana the Puritan. 
T*had been believ'd ; Thar troſt from heat proceeds, 
That chaſtity frem eaſe, and fulnels breeds , 
Thar women ought to woo, as Eve athrit 
Woo'd man, to make the world and man accurſt 
All would be taken up for Truth : and ſenſe 
Which knew Truth coming , would not going hence; 
Had he maintain'd Rich Lucans work had becn 
M:er Hiſtory ; there would no Pen be ſeen 
To call it Poem: If for Ceſar ſtood, 
Great Pompey ſhuould bz neither weak, nat Good :; 
h ! had he liv'd to plead the craggy Laws 
Which now unletled holds the world in aw 5 
He would have met ſome Oftraciſme, I fears 
Leſt he had charm'd the purple Judge to err, 
Nor could he only in his native ſpeech 
Robe 1:is ripe thoughts ; buteven the Copious,Richy 
And lofty Greek, with Latine, did appear 
In him, «s Orient in their proper ſphear: 
Thar when in them himſelf he plcas'd r expre!ss 
The raviſht hearer, could not bur confeſs, 
He might as well old Rozze or Athens claim 
For b.rth, as Britain, circled with the Main. 
"Tis true, we have theſe languages ſtill left ; 
Bur ſpoken, as apparell gor by theft 
Is worn : diſguis'd and thadowed. Had he f 
Liv*d bur with us, till grave maturity ; X 
Though we ſhould ever in his change have loſt, 
We might havegain'd enough whereof to boaſt 
Our nations better Genius ; But now 
Our hopes are nip't e'r they begin to blow. 
And ſure 1 amy his lofle muſt needs ſtrike deep, 
For whom in verſe, thus Englands Eye doth weep. 
Whoſe tears thus dew'd upon his mournfull duſt 
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| Carp though ar beſt thingy, let them only read + 


Theſe Poems here will Qrike that humour dead. 
Which I ſhould praiſe too : but in them ſee 
There is one blemiſh, for he hath nam'd me g 
Elſe, Ile not think the Reader {o diſtreſt 
In wit, but that he will admire the rcſt. 
Concluding thence, though 1n his forenoon-yourh, 
{And what I now ſhall write is modeft truth, ) 

- He knowes not him who doth ſo much excel, 


- > That could {o quickly, do {o much, ſo well. 
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Owen Eltham Gent. 


Onthe death of Mr. Randolph. 


Hen Donne, and Beaumont dyed, an Epitaph 
Some men (I well remember) thought unſafe; 
And ſaid they did preſume to write, unlef e 
They could their tears in their expreſiion. dreſſe, 
Butlove makes me more bold, and tells me I 
In humble terms to vent my piety 
May (afely dare z and reaſon thinks not fits 
For which I lov'd, I now ſhould fear that wir. 
Reſpe& looks like a bargain, if confin'd 
To rules precite ; and is more juſt then kind; 
[f by a poyz'd and cquall reſtamenr 
[ turns good will irito a covenant : 
Muſt every preſent offer'd to a Prince 
Be juſt proportion'd to his eminence ? 
Or onght my Elegy unjuſt be thought, 
Fecauſe I cannot mourn thee as I ought ? 
zuch la wes as theſe (if amy be ſo bold) 
Jughr thoſe unskilfull bur proud ſouls ro hold, 
Who think they could, and did at a due rate 
\ ys thee, not me, whoſe love was paſſionate, | | 
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And hath Secreed, how ere che cenſure 203 
I inus much, although but rhus, to let men know, 
j do admire no Comet did preſage 
The mournful period of thy wonder'd age ; 
Or that no Sybull did thy death fore-cell, 
Since that by it alone more ul befell 
The Laurell-God, then when the day was come 
Wherein the Delph:ck-orasle was dumb : 
In meaner wits that proverb chance? may hold 
(That they who ſoon are ripe are ſeldom old.) 
Bur *rwas a poor one, and for thee unfit, 
Whoſe infancy might teach their beſt years witt ; 
Whoſe talk was exemplary to their pains ; 
And whoſe diſcourſe was tutor to their ſtrains $ 
If thou wert ſerious, then the audience 
Heard Plato*s works in Tues eloquence ? 
If ſad, the mourners knew no thrifty ſize 
In rears, but ſtill cri'd out, © lend more eycs. 
If merry,then the juyce of Comedy 
$5 ſ{weerned every word, that we might ſec 
Each ſtander by having enough to do 
To temper mirth, untill ſome friend could wo» 


Thee take the pains to write, that {o that preflure 
Checking thy ſouls quick motions, ſome ſmall leafure 


Might be obtain'd to make proviſion 
Of breath, againſt rhe next Scene's aRion. 


{ could go through thy works, which will ſurvive 


The funeral of time ; and gladly ſtrive 
Beyond my power) to make that love appear 
Which after death is beſt ſcen in a tear ; 

Bur praifing one, Iſhould diſpraiſe the reſt, 
S:nce wharſ9ere thou didſt was til! the beſt : 
Since then Iam perſwaded that in thee 

Wir at her Ac'mie was, and we ſhall ee 
Poſterity not daring to a{pire 

To equalize, but only to admire 


Thee as their Arch-type* with the thought of thee 
Henceforth [le thus enrich my memory. 

While others count from Earth=quakes and great froſt , 
And ſay, i'th laſt dear yezr twould thus much coſt, 

My time diſtinRions this ſhall be among, 

Since? wits=decay, or Kandolph*s death, ſo long, 


R, Goſtclow, M. A- 
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To the pious memory of my dear Brother 
1a-law, Mr. Thomas Randolph, 


R Eaders prepare your fairh, who truly tells 
His Hiſtory, muſt needs write miracles, 
He liſp'd wit worthy ch Preſs, as if that he 
Had us'd his Cradle as a Library, 
Some of theſe fruits had birrh, when other Boyes 
( His elders) playd with Nuts ; Books were his toyes. 
He had nor long of Playes ſpe&ator been, 
Bur his ſmall Feet wore Socks fit for the Scene, 
He was not like rhoſc coſtive wits, who blot 
A quire of paper to contrive a plor, 
And ere they name it, crofle ity till ir look 
Riſed with wounds like an old Mercers books 
What pleas'd this year, is next In pieces torny 
Ic ſufters many deaths ere it be born. 
For Humaurs to lie leidger rhey are fcen 


Ofc in a Tavern, and a bowlins=grezn. 


{2 
They do obſerye each place, and companys 
As ſtrictly as a Traveller, or Spy. 
And deifying dung=hills, ſeem c adore, 
The ſcum of people, Watchman; Changling, Whore, 
To know the vice, and ignorance of all, 
Wirh any Rags they'l drink a pot of Ale. 
Nay, what is more (a ſtrange unuſual thing 
With Poets) chey will pay the reckoning ; 


B 4 Ard 


And fit with patience an hour by the heels 
To learn the Nor-(cnſe of the Conſtables, 
Suc': Jig-l.ke flim-flams being por to make 
The Rabble laugh, and Nut=cracking forlake, 
They go home (if tl! have any) and there fir 
In Gown 2nd N:ght=cap looking for ſome wir, 
Ere rlicy compoſe, they muſt for a long {pace 
Be diered as Horſes for the race. 
They muſt not Bacon, Beet, or Pudding ear, 
A jcft may chance be ſtarv'd with ſuch grofſe meat, 
T ie good hour come ard their Brain turn'd they write 
Bur flow, asdying men their Wills indite, 
They pen by drams and ſcruples, from their qui[l 
Words (although dreggy) flow not, bur diſti1l, 
They ſtare and ſoure their faces ; nay to vent 
The Brains, they eat their fingers excrement ; 
And fcratch their heads, 2s it they were abour 
{Their witſo hide-bound is) to pull it our. 
Ey*ry bald ſpeech chough Comicallir be, 
To their rack*d m:mbers proves 2 Tragedy. 
When they have had the counſell of ſome friend, 
And of their begging Fpilogue made anend 
Their Play ſalutes che wortd, and claims the ſtage 
For its inherirance, being now of age. 

But while they pump*t their Phanſie day and night, 
He nothing harder found then not to write, 
No diet could corrupt or mend his ſtrain z 
All rempers were the beſt to his ſure brain, 
He could with raptures captivate the King, 
Yer nor endanger Button) or Band-ftring. 
Poems from him guſh'd out fo readily 
Asif they'd only been in's memory ; 
Yr are they with as marble fancies wrought, 
Acthcirs whoſe pen writes for the thirteenth rhought, 
They erre who ſav, T hings quickly done ſoon fade : 


Nature and he all in an inſtant made. ; 
Tho'e 


C 
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* Thoſe that do meaſure Phanſies by the glaſſe, 


And dote on ſuch as coſt more time, may paſſe 
In rank with guls, whom folly dorh entice 
Tothink that beſt which has the greateſt pricey 
Who poring on, their ſpungy brain ſtill ſqueez, 
NegleR the Cream, and only ſave the Lees, 
Stopping their flying quill, they clip Fames wings 
Make Helicon x puddle that*s a Spring. 

Nor was his haſt hoodewinkt ; his rage was wiſe, 
His fury counſcl had, his raſhnefle eyes, 
Though he (as Engines arrows.) ſhot forth wig 
Yet aim'd with all the proper marks to hit. 

His Ink nere Qain'd the Surplice; he doth righr 
That ſometimes takes a care to miſs rhe White, 
He turn'd no Scripture phraſc into a jeſt ; 

He wis in!pir*d with raptures, not poſleſt. 

Some Div'liſh Poets think their Mxſe does il! 
Unleſe their verics do prophane or kill. 

They boldly write what I ſhould fear to thinks 
Words that do pale their Paper, black their Ink. 
The Tirles of their Satyrs fright ſome, more 
Then Lord bave mercy writ upon a dore. 

Although his wit was ſharp as others, yer 
It never wounded ; thus a Razor ſer 
In a wiſe Barbors hand, tickles the skin, 

And leaves a ſmoorhznot carbonaded chin. 

So loveraign was his Phanſic, that you'd think 
H:s quickning pen did Balſam drop, nor Ink. 
Read's Elegres and you will (ce his praiſe 

Doth many ſouls *fore th* Reſurre&ion raiſe, 

No venoms in his book ; his very Snake 

You may as ſafely as a flower take. 

There's none needs fear to ſurfer with his phrafez 
He has no G1ant raprures to amaze 

And torture weak capacities with wonder $ 


He (by his Laurcll guarded ) ner'e did thunder. 


As thoſe ſtrong bumbaſt Wits, whoſe Poetry 
Sounds like a charme, or Spaniſh Pedigree, 
Who with their Phanſic towring *boye the Sun, 
Have in their ſtyle Babels confuſion, 
If puny eyes do read their verſes, they 
Will think *tis Hebrew, writ the Engliſh way. 
His lines do run {mooth as the feet of Time, 
Exch leafchough rich, {wells not with gouty rime, 
There is no thrum, or knot ; Arachne ne're 
Weay'd a more even webb ; and as they are 
Liſted for ſmoothneſs, ſo in this again, 
Thar exch Threads ſpun , and warp'd by his own brain. 
We have ſome Poetafters, who although 
They nerc beyond the writing {chool did goy 
Sit at Apollo's Table, when as they 
But Midwives are, not Parents to a Play. 
Were they berraid, rhey'd be each Coblers ſcoff, 
Laught at , as one whet: Periwigs blown off. 
Their brains lie allin Notes ; Lord / how they'd look 
If they ſhould chance to looſe their Table-book ! 
Their Bayes, like Ivy, cannot mount ar all 
Bur by ſome neighbouring tree, or joyning wall, 
With what an extafic ſhall we. behold 
This Book, which is no Ghoſt of any old 
Worm=caten Authour : here's no jeſt, or hint, 
But had his Head borh for it's Ore and Mint. 
Wer'r nor for ſome Tranſlations, none could know 
Whether he had ere look'd in book or no, 
He could diſcourſe of any ſubjeR, yer 
No cold premeditated ſence repere 
As he that nothing at the. Table tal«s 
Bur what was cook'd in's ſtudy, or the walks 3 
Whoſe wit (like a Sunediall) only can 
Go true in this, or that Meridian. ' 
Each Climate was to him his proper Sphear ; 
You'd think he had been brought up every whers- 


 — 
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Was he at Court ? his Complements would be 
Rich wrought with Phanſies beſt embroidery, 
Which the ſpruſe Gallants Echo-like would ſpeak 
So oft, as they'd be thread=bare ina week, 

They lov'd even his Abuſes, the ſame jeer 
(So witty *rwas) would ſting and pleaſe their ear, 

Read's flowry Paſtoral, and you will ſwear 
He was not Zobnſons only, but Pans Heir. 

His ſmooth Amintas would perſwade even me 

To think he alwaies liv'd in S:c:lze, 

Thoſe happier Groves that ſhaded him, were all 
As Trees of knowledge, and Propheticall ; 
Dodon's were but the type of them, Leaves were 
Books in old time, but became Schollers here. 
Had he liv'd till Feſtmnſter Hall was ſeen 

In Forreſt Towns, perhaps he f:z*d had been. 
Whilſt others made Trees Maypoles, he could do 
As Orpheus gid, and make them dancers too. 

Bur theſe were bur the ſports of his ſpare time, 

He was as able to diſpute as rime. 

And all (two gifts nere joyn'd before) our went 

As well in Syllogiſme as Complement. 

Who looks within his clearer Glaſs , will ſay 

Art once he writ an Ethick Traft and Play. 

When he in Cambridge Schooles did Moderate, 

(Truth never found a ſubr'ler Adyocute) 

He had as many Auditors as thoſz (Noſe. 
Who preach, their mouths being Szlenc'd , through the 
The Grave Divines ſtood gazing, as if there 

In words was colour , or in th*eye an car : 

To hear him they would penetrate each other, 

Embrace a throng, and love a noyſome ſmorher. 

Though pl:dding Pates much time and oyl had ſpent 

In beating our an obſcure Argument, 

He would untie not break the ſubtleſt knor 

Their puzling Art could weave ; nay he had got 


he 


The trick on: ſo, as if that he had been 
Within each brain, and the nice foing ſceng 
Who went to th*Schools Peripateticks, camey 
If he diſputed, home in Plats% name. 
His oppsſitions were as Texts ; ſome le'd 
With wonder, thoughc he had not »rg*d but read. 
Nor was his judgment all Philoſophy, 
He was in points of deep Divinity 
Only Not Do@or ; his true Catholick brain | 
The learning of a Conncell did contain- & * 
Bur all his Yorks are loſt, his Fire is out; = 
Theſe are but's aſhes, wbich were thrown aboury 
And now rak'd up together, all we have 
With pious ſacriledze ſnatch'd from his Grave 
Are 4 few Metcors : which may make it {e'd 
Thar Ton is yet alive, bur Randolphs dead. 
Thus when a Mcrchant poſting ore the ſea 
With his rich loaden ſhip, 1s caſt away ; | 
Some light ſmall Wares do ſwim unto the hore, 
Bur th' prea; and folid Prizes nere riſe more. 
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Content he enjoyes in the 
Muſes ; to thole of his 


Friends that dehort him 
from POETRY. 


My high-born ſoul, that flies a nobler pitch / 
Thou canſt not tempr her with adulterate ſhows 
She beares no appetite that flags ſo low. 
Should borh the Iadies ſpread their laps to mc, 
And court my eyes to wiſh my Freaſurie, 
My berter 3#7/l they never cou!d entice ; 
Nor this with Gold , nor that with all her ſpice, 
For what poor things had chele poſſeſſions ſhown, 
When all were minc, but I were not mine own. 
O. hers in pom pous wealth their thoughts may pleaſes 
nd 1 am rich in wiſhing none cf thele : 
For ſay, which happinefſe would you beg firſt, 
Still to have drini, or never to have thirſt ? 
No ſervants at my beck attendant ſtand, 
Yer are my paſtions all at my command ; 
Reaſon within me ſhall ſole Ruler be, 
And every ſcnſe ſhall wear her livery, 
Lord of my ſelfin cheif ; when they that have | 
Morg wealth, make that gheis Lord, which is my {lave. vel 
c 
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Yer I as well as they ; with more content 
Have in my ſelf a houſhold government. 
My intellectual ſoul hath here poſſeſt 

The Stewards place to govern all rhe reſt, 
When I go forth my Eyes two Uſhers are, 
And durifully walk before me bare. 

My Legs run Footmen by me. Go or ſtand 
My ready Arms wait cloſe on cither hand : 
My Lips are Porters to the dangerous dore 3 
And either Ear a truſty Auditor. 

And when abroad I goe z Fancy ſhall be 
My skilfull Coach-man, and ſhall hurry me 


Through Heaven and Earth, and Neptize's watry plainy 


And in a moment drive me back again. 
The charge of all my Geller, Thirſt is thine ; 
Thou Butler art, and Yeamon of my Wine. 
Stomach the Cook, whole diſhes beſt delight, 
Becauſe their only ſawce is Appetite. 
My other Cook Digeſtion ; where to me 
Tecth carve, and Pallat will the Taſter be. 
And the two Eye-lids, when 1 go to ſleep, 
Like carefull Grooms my ſilent chamber keep) 
Where leſt a cold opprels my vital part, 
A gentle fire is kindled by the Heart. 
And leſt tos great a hear procure my painz 
The Lungs fan wind to cool thole parts agains 
Within the inner clofler of my brain 
Attend the nobler members of my train. 
Invention Maſter of my Mint grows there, 
And Memory my faithful Treaſurer. 
And though in others 'tis a treacherous part; 
My Tongwe is Secretary to my Heart. 
And thenthe Pages of my foul and ſenſe, 
Love, Avger, Pleaſure, Grief, Concupiſences 
And all affeQions elſe, are taught r* obey 
Like ſubj<&s, not like fayourites to ſway, 
This is my Mannor-houle, and men ſhall ſee 
There I live Maſter of my family, 
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Say then thou man of wealth ; In whar degree 
May thy proud fortunes over=ballance me ? 
Thy many Barks plough the rough Ocean back ; 
And 1 am never frighted with a wrack. 

Thy flocks of ſheep are numberleſs to tell, 

And with one fleece I can be cloth'd as well, 
Thou haſt a Thouſand ſeveral Farms to ler, 
And I do feed on ne're a Tenants {weat, 

Thou haſt the Commons to Incloſure brought ; 
And [ have fixt a bourd to my vaſt thoughr, 
Variety is ſought for to delight 

Thy witty and ambitions appetite, 

Three Elements at leaſt diſ=peopled be, 

To farisfy judicious gluttony. 

And yer for this I love my Commons here, 
Above the choiceſt of thy dainty cheer. 

No widows curſ: caters a diſh of mine, 

I drink no teares of Orphans in my wine, 

Thou maiſt perchance to ſome great Office come, 
And I can rule a Commonwealth at home, 

And that preeminence enjoy more free, 

Then thou puft up with vain Authority, 

Whar boots it him a large command to haye, 
Whoſe every part is ſome poor vices ſlave ? 
Which over him as proudly Lords it there, 

As o're the Ruſtick he can domineer. 

Whilſt he poor {wains doth threat, in his own eyes 
Luſt and Concupiſcence do Tyrannize. 
Ambition wracks his heart with jealous fears 
And baſterd flatt'ry captivares his car, 

He on poſterity may fix his care, 

And I can ſtudy on the times that were. 

He ſtands upon a pinacle , to ſhow 

His dangerous height, whilſt I fit ſafe below. 
Thy f 4 hoards up Gold for thee to ſpend, 
When death will play the Office cf a friend, 
And take him hence,which yet he thinks roo late 2 
My nothing to inhevirtis a fats. 


WI; 
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Above thy birth=right ſhould it double be ; 
No longing expeRation tortures me. 
I can my Fathers Reverend head ſurvay, 
And yet not wiſh that every heir were gray. 
My conſtant Genes ſayes, I happier and 
And richer in his life , then in his land, 
Ard when thon haſt an Heir that for thy gold 
Will think each day makes thee a year too old ; 
Ard ever gaping to poſeſle thy ſtore, 
Conceives thy age to be aboye founſcore 
Cauſe his is one and twenty, and will pray 
The too flow hours to haſt, and every day 
Beſpeakes thy Cothn , curſing every bell 
Thar he hears toll, *cauſe *ris anorhers knell 2 
(And juſtly at thy life he may repine, 
For hisis but a Wardſhip during thine.) 
Mine ſhall have no fuch rhoughts, if] haye one, 
He ſhall be more a pupill then a {on : 
And at my grave weep truth, and ſay deaths hand, 
That bouncifully unto thine gave land, 
But rob'd him of a Tutor ; Curſed ſtore / 
There is no picty but amongſt the poore : 
Go then confefle which of us Fathers be 
The happier made in our poſterity : 
I in my Orphan that hath nought betide 
His vertue, thcu in rhy rich parricide. 
Thou ſeveral Artiſts deſt imploy to ſhow 
The meaſure of thy lands, that thou may} know 
How much of earth thou haſt : while I do call 
My thoughts to ſcan how little 'ris in all. 
Thou haſt thy hounds to hunt the timerous Hare 
T he crafty Fox, or the more noble Deer ; 
Till at a fault perchance thy Lordſhip be 
And ſome poor Citie yarler hunt for thee. 
For 'tis not poor Atteons faulr alone : 
Hounds have devour'd more Maſters ſure then one, 
Whilſt I rhe while purſuing my contents 


With the quick Noſtrils of a judgment, ſcnt 
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* The hidden fteps of Nature, and there ſec 

* Your game maintain'd by her antipathy. - 

- Thou haſt a Hawk) and to that height doth flye 
© Thy underſtanding if it ſoar ſo high : 
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While I my foul with ws Pinions wings 

To ſtoop at Heaven, and in her Talons bring 

A glorious conſtellation, ſporting there 

With him whoſe belt of ſtarres adorns the Sphear. 
Thou haſt thy land-skips, and the painters cry 


+ With all their skill to pleale thy wanton eye : 


- 


Here ſhady groves, and craggy mountains there ; 


* Here rivers head-long fall, there the ſprings run cleer; 


The Heavens bright Rays tluwough clouds muſt xzuce ſhow, 
Gircled about with 1rts gawdy bouy. 


' And what of this ? I reall Heavens do ce, 


* Bur what fond virgin will my love prefer, 


True ſprings, true groves, whuleſt yours but ſhaddows be. 
| Nor of your houſholdeſtuff {o proudly boaſt, 

Compos'd of curiofity and coſt : 

Your two beſt Chambers are unfurniſhed, 

Th" inner and upper room, the heart and lead. 

Bur you will ſay, The comfort of a lite 

Is inthe partner of your Joyes z a wife, 

You have made choice of Bridcs, you need not wot: 

The rich, the fair ; they both are profer'd you : 


That only in Paraaſſus joynture her ? 

Yer thy baſe match I ſcorn, an honeſt pride 
1 harbour here, that ſcorns a market brids. 
'NegleQted beauty now is priz'd by gold ; 
And ſacred love is baſely bunght and fold; 
Wives are grown traffique,marriage is a trade, 
And when a nuprial of two hearts is mad:, 
There muſt of moniesto0 a wedding be, 


That coyn as w-!l as men may multiply, 


—k thinks [ now poſſeſſe ry "ry 1 held, 


: Ohumaneblindneſs! had we eyes to ſec, 
'There is no wealth to valiant Poetry ! 
Ard yet what want I heaven or earth can yig!d ? 


Ins 
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Into my cheſt the yellow Tags flowes, 

While my plare-fleer in bright Padtolus rowee, 
Th Heſperian Orchard is mine; minczis all : 
Thus am I rich in wealth Peeticall. 

Why ſtrive you then my friends to circumvent 
My ſoul, and rob me of my beſt content ? 
Why our of ignorant love counlell you me 

To leave my Muſcs and my Pcetry ? 

Which ſhould I leave ard never follow more, 

I might perchance get riches and be poor. 


— IR CE E—o— 


In anguem , qui Lycorin dormientem 
amplexus elt, 


Er erat, &+ flores per apertum libera campum 
(4t Cereris ſpes una) legit mea flamma Lycoris. 
At nimio tandem ſtudio, nimog; labore, 
Admiſt ſomnos virides defeſſa per berbas. 
utque erat & placidum carpebant membra ſoporem, 
Alterni varins macula de flore propinque 
Per veftes tacite ſubrepfit Lubricks anguis, 
Vidi ego, & attonitam perculſus frigore mentem, 
Omnia pertimui : Tu me Rhodopeia conjux 
SerpMftum inſidiis blando direpta marito, 
Prima feris: ſed cum tendentem innoxia vid 
Spicula, nec laſſe fraudem intentare puelle : 
uz longe timor hic abitt, majore ſecuto ? 
Namgque levis totum lnſftravit vipera corpus ; 
Jamque ſuam Lybiaw, & ſteriles faſtidit arenas 
Et mirata femur, ventremque, atque #bera latte 
Candidiora ſuo ; Tali fas dixit inarvo 
Fas mihi ſemper erir, perque iſtos ſerpere colles 
Me videt, & metuens cerni fugit improbus anguis, 
Sub nivioque latet collo, ſualilia credens ; 
Puypureis mox uſque gentsallapſus, in iſtis 
Turius cft harere rcfis, & dultius , #n9qu2t. 
Tum front ers ſpeftans, venaſque in fronte twnentss: 
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am (ait alle) jugo violz naſcuntut in iſto ? 

Hinc ad Ceſariem ſong, foveſmu capillss, 
Et flupet awratam formoſo in vertice [ylvans. 
Helperidumque news jam credit, credidit hortum; 
T, libus aut foliis,aut talt fronde ſuperba 
Non {li myrt#5 Paphiz, Dodonaque Quereus, 
Theſlala nec Pinus, nec erat Pencia laurus. 
Gaudia jam tota implerant ſecura pericls 
Peftora, deſcendit rurſus, totoſque per artus 
Laſcivus geſtit numeroſo ludere gyro , 
Caudaque formoſum cingat dum frigida collum 
Labra petit labris , & Nefarss ofcula libat ; 
Spiranteſque hauret Zephyros, atque omnia Phenix 
Sue poturt moriens precioſa imponere buſto, 
Duicquid olent Arabes, ſeuvum non inde venennm, 
Sed velut Hyblzos diſcurrens incola campos, 
Mella legit nova nuper Apis : jam credite, poſit 
Inter Ariſtzi ſerpens armenta vagart. 
Ah quoties metus caleſtes frigidns Artes, 
Rivalemg; Jovem ! forma ne callidus iſt Z 
Appeteret noftram, petiit Deo: da Nympham. 
Exerit ille caput (tota jam corde voluptas 
Incedit) Cantuque ſue blanditur amice ; 
Dulciaque ereftrs modulatur ſpbila criſtis. 
Excutitur Nymphe ſomnus, jam membra refefls 
Luminaque attollit totum admittentia Phoebum., 
Dumgque tt diſperſos flores lapſamque coronam 
Colligit in gremio maculoſus cernitur anguts, 
Illa (fibi note quanta eft fiducia forme !) 
Nl metuens, tenerum traftavit pollice vermem , 
Admovitque ſinu, colloque & peftore fouit. 
Hic ludens modo per digitos nouus annulus bat, 
Splendida uunc mediam complexus $014 puellam ; 
Pruagque per teretes pendens armlla lacertos 
Grattor #t feeret cultus, in mille figuras 
Fleflitur, imnumeros ſeſe variavit in orbes. 
Candida multiplict conftringens brachia nodo. 

Ah nimian [uperis, wimiun eſt dilefia Lycorss : 


2A 


Eoos 


2 POEMS, 1 


Ea0s alit flufius & littora ruhya £3 
Scrutantur; null miſet pris Africa gemmas. 
Permcaem quecunque parant & flebile virus L 
Humano genert, cupinnt ornare Lycorin ; Þ 
Namg,eazparva licet,ſummoque yendula teftg ; 
Nett:t opus, cum de ſerpente moni!ia fafta / 
eAmula vidiſſet, ſubito 10vus ardor amantis 1 
Peftus agit Serpenine, 42q*tt, tibi gemma Lycort ? oP. 
Nulla ego conculerim divine munera form ! I 
Nec mora, depoſcit radios, ſua yetia mittit, $ L 
L1eque ſolet trepidts venavula tendere muſcis, » 
Et tibi ſubtiles meditatur Aranea teas. -(C 
Tu tamen, 6 ſerpens, qui noſtri« reptile felix = 
Delicus fruere, & triplict raps ofcula lingua, C 
{ Sic ſemper novss exuoits Cr pelle renata 14 
Perf:(tam repetas per ſecula mille tnvent ans!) NM 
Veſtras piilchram artes &pharmaca veſtira Lycorin V 
Edoceas, longam e ſentiat la ſeneftam, T 
Nec froztt turpes inſcribant tempora rugas. -B) 
At aova perpetuo facies, eademque Lycorin Fi 
Monfiret, & 1n ſpeculo nunquam ſeſe altera querat ;; B, 
Et Venerem forma ſuperans, evoque Sybillam, Ar 
At tandem hinc abieas , 0 feliciſſime ſerpens, H 
Quando renaſcentes numeraſti ſepins annss, bi 
Accedas aſtris ſidus, Pythone remoto, 4 
Fluminis in morem flerus ; Tu deinde Lycori - 
Cm tedet vite, Scrpentiproxima cars oy 
Stella nite, calumque bea, tibt det que Catbedran T' 
Caſliopza ſam, det Bacchi Virgo Coronam. "a 
EO — Sth 
; Sly 

Ergliſhed thus Naegpeamss. - 

vy 

He Spring was come, and all the fields grown fine ; Th 
My flame Lycorts like young Proſerpine I 
Went forth to gather flowers, bertering their ſent * 


They took more ſweerneſſe from her then they lent, | 
of 
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* Now loaden with her harveſt, and ofre-preſt no 
With her {veer toy 1, ſhe laid her down to reſt, \* 
Lillies did row her couch, and proud were grown = 
To bear a whiteneſs purer then their own. I | 
Roſes fell down {oft pillows to her head), 1 
And bluſh themſelycs into a deeper red W- 
To emulate her cheeks : Flora did (cr c 1:3 
© Her maids to work ta weave the Violer 'T | 


Into a purple rugge, to ſhcild the fair 


* Lycoris from the malice of rhe Air , 

' When low a Snake hid in the neighbouring bowers, 
> (Ah who would think treaſon ſhould lurk in flowers) 
© Shoots forth her checker'd skin , and gently creeps 


O're my Lycoris,chat as gently ſleeps. 


© 1 ſaw it; and a ſudden froſt polleſt 


My frighted ſoul in my then troublza breaſt. 
Whav fears appear'd not to my mind and me ? 
Thou firſt wert call'd bemoan'd Exrzdtce, 


*By ſerpents envy forced to expire, 


Noy 


Thenee did her fOre-1e3d with full veins appear » 


From Orphens rap?t, and his death-conquering lyre 


Bur when I found he wore a guiltleſſe ſting, 

And more of love did then of treaſon bring 2 

How quickly could my former fear departs 

And to a greater ave my jealous heart ! 

For the ſmooth viper every member ſcans, 

Africk he loaths now, and the barren ſands 

That nurſt him, wondring ar the glorious ſigh r 
Of thighes and belly, and her breaſts more white 
Then their own milk. Ab might I till (quoth he) 
Crawl in ſuch fields, *twixt two ſuch mountains be ) 
There me he ſpi'd , and fearing to be ſeen ; 
Shrouds to her neck, thinking'r had Lillies been, 
But viewing her bright checks, he ſoon did cry, 
under yoe Roſes ſhall I ſafer lye. 


Good Heaven (quoth he) w'at Violets grow bere 
On thisclear promontory > Hence he flides 
th. :9 her locks, and through her trelles glides, 
_ Hr : 
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Her yellow trefſes ; dazell'd to behold 

A gliſtring,grove, an intire wood of Gold, 

Tl? Heſperian woods he thinks he now had ſeen, 

That thought, but now, they had an Orchard been; 

For leaves and boughes the Archimenzan Vine, 

The Dodon Oak, and the Theſaltan Pine 

Muſt yeild to theſe ; norees ſo bright as they, 

Nor Paphian Myrtles, nor Penezan Bay. 

Joy now fild all his breaſts no timorous fear 
danger could find room to harbour there. 

Down ſlips he, and about each limb he hurls 

His wanton body into numerous curls. | 

And while his tail had thrown it ſelf a chain 

About her neck, his head bears up again ; 

Wich his black lips her warmer 1. A, greets, 

Ard there with kifſes ſteept in Nefar meets. 

Thence Zepbyrs breath he ſucks, then doth he {melt 

Perfumes thar all th? Arabzan Gums excell. 

And ſpices that doe build the Phenzx pyres 

When ſhe renews her youth in funeral fire. 

Nor ſeeks he poyſon there, but like the Bee 

That on mount Hybla plics her husbandry: 

He gathers hony thence, now, now | know 

With Ariſteus Flocks a ſnake may goes. 

Ah cold ar heart, I fear'd ſome heavenly flcighr, 

And Jove my Rival, that his old deceir 

Had once again this borrowed ſhape put on 

To court my Nymph, as he had Dedzs won. 

Up lift the Snake his head (for pleaſure now 

Held all his ſoul) and with ere&ed brow 

To flatter's Love he ſung + he ſtrives to plays 

And hifles forth a well-run'd Roundelay. 

This wakes the Nymph, her cycs admits the day : 

Here flowers, and there her ſcatter'd Garlands lay, 

Which ns ſhe picks up, and with Bents retics, 

She in her lap the ſpeckled Serpent ſpies. 

The Nymph no fign of any terror ſhows, 

(How bold is beauty when her ſtrengrh ſhe knows ! ) 


A 
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And in her hand the tender worm ſhe graſp'd, 
' While it ſomerimes abour her finger claſp'd 
* Aringenamel'd, then her tender waſt 


In manner of a Girdle round embrac't, 

And now upon her waſt a bracelet hung, 
Where for the greater ornament he flung 
His limber body into ſeveral folds, 

And twenty winding figures, where it holds 
Her amorous pulſc, in many a various twiſts 
And many a love-kno: ties upon her wriſt. 
Lycoris to the gods thou art too dear, 

And too too much of heaven bcloy'd 1 fear. 
This or that Nymphi's the Red ſea ſpoils may be, 
Bur Lyb1a ne*re ſent Jewels but to thee. 
Whar er'e to us are deaths and poylon ent, 
Defire to be Lycorts ornament ; 

For that ſame little Spider that hangs up 
Together with her web on the houſe top , 
When ſhe beheld the Snake a bracclet made, 
Struck with an envy and a love, ſhe (aid, 
And ſhall a Snake thy Gem Lycoris be, 
And ſuch bright form receive no tyres from me ? 
Then flings her nets away, and throwing by 
Her ſubtle toyl, the ſets to catcha Fly, 
Toth'loom Arachne goes, and plies it there 
To work a robe for my Lycorss wear, 

But thou, © Serpent which ſo bleſt canſt bc 
To reap thoſe joyes for which 1 envy thee : 
Thar happy worm upon her lip faſt hung, 
Sucking in kiſſes with thy three«fork'd rongue, 
(So mayſt thou age and kin together caſt, 
And oft recall thy youth when it is paſt; ) 
Teach my Lycorts what your arts may be, 

Ler her th' ingredients of thy cordials (ec, 

Thar ſhe may ne're grow old, that times dull plow 
May never print a wrinkle on her brow. Tr 

I charge rhee in the pow'rfull Cupids name, 

May a new beauty alwayes and the {me 
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Lycorts ſhew ; ne*r may ſhe in her glaſſe 

Look for her own and find another face, 

Venus for beauty may ſhe then appear, 

When ſhe has liv'd to old Sybatla's year ; 

And when, dear Snake, thou wilt no moe retiew 
Thy yourhfull vigor, bid baſe carth adiew ; 

And glory to the night, or from his ſphear 
Huge Pythoz pull and fix thy torches there ; 
Where like a river thou ſhalt bending goz 

And through the Orb a ſtarry torrent flow. 
And thou Lycoris, when tlYart pleas'd to take 
No more of life , next thy beloved Snake 

Shine forth a Conſtellation, full, and bright ; 
Blefſe the poor heavens with more majeſtick light, 
Who in requitall ſhall preſent you there 
Artadne's Crowe, and Caſiiopea's Chatr, 


”Y Jad 


ow” complaint againſt Cupid, that he never 
made him in Love, 


Ow many of thy Captives (Love) complainz 
Thou yoak'ſt thy ſlaves in too ſevere a chain ? 
T'ye heard *em their Poetick malice ſhow, 
To curſe thy quiver aud blaſpheme thy bow. 
Calling thee Boy,and blind,threatning the rod, 
Prophanely {wearing that thou arc no god. 
Or if thou be ; not trom the ſtarry place, 
Bur born below, and of the Stygian race, 
Bur yer theſe Atheiſts rhat thy ſhafes dislike, 
"Thou canſt be friendly to , and deign to ſtrike. 
This on his Clo72s ſpends his thoughts and time; 
T hat chaunts Cori4a4 in his amorous rime : 
A third ſpeaks raptures,and hath gain'd a wit 
By prailing Celba, elſe had miſt of it, 
But | that rhink there can no frecdom be 
(Cupid) fo ſweet as thy captivity : 
I t!4ar could with thy cl2ins , and live content 
To were Uicmynmedty Gry:s, but ornament 3 


! 
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* I that Could any ranſome pay to thee, 
* Not to redeem, bur (ell my liberty, 


L am negle&ed. Ler the cauſe be known ; 
Art thou a niggard of thy arrows grown ; 
That weft ſo prodigall? or doſt thou pleaſe 
Tolet thy pillars up with Hercules 

Weary of conqueſt ? or ſhould I diſgrace 


\ Thy viRories, if I were deign'd a place 

+ Amongſt thy orher Trophics? none of theſe: 

- Witneſs thy daily triumphs : who, bur ſees 

- Thou Rtill purſu'ſt rhy game from high to low ; 
- No age, no Sex can ſcape thy powerfull bow. 


Decxepit age whoſe veines and bones may be 
An Argument againſt Philotophy, 
To prove an emprineſs that has no ſence 


- Lefrbur his feeling, feels thy influence, 


And dying dotes: not babes thy ſhafts can miſe ; 
How quickly infants may be raught to kifle ! 
Asthe poor Apes being dumb theſe words would borrow, 


'T was born to day to get a babe to morrow, 


Each Plow-man thy propitious wounds can prove, 
Tilling the carth, 3nd wiſhing *twere his Loye. 
Am 1 invulnerable ? is the dart 


© Rebearen, which thou levelſt at my heart ? 


Vle reſt thy parents bones, if they have done 
As Thetts once did to her god-like ſon 

The grear Achilles, dipt in Stygian lake 
Though I am fo, Cupzd, thy arrows take, 

Try where I am not proof, and let me teel 

Thy archery, if nor ith heart, i'th heel. 
Perchance my heart lies there ; who would not be 
4 coward, to be valiant made by thee ? 

L cannot {ay thy blindnefle is the cauſe, 

ThatI am bard the freedom ef thy lawes : 

The wreched out-law of thy mothers Court, 
That place of comfort, Paradiſe of ſport. 

For they may Cy, thar fay thou blind canſt be, 
Eates want eyes, 3nd only Moles car ©, 
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Not Argus with ſo many lights did ſhine, 
For each fair Ladies Opens Be are thine, 
Think*®ſt thou becauſe I doe the Muſes love, 

I in thy Camp would a faint Souldicr prove ? 
How came Muſus and Azacreon then 

Into thy troops ? how came Tibullys pen 
Amongſt thy ſpears, and how came Ovid (lay) 
To be inrol'd great Generall in the pay ? 
And doubts thou me ? {uſpcR you I will tell 
The hidden myſteries of your Paphtan cell, 
To the ſtrait-lac*r Diana ? or betra 

The ſecrets of the night, unto the day ? £ 
No Cupid by thy mothers Doves I ſwear, 5 
And by her ſparrows, *tis an idle fear, 

If Philomel deſcend to ſport with me, 

Knoy ] can be (great Love) as dumb as ſhe. 

Though ſhe have loſt her rongue ; in ſuch delights 

All ſhould be like her, only talk by nights : 

Make me thy Pricſt (if Poets truch divine) 

T'le make the Muſes wanton, at thy ſhrine 

They all hall wait, and Dzan'”s ſelf ſhall be 

A yotrefle to thy mothers Nunnery, 

Where zeal with nature ſhall maintain no ſtrife, 

Where none ſwear chaſtity and ſingle life. 

To Venus-Nuns an cafier oath 1s read, 

She breaks her vow that keeps her maidenhead. 

RejcR not then your Flamen's miniſtry ; 

Let me bur Deacon in thy Temples be : 

And (ee how I ſhall rouch my pow'rful! lyre, 

And more infpir'd with thine , then Phebus fires 

Chaunt ſuch a moving verſe, as ſoon ſhall trame 

Defire of dalliance in the coyeſt dame , 

Melting to amorous thoughts her heart of ſtone, 

And force her to untruſſe her Virgin Zone, 

Is Lucrece or Penelope alive ? 

Give me a Spartan Matron, Sabine Wife, 

Or any of the Yeſtals hirher call, 

And 1 will make them be thy conyerts all. 


« 4&4 a _— 


V Vho 


Vho 


* 


POEMS. T7 


Who like good Proſclites more in heart then ſhow, 
Shall to thy orgies all io zealous go, 


Thar Thais ſhall, nor Helen luch appear ; 
© As ifchey only Loves preciſians were. 


Fa % b 


' I'myoung enough, my ſpirits quick and good, 


* Butnow my Muſe dull heavy numbers ſings, 


Cupid *ris thou alone giv'ſt verle her wings. 
The Lawrel wreath I never ſhall obtain , 
Unlefle thy torch illuminate my brain. 

Love Laurell gives; Phebus as much can ſay, 
Had not he lov dzthere had not been the Bay. 
Why is my Preſentation thus put by ? 

Who is'r that my IndutÞon dares deny 2? 
Can any Lady lay I am unfit ? 

If fo, le ſue my Quare tmpedt. 


My vcines ſwell high with kind and aRive blood, 
Nor am I Marble ; when ſee an eye 

Quick, bright, and full, rais'd round with majeſty, 
I feel my heart with a ſtrange fear oppreſt, 

As *rwere a lightning darted through my breſt, 

I long not for the Cherries on the Tree, 

So mnch as thoſe waich on a lip I ſee. 

And more affeQion bear I to the Roſe 

That in a cheek, then in a garden grows. 

I gaze on beautcous Virgins with delight, 

And feel my temper vary at the fight ; 

I know not why,bur warmer ſtreames do glide 
Thorow my veins, tis ſure a wanton tide, 

But you perchance eſteem my love the lefley 
Becauſe I have a fooliſh balbfulneſſcy 

A ſhame-fac'd roſe you find within my face, 
Whoſe modeſt bluſh frights you from my embrace ; 
That's ready new to fall, if you*l bur deign 

To pluck it once, it ſhall nor grow again, 

Or do you therefore caſt my love away, 

Becauſe I am not expert in the play ? 

My skills not known till it be ventred on ; 

I have not Ariſtotle read alone ; 
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I am in O»:da proficient too x 
And if you'd hear my LeQture, could to you 
Analizc allhis Art, with ſo much more 
Judgment and skill, then ere was taught beforey 
Thar I might be cheif Miſter, he, dull fool, 
The under=uſher in the Cyprian School ; 
For petty Pxdagogue, poor pedanr, he 
Firſt writ the Arty and then the remedy + 
Bur I couldſer down rules of love fo ſure, 
As ſhould exceed Art , and admit no cure. 
PiRures I could invent (Love were I thing) 
As might ſtand Copies unto Aretine, 
And iuch new dalliance ſtudy, as ſhould frame 
Variety in that which .s the ſame. 
I am not then uncapable (great Love) 
Would*ſt thou my 5kill bur with one arrow proye. 
Give me a Miſtrefle in whoſe looks to joy, 
And ſuch a Miſtreſſe (Love) as will be coy, 
Not eafily won , though to be won in time ; 
That from her nicenefſe I may ſtore my rhime 2 
Then in a thouſand fights, ro thee Vle pay 
My motning Oriſons, and every day 
Two thouſand groans, and count rheſe amorous prayers 
make to thee, not by my Beades, but Tears, 
es, each day Fle write an Elegy, 
And in as lamentable Poetry 
As any Inns of Court man that hath gone 
To buy an Ovid with a Littleton, 
Bur (Love) I ſee you will not entertain 
Thoſe that dcfire to live amidſt your train 2 
For death and you have got a trick to flye 
From ſuch poor wretches as do with you nigh. 
you ſcorn a yeilding ſlave , and plainly ſhow it, 
Thoſe that contemn your power you make to know it, 
And ſuch am I : 1 flight your proud commands : 
I marle who pur a Bow into your hands: 
A Hobby-horſcy or ſome ſuch pretty toys 
A rattle would befir you berrers Boy. 
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You conquer gods and men ? how ſtand I free, 
That will acknowledge no ſupremacy 

Unto your childiſh god-head ? does 1t cry ? 
Give it a plamme to {till ir's deity. 

Good Venus let it ſuck ; that it may keep 

Lefſe ? bawling 2 gentle N:rfe rock it a ſleep 
Or if you be paſt Baby, and are now 

Come to wear breeches, muſt we then allow 
Your Boy-ſhip cave to ſhoot at whom you pleaſe ? 
No, whip it for fach wanton tricks as theſe z 

If this do anger you, Il ſend a Bee, 

Shall to a ſingle duel! challenge rhee? 

And mike you to your Mam run, and complain; 
The little ſerpent ſtung thee once again. 

Go hunt the Butter-flies, and if you can 

But catch*em, make their wings into a fan. 
Wee'l give you leave to hunt and ſport at them, 
So you let men alone, — Burt I blaſpheme 
(Great Love) I fear I have offended thee, 

If fo be mercifull =—— and puniſh me, 


eA grat#/atory to M. Ben. Johnſon for his 
adopting of him to be his Son, 


Was not born to Helicon, nor dare 
Preſume to think my (elf a Muſes heir 


| I havenotitle ro Parnaſſus hill 


Nor any Acre of it by the will 

Of a dead Anceſtor, nor could I be 

Ought bur a tennant unto Poetry. 

Bur thy Adoption quits me of all fear , 

And makes me challenge a childs portion there. 
lam akigne to Heroes being rhine. 

And partof my alliance is divine, 


Orpheus, Muſes, Homer too belide 
| Thy Brothers by the Roman Moxhers ſide 


18% POEMS, 


As Ovid, Virgil, and the Latine Lyre, 

Thar is fo like thee, Horace ; the whole Quire 
Of Poets are by thy Adoption, all 

My Uncles ; thou haſt given me power to call 
Phebus himſelf my Grandfire ; by this granc 
Each Siſter of the Nine is made my Aunt. 

Go you that reckon from a large deſcent 

Your lineal honours, and arc well content 

To glory in the age of your great name, 
Though on a Heralds faith you build the ſame * 
I do not envy you, nor :hink you bleſt, 
Though you may bear a Gorgon on your creſts 
By dire& line trom Perſeus ; I will boaſt 

No farther then my Father ; that's the moſt 

1 can, or could be proud of ; and I were 
Unworthy his adoption, if that here 

I ſhould be dully modeſt ; boaſt I muſt 

Being ſon of his adoption, not his luſt. 

And to [ay truth, that which is beſt in me 
May cali you Father, *rwas begot by thee. 
Have [ a ſpark of that celeſtial flame 

Within mes I confeſle I ſtole rhe ſame 
Prometheus like, from thee 3 and may 1 feed 
His Vulture, when I dare deny the decd. 

Many more Moons thou haſt, that ſhine by night 
All Bankrupts, wer'r not for a borrow'd light; 
Yer can forſwear it; I the debt confeſle, 

And think my reputation nere the leſle, 
For,Father,ler me be reſoly'd by you ; 

Is a diſparagement from rich Pers 

To raviſh Gold ; or theft, for wealchy Ore 

To ranſack Tagus, or Pattolus ſhore ? 

Or does he wrong Alciaons, that for want 
Doth tabe from him a ſprig or two, to plane 
A lefſer Orchard ? ſure it cannot be : 

Nor is it theft to ſteal ſome flames from thee. 
Grant this, and Ple cry guilty z asI amy 

And pay a filial reyerence to thy name ; 
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r when my Muſe upon obedient knees 

ys not a Fathers biaſing, ler her leeſe 

The fame of this Adoption z *cis a curſe 

vw. her *cauſe I cannot think a worſe. 

A: here as Piery bids mel intreat 

Phebns to lend thee ſome of hisown hear, 

To cure thy Palfie ; elſe I will complain 

He has no skill in hearbs 5 Poets in vain 

Make him the god of Phyſick, *rwere his praiſe 

To make rhee as immorrtall as thy Bayes , 

As his own Dapbne; *rwere a ſhame to ſee 

The god not love his Prieſt,more then his Tree, 
Bur if heaven take thee, envying us thy Lyrc, 
*Tis to pen Anthems for an Angels quire. 


In Lesbiam, & Hiſtrionen. 


F. Wonder whar ſhould Madam Lesbia mean 
To keep young Hiftrio, and for what ſcene 
Jo bivdly ſhe maintains him, that what ſence 

He pleaſe to blefle, *ris done at her expence ! 
The play-boy ſpends ſecure ; he ſhall have more 
As if both Indzes did ſupply his ſtore. 

As if he did in bright Pa@olus ſwim, 

Or Tagus yellow waves did water him, 

Ard yer has no revenues to defray 

Theſe charges : but the Madamyſhe muſt pay 
His yung disgburſments 2 Madams are 
Toſuch as he, more then a treble ſhare. 

She payes(which is more then ſhe needs to do) 
For her own coming in, and for his too. 

This is reward due to the ſacred fin ; 

No charge too much done to the beardleſs chin, 
Although ſhe ſtint her poor old Knight Sir oh: 
To live upon his exhibitiong 

His hundred marks per an1um, when her joy, 
Her ſanguin darling, her ſpruce 2Rive boy 


May ſcatter Angels; rub our ſilks, and ſhine 
In cloths of gold; cry loud the world is mine 3 
Keep his Race-nags, and in Hide-park be {cen 
Brisk as the beſt (as if the ſtage had been 
Grown the Court's Rival) can to Brackly go, 
To Lincoli Race, and to New-market too ; 
Ar exch of theſe his hundred pound's has vi*d 
On Peggabrigs, or Shotten herring fide : 
Ard looſes without ſwearing, Ler them curſe 
That neither have a Forl#474tss puric, 

Nor ſuch a Madam, if this world do hold 

(As very likely *rwill ) Madams grown old 

Wl! te the beſt Monopolies : Hiſt;2o may 

At Maw, or Glceks or at Primers play, 

Still Madam goes to ſtake, Hiſ7i0 kriows 

Her worth, ard cheretore diccs too, and goes 

As deep, the Caſter, as rhe only Son 

Of adead Alderman, come to twenty one 

A whole week fince 3 © you'd know the reaſon why 
Lebia does this, guefſe you as well as I? 

Then this I can no better realon tell, 

*Tis *cauic he playes che womans part ſo well. 

I ſce old Mzdams are not only toyle, 

Norilth fo fruitfull as a barren ſoyle. 

Ah poor day-labourers, how T pitry you 

That ſhrink, and {weat to live with much adoe! 
Wien had you wit to underſtand the right, 

*T were better wages to have work'd by night. 

Yet ſome thar reſting here, do only think 

Thar yourh with age is an unequall link , _ 
Conclude that Hiſtrio's rask as hard muſt be, 

As was Mexenti«s bloody cruelty, 

Who made the living to embrace the dead, 

And ſo expires but Tam rather led 

His bargain of che two the beſt rocall, 

Hz ar cne game keeps her , the him at all, 
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De Brſtrice, ex Clandians, 


Am'd Stymphal, I have heard, thy birds in flight 
Shoot ſhowers of arrows torth all levied right. 
And long the fable of rhoſe quils of ſtcell 
Did ſeem to me a ale incredible. 
Now have I faith, the Porcupine I ſee, 
And then th? Herculian biads no wonders be 
Her longer head like a {wins ſnout doth ſhow. 
Briſtles like horns upon hes fore-head groy, 
A fiery hear glows from her flaming eye, 
Under ner ſhaggy back the ſhape doth lye 
As*rwere a wheip : Nature all Art hath try'd 
In this {mall beaſt ſo ſtrangely forrifi'd. 
A threatning-wood o're all her bedy ſtands, 
And itiffe as pikes her ſpeckled talks in bands 
Go to the warre, while under thoſe doth riſe 
Another troops girt with alcernate dies 
Of ſeverall kueywhich while a black doth fll 
The inward ſpace ends in a ſordid cuill. 
Thar: leflening by degrees doth in a while, 
Take a quick point, and ſharpens to a pile. 
Nor doth ber ſquadron like a Heag2-hogs ſtand A 
Fixt, bur ſhe darts them forth, and at commared 
Far off her members a'ms, ſhot through the SKY, 
From her ſhak'd fide che native Engines flyc. 
Sometimes retiring Partaragelike ſhe'll wound 
Her following foe; fornztimes intrenching round, 
In battail from marſhalling all her flanks, 
She'l claſh her javelingsto afiright the ranks 
Of her poor cnimiecs, lining every id: 
With ſpears to which the is her [elf alli'a, 
Each part of her's a {culdicr, from her back 
Bur ſir'dy a horſe and horrid noyle doth craci:, 
Thar one would think the Trumpets did incite 
Two adyerſe armics ro begin to "XY 
SO great a noiſe from one fo ſmall did riſc. 
Then ro her $kj!l in ares Che 3s fo wid 
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As to adde Policy, and a thrifty fe: 
Of her own ſafety ; (he a wreath Joth bear 
No prod:gal of Weapons, bur content 
With wary threatning, and hath ſeldome ſent 
An arro's forth caus'd by an idle ſtrife, 
Buc ſperds 'monly to ſecure her life ! 
Ard then her dil; gent ſtroke ſocertain is 
W.ctliout all errour, The will ſeldome mils. 
N: d;Rtance corens ler : the dumb $%kin aims rights 
Arq rules the levy of the skltull hight. 
W..at luiman labour, though we boaſt it ſuch) 
With aller realon can pertorm lo much ? 
They from he Cretan Goars rheir horns muſt take, 
And a{rer, with tire muſt ſofter make, 
Buls gurs mu? bend their bowes, e*re they fight 
Stecl Arms tir darts, and teathers wing their flights, 
When loa lictle beaſt we arm<d ſee 
With nothing bur hex own artillery ! 
Who lecks no forraign ard with her all go, 
She to her ſelt is Quiver, Darts, and Bow, 
Onc Creature all thc Arts of warfare knouwes : 
If from examples then the praiſe flows 
Of In:mane life, hence did rh” invention grow 
Ar ſtances : incounter with our foe, 
Hence thc Cydo4247s inſtructed arc 
Their Stratzgems, and manner of their war. 
Hence did the Parthianslearn ro fight and fly, 


Tag] by thisbird their Skiltul Archery. 


th Azchiwed;s Spheram ex Claudio, 


Fove lay the Heavens fram*d in a little glaſſe, 

» Andlaughing to the gods t theie words did paſles 
| . Comgrthen thc power of mortal carcy ſo fax ? 

- Ocbs wy labours a6tcd arcs 
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The fatutes of the Poles, the faith of things; 

The l2ws of gods this Sy7&caftar brings 

Hirher by art : Spirits inclos'd attend 

Their ſeveral iphears, and with fer motions bend 
The living work : Each year the fainged Sun, 
Each month returns the counterieir Moon, 

And viewed now her world, bold Induſtry 

Grows proud, to know the heavens her ſubje&s be 
Belicye Salmonitts hath falle thunders thrown, 
For a poor hand js Natures rival grown, 
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De Magnete, ex Clandiano. 


W Ho in the the world with buſie reaſon prics 
Searching the ſeed of things, and there de{crics 

With what dete& labours the Eclipſed Moon, 

What cauſe commands a paleneſs in the Sun, 

Whence ruddy Comets with their fatal hair, 

Whence winds do flow, and what the motions are 

Thar ſhake the bowels of the trembling earth, | 

What ſtrikes rhe lightning forth,whence clouds have beth 

To horred thunders, and doth allo know 

What light lends luſtre to the painted Bow : 

It ought of truth his ſoul doth underſtand, 

Let him relolve a queſtion Vle demand. 

There is a ſtone which vc the Loadeſtone Kiley 

Of celour ugly, dark, oblure, and vile 2 

I never deck'd the fleiked locks of Kings, 

No ornaments, no gorgeous Tire it brings 

To virgins b:autious necks, it never ſhone 

A ſplendentbuckle in their Maiden Zone z 

Bur only hear the wonders T will tell, 

Of this black Peeble, and *twill chen cxcell 

All bracelets and what &re the diving Moor | 

"Mongſt che red weeds ſecks for ©dy? Eaſtern ſore 5 

From Iro: firſt it lives, Iron it eats, 

Quz that Civcer feaſt ir knows no other mears $ Oe 
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Thence ſhe renewcs her ſtrength, vigour is ſent 
Through all her nerycs by that hard nouriſhment ; 
Wirhour that food ſhe dies, a famine nuni's 

Her meager joynts, a thirſt her ycines conſumes. 
. Mars that frights Cities with his tlo-dy ſpears, 
And YVenns that releaſes humane fezres, 

Do both togerher in "ne Tewple ſhine, 

Both joyntly honoar'd in a common ſhrinc; 

But diftcrent Statues, Mars a ſteel put on, 

And Yenss hgure was Magnetick ſtone. 

To them (3s is the cuſtome every year ) 
The torch the Quire doth lead, the threſhold's gec-n 
With hallowed Mirtles, and the beds are leen 

To {mell with Rofie Flowers, the Geniall ſheer 
Spread over wich purple Coverler. 

Bur hcre (O ftrangg !) rhe ſtatues ſeem'd to moves 

And Cytherca runs to catch her love : 

And like there former joyes in heaven poſleſt, 
With wanton heart clings to her Mars's breaſt ; 

here hangs agratefull burden : chen ſhe chrows 

Her arms about his helmec, to iucloſe 
Her loye in amorous Gyves, leſt he get out, 

Kcrc |.vz embraces chain him round about. 

He ſtir'd with love, breath'd g:ntly through his veines; 
Is drawn by unſcen links, and ſecreet chains, 

To ime:t Lis ſpouſed Gem ; the air doth wed 

The ſt-el un-o the ſtone thus ſtrangely led 

The de.t'cs cheir ſtoln delights, replay?d, 

And only Natare was the bridall maid. 

What heat in theſe two metals did inſpire 

Such murual league? what concords powerfull fire 
Contracted rheir hard minds > the ſtone doth move 
Wirh amorous heat, the ſteel doth learn to love. 
So Nen#s oft the god of War withſtood, 

And gives him milder looks, when hot with blood 
He rages to the fight, fierce with defire, 

And with drawn points whers up his aRive ite ; 


dþ 


POEMS. 25 


S!1e dares go forth alone, and boldiy mect 
His foaming ſteeds, and with a winning greet 
The humour ot his high-flown breaſt aſl wage, 
Temp'ring with gentle flames his v.olent rage. 
Peace courts his ſoul, t!:e fight hc diſavows, 


- And his rcd plumes to kiſles now he bows. 


Ah ! cruel boy; large.thy dominions bez 
TheZods and all cheir rhunders yeeld rotheey 
Great Jove to leave his heavens thou canſt conſtraig; 
And mid the br;nith waves to low again. 
Now the cold Rocks hou {trii'ſts the ſenfleflc one, 
Thy weaponteels , a luſtfull heat dorh run 
Throug\ veines ot flint ; the ſteel thy power can tame, 
And rigid marble muſt :dmir chy flame. 


——CCC—_ 
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De Sene Veronenh : Ex Clandiano. 


F-Jsppy thar man that all his dayes hath ſpent 

Wchin his own grounds, and no further went 
W on the ſame houſe that d.d him erſt behold, 
A little infinr,ſees him now grown old ; 
And with his ſtaffe walks where he crawl'd beforc, 
Counts thc age of one p2or cottage and no morc. 
Fortune ne*re h'm with various tumults preſt, 
Nor dr:nxs he unknown ſtreames; a wandring gueſt, 
Hz fear'd no Merchants ſtorms, nor drums of war, 
Nor never knew the ſtrifes of the hoarſe Bar. 
Wao though to th? next town he a ſtranger be 
Yer heavens ſweet proſpe&he enjoyes more free, 
From fruit, not Conſuls, compurarion brings, 
By Apples Autumnes knows, by flowers the \ prings- 
Thas he the day by his own orb doth pr-ze ; 
In the fame field his Sun doth ſer and riſe, 
That knew an oak a twig, and walking chither, 
Beholds a wood and he grown up together, 
Neighbouring Vero? he may for India takes 
And think the Red-ſca is Benacus like, 
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Y-t is his ſtrength untam'd, and firm his knees; 
Him in a third age a luſty grandfire lecs, 

Go ({cek whos? will , the tar Ibertaz ſhore, 

Tis man hath liv'd, though rhat hath travel more. 


— 
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The ſecond Epod of Horace trasſlated, 


FJoppy the man which far from City-carc, 
(Such 4s ancient Mortals were) 
Wit }:is ogn Oxen plows his fathers land, 
Free trom Ulſurers griping hand. 
The Souldicrs Trumphers never break his ſleep, 
Nor angry Seas that raging keep. 
He fhuns the wrangling Hall,nor food doth (er 
On the proud chrefholds of che great 
His lif: is this ( O lite awroft divine ! } 
To marry Elmes unto the Vine 
To prune unfruitful brancheg2nd trom them 
To graft a bough of happier ſtem. 
Or elic within the low-couclr'd vallics veiws 
His wcll-clotl*d flocks of bleating ewes. 
Sometimes his hony ic in pots dotl: keeps 
Sometimes he ſhears his flcecy ſheep. 
And when his ſruits with Autumn ripned bez 
Gathers his Apples from the tree. 
And joycs to taſt the Pears himſelf did plant, 
And Grapes that naught of purple want, 
Under an Oaklomerimes he layes his heads 
Making the tenaer gratlc his bed. 
Mean while the ſtreams along their banks doe Rlns:, 
Ard birds doc chaunt with warbling throat, 
And gentle tprings a gentle murmure keep, 
To lul! him to a ouier fleep. | 
When Wintcr comes, and th? air aoth Chiller grows 
"hreatning ſhowers, and thivering {now, 
Either with hounds he hunts the ruked wines 
'T hat foo unco the Corn and Vane. p 
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Or layes his nets; or lines clic unftious bull; 
Ty carch the Bl: Ick-bird, or the Thruſh. 

Somerimes the Hare he courſes, wa one way 
Mzies both a pleaſure and : Pl a 

But if wath I: 11 a inoie eſt wife do {1 m: ety 
To _ us houſe and children | (WEets 

Such as the Sabiac or Apron wite, 
Somerimcs brown but chait of lite : 

Sch 2s will make a790d warm tire ro burn 
Avainft ivr vwearud Mates return, 

And thurtin: al r (-: [15 her fruntnl Near 
Will milk the Kncs d ftented Tear : 

Fetchino her huband of her lelt-brew'd Beers 
Ana other wholiome cc 2untry cheer, 

= him with bread and cl\-cſ- ,pudd' ng Or PyCy 

Such dainties «s they dz nor buy : 

Give mc bur racle, and I tha!l never care 
Where ill the Locrtze Oiſters arc ; 

Theſe w holſonie e country dainties ſhall ro me 
Sweet AS Tec (pl "(3 OT SEUTE C0: be | 

Had I bi: theſe, I well could be wirhour 
The Carp, the Salmon, or the Tj ot : 

Nor {hould the Pharnix ſelf io mucl h delight 
My not ambitious 9pPErite 

As ſhould wn a pple Inatcht from nitne own trees 
Or honey of my labouring Be -5, 

My Cattcls Udder thould ord me food 
My ſheep my cloth, my ground my wood. 

StUmMctimcs a Lamb, ( natch'd from the Wooly, ſhall be 
A banquet tor ny tr.ends aiid mc, 

Somectmesa Calf ra'en from her lowing Cow, 
Or tenaer iflue of the Sow. 

Our garden (allcts yerld; Mailowes to keep 

Looſe badie: » Letcice for to flcep. 

The cachling Hen an cgge for breakfaſt laycs, 
Aud Duck that in our water pLayCs, 

The Goole for us her tender plumes l1arl bred, 
To lay us0n a lofter bed. 
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Ovr,blankets are not dy'd with orphants tears, « | 
Our pillows are not ſtuit w.th cares. 
'To wal on our own ground a ſtomack gets, 
\ The bcſt of {awce to tart our meats. 
in midſt of tuch a feaſt tis joy to come 
And ite the well=fed Lambs at home. 
*F:s plealure to behold th inverled plow ; 
Thc languid necks of Oxen bow. 
And vicw tl induſtrious ſcryants that will ſweat 
Both 2t labour and at meat. 
L ord grant me bit enough , Tak no more 
Thea will ſerve mine, and help the poor, 


— 


AnE legre upon the Lady Veneria Digby. 


——_ I on 


Eath, who'ld not change prerogatives with rhee 
That dot ſuch rapes, yer maiſt not queſtion'd be ? 
Herc cealc thy wanon luſt, be (arisfi'd, 
Hape not a ſecond, and {6 fair a bride. 
Where was hex Mar, whole valliant arms did hold 
"This Venus once,rhat thou durſt be fo bold; 
By thy rco nimbletheft I know *rwas fear, 
Leſt he ſhould come; that would have reſcu'd her. 
Monſter confeſſe, did thou not bluſhing ſtand, 
Ard thy pale check turnd rcd to touch her hand ? 
D:d fie not lightning-like ſtrike ſudden hear 
Through thy cold limbs, and thaw thy froſt to ſweat ? 
Well, fince thou haſt her, uſe her gently , Death, 
Aran recuitall of fuch pretous breath 
Watch Sentinel! to guard her, doe nor ſee 
The worms iy Rivals, for the gods will be, 
Remember P21: ror whole pertier fin 
"Thc! Car garics let the Nour Grecrans in © 
S9 when iime cc , (whofennthrifty hand 
Ha now 2imoſt conſum'd his rocks of l3rd) 
AMi-rds of Angels thall in armies comes 
4nd &rch (proud raviſher) their Reles home. 


-——, - 


And to revenge this rape, thy other ſtore 

hou ſhalt reſign t90 ; and ſhalc ſteal no more, 
Till then fair Ladies (for you now are fair, 
Bur till her death I fear'd your juſt deſpair.) 
Fetch all the ſpices That Arabza yeelds, 
Diſtill the choice flowers of rhe ficlds, 

, And wheninone cheir beſt pecfeQtions meer 
Embalm her coarſe, that ſhe may make them ſweer. 
Whilſt for an Epitaph upon her ſtone 

E 5; buePi2, 
Beauty it {elflies her. , in whom alone, 
Each part enjoy'd the lame perteRtion. 
In ſome the eyes we praiſe, in tome the hair 

—— In her the lips, in herrthic cheeks are fair ; 

Ys Thar Nymphs fine feet ; her hands we beautious call ; 

Bur in this form we praite no part, bur all, 

The ages pait haye many beauties ſhown, 

And I more plenty in our time gave known : 

Br:r in the age to come 11ook tor nore ; 

Nature deſpa.rs, decauſc her pattern's gone. 
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An Epitaph upon Miſtris F«T, 


Eader, if rhou liſt a tear 

Thou canſt not chooſc bur pay it here. 
Here lies modeſty, meekneſics Jets 
Goedacſie Piety, and to tell 
Her wortl at once, One that had ſhown 
All vercues that her ſex could owns 
Ner dire my praiſe to laviſh be, 
Leſt her duſt bluſh, for ſo would ſhe. 
Haſt thou beheid inthe ſpring's bowers 
Terder buds break to bring forth ſlowers ? < 
Fo to kicep yertues ſtocks pale dear 
4 803 cr 10 21v8 ligr infant breaths 

Thus 


/* 1. j 


Thus her accounts arc well made even 
She robb'd not carthy t9 2dd to heaven. 


An Epithilamiam, 


LI{e be a bride-maid ; doſt thou hear 
How honouted Hunt and his fair Deer, 
This day prepare their wedding cheer 2 


The ſwifteſt of thy pinions take, 
And hence a ſudden journey make, 
To help'em break their bridal Cake. 


HaſPcm to Church, tell'em love ſayes, 
Religion breeds bur fond delayes, 
To lengthen out the tedious dayes 


Chide the flow Prieſt, that ſo goes ong 
As if he fear'd he ſhould have done 
Hes ſermon, &'re his glafle was run, 


Bid him poſt o're his words, as faſt 
As if himſelf were now to aſt 
The pleature of fo fair a waſt. 


Naw lead the bleſſed Couple homey 
And ſerve a dinner up for ſome, 
Thei banquet 15 as yet to come. 


Maids dance as nimbly as your blood, 
Which I ſce ſwell 2 purple flood 
In emulation of that goed | 


The bride poſſeſleth; for I deeme 
\Wiar ſhe enjoyes will bs the rheme 
This night of every virgins dregne, 


But envy nor their beſt content 
The haſty night is almoſt [pent, 


And they of Cu vid will be (hent. 


- . * 
The Sun is now realy to rides 
Sure *twas the morning I cf{pidey 
Or *rwas thc bluſhing of the bride. 


Sz how the luſty bridzgroomes veines 
Swell, till the ative rorrent ſtrains 
To break thoſe ore#ſtre:cir azure chains 


And the fair bride ready to cry 
To ce her pleaſant lofle fo nig]t 
Pants like the ſcaled Pigconscyc? 


Pur out rhe torch, Laye loves 10 liglits, 
Thoſe that pertorm his miſtict rites 
Muſt pay their Orifons by nig[1ts. 


Nor can thar ſacrifice bz done 
By any Peſt, or Niuz alones 
But when tlicy botly arc met in one. 


Now you tit taſt of Hyme 35 cl:ceres 
Sce that your lips Gage mzct {9 iYCTy 
hat Goctles inay be iuor'd there, 


And let the whiſpering of your loye 
Such ſhort and gentle murmurs proves 
As they were LeRures to the doye, 


Ard in fuch fir:t embraces twin: 
As if you read unto the Vine, 
The lvy ard the Columbine. 

"REAL. 
Then ict your mutual boſomes beats 
Till racy create by virtuall hear 
Mirrhe} Balm and Spikener.l 1\ 2, wear, 


Thence 


Thence may there” ſpring many apai'r 
Of Sons and Daughters ſtrong and fair 2 
How ſoon the Gods have heard my prair ! 


Me thinks already I c{py 
The Cradles rock, the babies cry, 
And drouſic Nurſes Lullaby. 
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An Epitaph upon his hononrd fried M. Warre, 


HJ lies rhe knowing head, the honeſt heart, 
Fair blood, and courteous hand, and every part V 

Of gentle warre, all with one ſtone contents 

Though all deler'd a ſeyeral monument. oz BA 


He was (delieve me Reader ) for *ris rare 

Vertuous though young, and learned though an heir, 
Not with his blood or verrnies gift content, 

He paid them both the tribure which rey lenty 

His anceſtors in him fixed their pride, 

So with him all reviv'd, with him all di'd. 

This made death |:ngxing come, aſhame'd to be; | 
Ar once the ruine of a family. | 

Learn Reader, here, though lone thy line hath Rood 

Time breeds conſumprions in the nobleſt blood. 

Learn (Reader ) here to what our glories come, = 

Here's no diſtinRion *twixt the Houſe and Tombe. 


4pon tbe loſſe of his little Fingar 


A Rithmerique nine digits, and no more 
' Admits of, then I ſtill haye all my ftore, 
For what miſchance hath tane from my left hand, 
It ſeems dic only for a cipher ſtand, 
Bur this Ile ſay for thee departed Joynt » 
Thou wert not given to ſteal, or pick, or point | 
Ar any in diſgrace, but thou didft go 
Unimely ro thy Death, only to ſhow 


"Ci 


Co 


POEMS. 
The other members what they once muſt do 
Hand, arm, legs thigh, and all muſt follow too; 
Ofc didft rhou {car my verſe, where if I iiffe 
Hence forth I will impure the caule to this ; 
A fingers lofle (I ipcak ir not in ſport) 
Will make a verle tomtirncs a foor to ſhort: 
Fare well dear finger, much I grieve to ſee 
How ſoon milchance hath made a hard of thee. 


VV) 
3. 


On the Paſſion of Chriſt, 


Har rcnds the temples vail, where is-day gone ? 
How can a generall darknefle cloud the Sun 2 
Aſtrologers their kill in vain do trys 


| Nature muſt necds be fick, when God muſt dye. 


— 
——————————_ 


Weceſſary Obſervations, 
I. Preccpt. 
Firſt worſhip Ged, he that forgets to pray 


Bids not himſelf good morrow nor good-CQlay. 

Let thy firſt labour be to purge thy (10, 
And ſerve him firſt, whence all things did begin. 

2 Pre, 
Honour thy Parents to prolong thine cnd, 
With them though for a truth do not contend. 
Though all ſhould truth defend,do thou looſe rather 
The truth a while, then looſe their loves for ever. 
W.10 ever makes his fathers hear: to bleed, 
Shall have a childe that will reyenge the deed. 

. Pre. 

Think thar is juſt,'ris not enough to do, 
Unleſle thy very thoughts are upright roo, 

4 Pre. 
Defend che rruth;for that who would nox dye. 
A coward is, ard gives himſelf rhe 1ve 
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24 POEMS, 


s Pre, 
Honour the King » as {ons their parents doe, 
For he's thy farher and thy countries too. 


6 Pre, 
A friend is gold ; it true, he'l never leave thee 2 
Yet both without a touch-ſtone may deceive thee; 
7 Pre. 
Suſpicious men el! n'; others talle, bur he 
Co7ens himielt that will £00 credulous bes 
For thy frierds take let n:9 tubjeet be hown, 
And ſhun to be ico cridtilous for thine own. 
3 Pre. 
Txke well what ere thill chance 3 though bad itbez 
Take it tor g02dz and "twill be io 0 thee. 
J) Pr $5 
Swear not 3 an ou 1s like a dangerous dart 
Wlrch ſhot rcvoungs 0 {trix the thoorers I\carts 


y- Pres 
The lawes t! Hof lie: - Ul ere nfoare? 5 
Wito izeeps it notslatl w; andr; ng loſt his wy 
11 Pre. 


Thank thoſe that doe the good, lo fhlt chou gain 
T heir lecord helps it uo Mouldſt necd 104m, 
12 Prc. 
To donbtfu!l matters doc ro: headloneg run: 
What's well le{c oft, were better not b begun. 
13 Pre. 
Be well : adVe ©, and wcary coun'cll male, 
Erc thou doit any action urdertakc. 
Hav.ng unde r:aken, thy erdexvours bend 
To bring thy aCtionsto a perie end. 
| Ny 
2 in thy breatt cloſe lock up thy intents &- 
For! NE tut KNOWS Oy purpoſe by t Pre Vents. 
15 Þre 
T'o t£l thy miſerics will no ad breed, 
Men hieip thee meRt that thin thou lutt n9 need » 
But i& the world once thy misfortunues knwy 
"Tu loon ſhale loote a friend ard find a fo 
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16 Pre. 
Keep thy friends goods, for ſhould thy wants be known 
Tc canſt not toll but tNCv may be thy own. 
17 Pre. 
To gather wealth by fraud , do not prelumes 
A little evill gor will much conſume. 
18 Pre, 
Firſt rhink, and if thy tboughts approve thy will, 
Then ſpeak, and whzr thou ſpeakſt £1lifil, 
F 19 Pre, 
Spare not, nor tpend 29 much ; be ty tl Care, 
Spare but to ſpend, and only ipend to ipare. 
Who ſpends roo mucl\ may want, and ſo complain, 
Bur he ſpends beſt that {pares to ſpend again, 
25: Pre; 
If with a Qiranger thou diſcourſe, firſt leart 
By ſtricteſt obſcryation to dilcerns 
if he be wiler then thy ſclt; iflo, 
Be dumb, and racher chuſe by him © know > 
Bur if thy ſelf perchance rhe wiſcr be, 
Then do thou 1peal that he way 1:2rn by thee: 
21 Pre. 
If chou diſpraiſe a man, ler no man knuiy, 
By any circumſtance rhat he*s thy foe ? 
It men bur once hind thats rhey*l quickly ec 
Fly words fxom harred, norfrom judgincnr bs 
If thou wouldſt tell his vice, doe whar you can 
'To make the world believe rhou 107 '' the man, 
22 Pre, 
Reprove not in their wrath infenced men, 
Good counlell comes clean our of leaſon then; 
But when his fury is appeas*d and paſt, 
He: will conceive his fault, and mend ar laſt. 
When he is cool, and calm, then utrer it, 
No man gives Phyſick in the mid& oth? Fit 
23 Pre. 
Scem not to conſcious of thy worth, nor be 
Thy farſt that knowes thy own ſyſiciencie. 
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26 FOE AsS.,.: 


If ro thy King and Country,thy true care 
More ſerviecable is then others arc, 

That blaze in Court; and every ation {way * 
As if the Kingdome on their ſhoulders lay. 

Or if thou ſ:ry*> a maſteriand doſt ee 

Others prefer'd of lefle Deſert then thee. 

Do not complains though ſac'1 a plaint betruey 
Lords wall not g:ve tacir favours as a due, 

But rather ſtay and 1 hope: it c2nnot be 

But men at laſt nut nceds thy Vertues lece 

So ſhal! ray truſt cadure and greater grows 
Whillt they that are above rhcez fall b:low. 


——— 


24 Pre. 
DeFre not chy mean fortunes tor to ſet 
Next t9 te eu Mannors stche Great, 
He will luſpe& thy labours, and oppreſſe, 
Fezring thy grearniefle makes his wealt!1 the lefle. 
Grew ones do love no equals ; Bur muſt be 
Above the Terms of all compariry. 
Such a rich neighbour is compared beſt 
To rhe grear Pike rhat eates up all the reſt : 
Or elle like Pharoahs Co v, that in an hour 
Will ſeaven of his fatteſt ſricnds d-your. 
Or like the ſea whoſe vaſtneſs ſwallow S clean 
All other ſtreams,though no increatc be ſeen. 
Live by che Poor, they doc the Poor noharm ; : 
So Bees thrive beſt,when rliey togerher ſwarm. 
Rich men are Bears, and poor men ought to fear*em 
Like ravenous Wolves ; tis dangerous living necr*em 


25 Pre. 
Exch man three Devils hath; ſelf born affliction, 
Th unruly Tongue, the Belly, and AﬀeRions 3 
Charm theſe, ſuch holy Conurations can 
Gainthee the friendſhip both of God and man, 


26 Pre, 
So live with many as it Gods curious eye, 
Did cyery where into thy Actions pryc, 
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For never yer was fin ſo vaid of ſence, 
So {ully fac'd with brazen impudence, 
As that it durſt before mens eyes commit 
Their beaſtly luſts, 1:{ they ſhould wirneſle it, 
How dare they then offend, when God ſhall ſec, 
That muſt alon: both Judge and Jury bee * 
27 Prc. 

T ake thou no care how to defe4 thy deatin, 
And give more relpite to this Mortal breath : 
Would'ſ rhou live long ? the onely meants arc theſes 
*Bove Galens dicty or Hippocrites, 
Strive to live well, tread in the upright waycs, 
And rather count thy Aﬀtions then thy dayes g 
Then thou haſt liv'd enough amongft us eres 
For every day well ſpent I count a year. 
Live well, and then how ſoon fo er'e thou dic, 
Thou art of Age to claim Eternity. 
Bur he that out-lives Neſtor, and appears 

. Thave paſt the date of gray Methus'lem's yearg 
Lf he his life to ſloth and findoth give » 
I ſay he onely #/as, he d:d not Live. 

28 Pre. 

Truſt not a man unknown, he may deceive thee ; 
And doubt the man thou knowlſt for he may leave tis 


2) 
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29 Pre. 
Hear much bur lutle ſpeak, a wiſe man fcars, 
And will not uſe his tongue {o much as cars. 
The Tongue if it the hedge of Teeth ds breai: 
Will orhers (ham, and its own Ruin ſpealc, 
I ncycr yer d:d ever read of ary 
Undone by hearing, but by ſpealiing many. 
The reaſons this, the Eares it caſt and holy. 
Do let in witz the Tongue dorh ler our folly. 

o. Pre... 

To all alike be courteous, mccs, and kind, 
A winning carriage with indifferent mirc; 


is, b>., 
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Bur not familiar, rar muſt be exempr, 
Grooms ſaucy love ſoon rurns into contempr, 
Be ſure he be ar leaſt as good as thee, 

Te whom thy friendſhip ſhall tamiliar be. 


31 Pre. 
Judge ro: berween two friends, bur rather ſee 
If thou canſt bring them friendly ro agree. 
So ſhalt tizou both their loves to thee increaſe, 
Ard gain a Bleſling too for making prace ; 
But it thou ſhouldſt decide the cauſe, rh? end, 
How ere thou judge thou {ure ſhalr loſe a friend. 


23% Ore: 
hy credit wary keeps *tis quickly gone z 
Being got by many ACtions, loſt by one. 
22 Fre. 
Unto thy brother buy not, {c1l, nor lend, 
Such aRtions have their own peculiar end ; 
Bur rather ci,oo!c to give himy if thou ſee 
Thar thou Haſt power, and he necetbity, 


34 Pre. 

Spare in thy youth, leſt age ſhould finde thee poor 

Win time 1s paſt, and thou canſt ſpare no more. 

No coupl'd milery is {o great in either, 

is : ge ard Want when both do mcet togecher. 
35 Pre, 

Fly Druntennel:, waoſe vile incontinence 

Takcs both away the reafpn ard the ſence. 

Till with Circe42 Cups thy mind's poſleſt 

L caves to be man, ard wholly turns a beaſt, 

Tlunk whilſt chou ſwalloweſt rhe capacious bow!, 

Thou let'ſt in Seas to wrack and drown the ſoul. 

T 1ar hell is open) to remembrance call, 

And think how lubject drunkards are to fall, 

Cconfider how it ſoon deſtroys the grace 

OF l:umanc ſhape ſpoil.ng the beaureous face? 

Puihng the cheeks, blearing the curious eye, 

Studding the face with vicious Heraldry; 
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What Pearls and Rubies doth the Wine diſcloſe, 
Ma'.ing the purſe poor to enrich the nole ? 
How does it nurſe diſeaſe, infe& the hearr, 
Drawing ſome ficknels into every part / 

he ſtomack over-cloy'd, wanting a vents 
Doth up again re-ſ[erd her excrement. 
And then (oſce what too much wine can do !) 
The very ſoul being drunk, ſpews ſecrers too. 
The Lungs corrupted, breathe contagious airs 
Belching up fumes that un-concotted ares 
The Brain ore warm'd (lofing her ſweet repoſe) 
Doth purge her filchy ordure through the noſe. 
The Veins do boi!, glutted with vitious food, 
And quictly fevers the diſtemper'd blood, 
The Belly (wells, the Foor can hardly ſtand 
Lam?*d with the Gout ; the Palfie ſhakes the Hand. 
And through the fleſh lick waters finking ing 
Do bladdcr-like, puff up the droph'd $kin. 
It weaks the brain, it ſpoils the memory, 
Haſting on age and wiltul poverty, 
It drowns thy better parts, making thy namo 
Fo foes a laughter, to thy friends a ſhamc. 
*Tis vertues poylonzand the bane of truſts 
The match of wrath, the fuel unto luſt. 
Quite leave tis vice, and turn not to*: agains 
Upon preſumption of a ſtronger brain. 
For he that holas more wine rhen v;hers can 
I rather count a Hogwhead then a man, 


26 Pre, 


Let uot thy impotent luſt ſo powerful be, 
Over thy Reaion, Soul, and Liberty, 
As to enforce thee to a marryed life, 
E're thou art able to maintain x w.te. 
Thou canſt not fecd upon her lips and face, 
Sne cannot cloathe the with a poor ambrace. 
Thy elf being yer aloney'and bur one Mill, 

t!1 patience couldit cndure the workt of ill. 
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When fortune frownes, one to tie wars may 94 
To tight againſt his foes 3nd fortunes too. 

Bur (6) the grief were treble for ro ice 

Thy wreched Bride balf pin'd with poverty. 
To {ee thy infants make their dumb complainty 
And thou not able to relieye rheir wanr. 

The pooreſt begger when he's dead and gone, 
As rich as he that fits upon the Throne. 

But he who having no eſtate winJeſt wed, 
Starves in his grave, being wrerclied when he*s dead 

27 Pre. 

If ere I rake a wife, I will haye one 

Neither tor beauty nor for portions : 
Burt for her vertues ; and le marricd be 
Net for my luſt, but for poſterity. 

And whenT am wed, Ple never jealous be, 

Bur make her learn how to be chaſt by me. 
And be her face what *ewill,P'le think her fair 
If ſhe within che houſe confine her care. 
If modeſt in her words, and clothes ſhe be, 
Not dawb'd with pride, and prodigallity ; 

If with her neighbours ſhe maintains no. ſtrits 
And bears her jclf: to me a faithful wite + 

Ide rather unto ſuch a one be wed, 

Then ciafſp the choiſeſt Helen in my bed. 

Yet took ſhe were an Angel, my afteCtion 
Should only loye, nor dote on her perfeRion. 


Y-- _— —C A es A, 
_— 


— 


A Platonich Elegie, 


Ove, give me leave to ſerye thee, and be wiſc 
To keep rhy torch in, bur reſtore blind eyes. 
I will a flame into thy boſome rake, 
!T har Martyrs Court when they imbrace the ſtate 
Not dull, and ſmeaky fires, bur hear divine, 


That burns not to conſumes but to refine, 


I laany 
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I have a Miſtreſſe for perfeftion, raxe 
In eyery eye, but in my thoughts moſt fiir. 
Like Tapers on the Altar ſhine her eyes; 
Her breath i is che perfume of Sacrifice. 
& nd wherelo'er my fancy would begins 
Still her perfe&tion lets Religion 1n, 
[ rouci her lize my Beads, wich deyourt care, 
And come unto my Court=ſhips as my prayer. 
We fits nd talk, and kitle away the houres 
As chaſtly as th morning dewes kifle flowers. 
Go Wanton Lover, | ſpare thy ſighs and reares, 
Pur on \ 7 Livery waich thy dotage WCAICS 5 
And cail i- Love where herche gets 1N 
eal's bur a coal to kindle 2 FCALET {ins 
We wear no flz{h , bur one another greets 
As blefled fouls in {eparation meets 
Wer't polltble that my ambitious ſing 
Durſt commit rapes upon a Cher ubin , 
I might have lafttulchoughts to her, of all 
Earths he avenly Quirc che moſt Angclicall. 
Looking into my breit, her form [ find: 
This lize my nr pn keeps my mind 
From rudz attempts; and when n afflitions ſtir, 
I calm all palſ1ons with one thought of her. 
Thus they whoſe reaſons love,&) nt their ſence; 
The ſpirits love: thus one mtclligence 
Reflects upon his like, ind by cl\i:ſt loves 
In the ſame ſpheare this and that Angell moves, 
Nor is this Sev Loys ; one noble thought 
Begers another) and Ho ill is brought 
To bed of more z vercues and grace incrca'ey 
And ſuch a numerous iſſue ne re can ceale, 
Where Children though grear bleffings,only bs 
Pleaſures repriv*d to ſome poſterity, 
Bzaſts love like men) it men in luſt delight, 
And call that Love which is bur appetite. 
When eflence mcers with cflence, and ſouls joyn 
In mutyall knots, tl;ar's rhe true nuprial twins 
Fa 2 92al 
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Sucli, Lady, 1s my loye, and ſuch is truc. 
All ocher love 1s to your Sex, not You, 


Eg 
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An Apology for his falſe Prediftion that his Aunt 
Lane would be deltvered of a $03. 


Mens Gus © 3s ms eget 12AG% . 
The beſt Prophets are but good Gueſſers. 


AK then the Sybils dead > What is become 

Of the loud Oracles ? arethe Augur:sdumb F 
Live not the Magt thar {o oft reveal'd 
Natures intents ? Is Gipſiim quite repzal'd? 


Is Fryer Bacon nothing but « name ? ' 


Or is all witchcraft brain'd with Doftor Lamb? 
Does none the learned Bungzes foul inherit ? 

Hith Madam Davers diſpofleſt her Spirir ? 

Or will the Welſh-men give me leave to ſay 

There is no faith in Mer{z2? None, though they 
Dare lveir cach letrex Creed, and pawn their bloog, 
He prophetrd an age before the flood 

Of holy Dee, wh.c} was, as ome have (aid, 

Ten generations ere the Ark was made. 

All your predictions but impoſturcs are 

And you bur prophehfie of rhings that were. 

And you Crleſti-] Juglers, that pretend 

You are acquaintcd with the ſtars, and ſend 

Your {pics i01earch what's done in every ſpheare, 
K-cping your Qlare-imreihigencers there ; 

Your art 1S all deceit, tor now I ſes 

Againſt the Rules of deep Aſtrology, 

Girls may be got when Mars his power doth vaunt, 
Ard boyes win ents is predominant. 
Nor doth the Moor, though moiſt and cold ſic bc, 
AJways at tull work to pruduce the ſhe + 
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Had this been tru? I had forerold no lye, 
It was the Art was in the wrong, not 7, 
T:1:ncz & fo dully err'd in my b-iief, 
As to miſtake an Adam tor an Eve. 
O groſs miſtake ! and in the civil pleas 
Error perſone, Maſter DoRor (ays, 
And many admit divorce ; but farewe! now 
You hunory Rtar»fed Tribe, henceforch 1 vow 
Talmud, Albumazar, ard P:olomy, 
Wich Erra Pater ſhall no Goſpel be, 
Nor will Tevzr after this, I {wear 
Throw dice upon the Stephends Calender : 
But why do 1rexcule my ignorance, 
L:y blame upon the Art? Nogno, perchance 
T have loft all my Skill, tor well I know 
My Phyfiognomy two years 3g9e 
By the {mall Pox was warr'd, and it may be, 
A fingers loſs hath ſpoil *d my Palnuſtry, 

Bur why ſhould I a groſs miſtake confeſs ? 
No, 1 am confident 1d'd bur gueſs 
The very truth : ir wisa M le-childe then, 
Bur Aunt, you ſtaid ill *twas a wench agen. 
To ſee th'inconſtancy of humane thingy, 
How little time great alceration brings, 
All rhings are ſubjeRtunco change we knows 
And it all th.ngs, then why not {2yes ro9 ? 
Tyreſsas we read 2 man was born 
Yerafter did into a woman curn. 
Lovinus a Phyſician of grear fame, 
Reporrs of one at Parzs did the ſame. 
And deyour Papiſts ſay, Certain it is, 
One of their Popes by Metamorphoſis, 
Ind.ir*d the ſame, elſe how could 7022 b2 heir 
To the ſuccethon of St. Peter's Chair. 

$2 1at Charing-Croſs have behcld one, 
A Statue cutout of the Parian ſtone, 
To higure great Alc:zde> ; which when well 
The Artiſt ſaw it was not like ro (<1 1 

or 
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He t3es his Chizelly and away he pares 
Pirt of ts finewy necks ſhaving the hairs | ifn 
Otliis rough beard and face, ſmoothing the brows: , 
And makirsg that look amorous which but now Oe 
Sod wrinkled with his anger ; from his lead Th 
He poles the ſhaggy locks, that hed ore-ſpread + Fox 
His brawny ſhoulders with a fleece of hair, Be 
And work jn ſtead more gentle trefles rhere, My 
Ard thus his $«ill exaRly to exprefle 
Soon makes a Venus of x Hercules. 
And cn it then impoflible appear, 
T !1t ſuch a change as tius might happen here ? 
For thus cauſc therefore (gentle Aunt) I pray; 
Blame not my prophehe, bur your delay. fd 
Bur tliis will nor excule me ; that I may 
DireQUy lear my felt, there is no way) 
Unlz's tc Jeſuits will ro me unpart 
The «c*r-teepur of thier myſterious art ; 
n W.. from tcl nating Parrior learn to frame 
A crutch for every word that falls out lame, 
That can the ſub:le difference deſcry 
Betwixt eGui vocation and a lye. 
And a rare {Cape by fly diſtinftion find 
To ſwear the tongue, ard yer not ſwear the mind. 
Now arm'd with arguments I nothing dread, 
Bur my own cauſe, rhus confidently pleads 
[ {ad there was 4 Boy within your womby | 
Not aftually, but one in time ro come. 
Or by 42'3phrafts ray words might bes 
Thatever underſtands the contrary : 
Or when I {aid you ſhould a man child bear, 
You underſtood me of che ſex I fear, 
When 1 did mean the mind, and rhus define 
A v2man bur of ſpirit matculine. 
Or hid I faid it ſhould a Girle have heenz 
(rd it had proved a boyyou thould have leen 
Me (olve it thus ; I meant a boy. by tate» 
Þur one that would haye been ctfeminate. 
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Or thus I had my juſt excuſe begun, 
I faid my Aunt would {urely bring a ſon 
If not a daughter; what we Seersforeſce 
Is certain truth unleſſe it falſhood be. 
Or I affirm, b:cauſe ſhe brought forth one 
That will bring boyes, ſhee hath brought forth a ſon ; 
For do not we call farher Adam thus, 
Becauſe that he got thoſe that have got us ? 

What ere I (aid by ſimple afhrmation, 
[ mcant the right by mentall reſervation, 
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eAn Epithalamiuum to Mr. F, H, 


| | hb when this morn the Harbinger of day 


Bluſh*d from her Eaſtern pillow where ſhe lay, 
Glaſp'd in her Tythoas arms, red with thoſe kiſſes 
Which being injoy'd by night, by aay ſhe miſles ; 
I walked thefields to ſee the teeming earth, 
Whoſe womb now ſivels to give the flowers a birth. 
Where while my thoughts with every obje& tance, 
In ſeverall contemplations rapt my. brain, 

A ſudden luſtre like the ſun did rite, 

And with too great a light ecclips'd mine eyes. 

Ac laſt I py/d a Beauty, luch another, 

As1 have ſometimes heard call rhee her brother. 

But by her Chariot and her team of Doves, 

I gueſt her to be Venus, Queen of Loves, 

With het a pretty boy I there did ſee, 

Bur for his whings L had thought it had'bcen thee; 

Arc laſt when 1 beheld his quiver of darts, 

| knew *rwas C#prd, Emp'rour of our hearts, 

Thus4 accoſtcd themy Goddefle divine, 

Great Queen of Paphos and Cytherias ſhrine : 

Whoſe Alcars no man ſees that can depart 

Tillin thoſc flames he ſacrifice his hear: ; 

Thar conguer'ſt gods and men, and heayen diyine, 

Yea end hell tc0 : bear witnefle Proſerpine. ; 
9g 
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Ard Cu»id, thou thor cant thy Tropics ſhow 
Over all theſe,and ore thy mother roo; 
Win: the night which when with Mars the lays 
Did all lnzr ſports to all che gods berray: 
Tel me great powers, what miites ſuch 7lorious beams 
V ifit the lowly binks of N? ues ſtreams ? 

hen Yerus (mil'd, and 'miling bd me know 
Cupid 3nd ſhe muſt both to 1efto 2 yo. 
I gueſt the cau'ce; for Hymer cime bind 
In laffron roveghis nupriall knocs to bind, 
Then thus [ p1ayd: Great Vers by the love 
Ot thy Adous, as thuu lhp'it ro move 
Thy Mazs to ({econd wiles, and obtzin 
Beauties reward, the golden fruit again ? 
Bow thy fair cares to my chalt prayers, & toke 
Such Or:ſons as pureſt love can m.ke. 
Thou and thy boy I know are poſting thithet 
To rie pure hearts in pureſt bonds toget her. 
Cupid,riou know'ſt the maid, I'y2 ſeen thee lye 
Wirh all chy arrows lurking in her eye. 
Venus, thou know'Rt her lov2, for I have ſeen 
The time thou wouldt have fiin her Riyal been, 
O bleſſe them borh ! ler their affe&ions meer 
With happy omens in the Geniall ſheer. 
Both comely, beaurious both, borh eguall fairs 
Thou cant not glory in a fatter pair. 
[ would not thus have praid if I had ſeen 
Fourſcore and cn wed to a young fifteen. 
Dear!) in ſuch nupc..als ſeems with love to play, 
And Faauary \cems to watch with May 
Autumn to wed the Spring, Froſt to deſire 
To kiſs rhe Sung Ice ro embrace the fire, 
Both rheſe are young, both ſprirghtfull, both complear, 
Of equail mo ture, and of equall hear. 
And their d.ftr=s are onz; wee all love {uch; 
Wl would loy: flitary ſheers ſo much? 
Virginity ( whereof chaſt fooles do boaſt; 


A thing not known wat *riss till it be loſt.) 
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Let others praile, for me I cannor tell 

'at v.riue tis to lead Baboons in hell. 
Woman is one with man when the is brided, 
The ſame in kind, only in ſex divided. 
H:id all dy'd maids,we had been nothing then, 
Adam had beca the farſt and 13ſt of men. 
How none O Veaus then thy power had ſeen? 
How theniin vain bad Cuptds arrows been > 
My lelf whoufe cool rhoughts feel no hat dzfires, 
That ſerve not Pens fl mes, but a” hres : 
H.d I not vowed the Cloyſters, rn confine 
My (lf ro more wiyes then only Nine, 
Parnaſius brocd, inele that hear Phebys fing, 
Bathing her naked limbs in Thesb1an ſpring, 
I'de rather be an Owl cf birds, then one 
That is the Phoenix if ſhe be alone. 
Two's the krſt of numbers, one nought can do 
One then is gocd when onc is mad: of two. 
Which myſtery is thine, great Yeu, thine, 
Thy union can two {ouls in one combine» 
Now by that power I charge thee blefle the ſheets 
With hippy iflue where this couple meets. 
The maid's a Harty, ore that may compare 
With fruit Heſperia, or the Dragons care. 
Her love a #ard ; not he-that awd the ſcass 
Frighting the feartull Hamadryades, 
That Ocean=terrourzhe that durſt out-brave 
Dread Neptuzes Trident, Amphitrites wave. 
This #arda milder Pirat ſure will prove, 
Ard only {xils the Helleſoout-of Love, 
As once Leander did : his theft is beſt 
That nothing ſteals but what's within the breaſt. 
Yer let thar other Ward his thefts compare 
And ranſicl all his treaſures, let him bear 
The wealth of worlds,the bowels of the Weſts 
And al the ricteft treaſures of the Eaſt, 
T ie lands of T1gus, all Paftolus Ore, 
Wilt all cue 2digs, yer this one gets MOre. 
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Ar once by love, then he by force could get, 

Or raviſh from the Merchants, let him ſer 

His Ores together ; ler him vainly boaſt 

Of ſpices ſnatch'd from the Canary coaſt y 

'Fhe Gums of «Agypt or the Tyrian Fleece 

Dy'd in his native purple,with whar Greece!, 
Colchos, Arabia, or proud China yeelds, 

With all the metrals in Gueana helds. 

When this has fer all forth ro boaſt his pride * 

In various pompzthis other brings his bride 2 

And IFe be judeg'd by all juditious eyes, 

If ſhe alone prove not the richer prize. 

O let not death have power their love to fever ! 

Ler them both love, and livezand die together. 

Q let their beds be chaſt, and baniſh thence 

As well all jealoufies as all offence ! 

For ſome menI have known, whoſe wiycs has been 
As chaſt as Ice : ſuch as were never ſeen 

In wanton dalliance, ſuch as till dearh, 

Never {melt any but rheir busbands breath. 

Yet the good man till dream'd of horns, ſtill fearing 
His forchead would grow harder ; till appearing 

To his own fancy, Bull, or Stag, or more, 

Ox at leaſts that was an Aflc before. 

If ſhe would have new clothes, he ſtreight will feay 
She loves a Taylor ; if ſhe {ad appear, 

He gurles ſoon it is *cauſe he*s. at home ; 

If jocund, ſure ſhe has lome friend ra comes 

If ſhe be ſick, he thinks no grief the ſelt, 

But wiſhes all Phyfician« had been guelt. 

Bur ask her how ſhe does, {ers him a ſwearing ; 
Feeling her pulle is love-rricks paſt rhe bearing, 
Poor whetched wite, ſhe cannot look awry, 

But without doubt *ris flat adultery. 

And jealous wives there be, that are afraid 

To entertain a handloms chamber-raaid. = , 
Far, far from rhem be all ſuch thoughts pry, 

Le: their loves prove eternally and no day 
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Ad date to their affetions, (grant © Queen) 
Their loves like Nuptial-bayes be alwayes green, 
And alſo grant ——— Bur here ſhe bid me ſtay, 
ior wellſhe knew whatl had elſe to ſay. 

1 a$k*d no more, wiſht her hold on her race 

To joyn their hands, and ſend them night a paces 
She {mil'd xo hear what in {port did (ay, 

So whipp'd her Doves, and |miling rid awiy- 


To M. Feltham 0» his Book, of Reſolves, 


Nrhis ynconſtane age, when all mens minds 
In varicus change ſtrive to out-vie the winds, 
VW hen no man ſcts his ſoot upon the {quare; 
But txcads on globes and circles ; when we arc 
The Apes of Fortune, and dchre to be 
Reſolved on as fickle wheels as ſhe. 
As if the Plancts that our Rulers are, 
Made the fouls motion too irregular. 
When minds change oftner then the Greek could dreamy 
That made the Metempſeucos'dioul his theam , 
Yea oft to beaſtly forms : when truth to lay, 
Moons change bur cnce a month, we twice a day, 
V Vhen none reſolyes bur to be rich, andill ; 
Orelle re(9lves co be irrefolute (till, 
In ſuch a tide'of minds, that every hour, 
Do ebb and flo, Ly what inſpiring power, 
By what inſtin& of grice I cannar tell, 
Do*ſt thou reſolve io much) and yer fo well 2 
While fooliſh men whole realcn is their ſenſe, 
Still wandrivg in the worlds circumference : 
Thou holding paſſions reigns with ſtrifteſt hand, 
Do tirm ard fxcd in the Center ſtand. = 
Thence thou arc ſerled,other=while they tend 
To roye about the circle, find no end. * 
Thy book 1 rcad, ard read it with delight, 
Kclolving {o to live as thou doſt write, 


And 
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And yet 7 oueffe thy life thy Eook produces , 
And but expreſſes tiy peculiar utes, 

Thy mann:r dictate, thence r/:y writing came ; 
So Lesh1ans by their wori their rules do frame, 
Nat by the rules the work : thy I.fe hath been 
Pattern enough), had it of all been ſeen, 


Without a book ; books make the difference here, ' 


In them thou l:v*ſt rhe ſame bur every where. 
And th's T2ueſſe: though thart unknown to meg 
By thy chaſt writing ; elſe it could nat be 
(oifſe:nble n*re (o well) but here and there 
Some tokens of tr plague wor:ld ſoon appear ; 
Of: lurking inthe $.n a ſecret gour 
In boc;ks would fometimes bliſter ard break our. 
Contagious fins In which men take dilLght, 
Muſt necds infe&t the paper when they writes 
But let the curious eyes of Lyacess look 
Through every nerve ard fin: w of this books 
Of wh:cli tis full ; ler the moſt dil:gent mind 
Pry thorow it, cach ſenterce he ſhall find 
Seaxfon'd with chaſt, not with an itching (alc, 
More ſavouring of the larap then of the malt. 
But now too many think no wit div.ne, 
None worthy life, but whoſe luxurious linc 
Cin raviſh virgins thoughts ; and is it fir 
To make a pander, or a baud of wit ? 
But re!l*em ot it, in contempt they look) 
And ask in ſcorn if you will geld the book. 
As if the effeminate brain could nothing doe 
Thar ſhould be chiſt, and yer be maſc'line t95. 
Such books as thele (as they themſelves irderd 
Truly confefſe) men donot praiſe, but re. 
Such idle books, which if perchance they c3n 
Better the brain, yer they corrupt the min. 
-T 29 haſt nor one bad line'f ltftfull bred, 
As to dye maid or matrons cheek in red. 
Thy modeſt wir, and witty honef letter 
Make both 2t once my wit 2nd rms che better. 
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' | Thy book a garden is, and helps us moſt 
* Toregain that which we in Alam loft. 

Where on the tree of knowledge we may feed, * 
Pur ſuch as no forb.dden fruit doth breed. 

Whoſe leaves like thoſ. whence Eve her coar did frame, 
Serve not to cover, bur to cure our ſhame. 

Fraught w.th all lowers, no: only fuch as grows 

To pl:alethe eycy or to d:l.ght the noſe : 

But ſuch as miy redeem luſt healths again, 

And ſtore of Hel. bore to purge the brain, 

Such as will cure the urfe.t m:nd.d rake 

From Adam: apples : ſucit as fan would make 
Mans i:ccnd Paradi'c, in which ſhould be 

The fruirs of life, but no ferb.dden cree. 

Ic is a garden ; l12y I thus did (ay : 

Ard maids and matrons bluthing run away- 

Bur ma.ds re-enter the!e chaſt pleafing bowers> 
Cl.aſt matrons here gacher rhe pureſt flowers, 

Fear not, trom this pure garden do not fly, 
In :tdoth no obſcure Priapus lye. 

This is an Eden where no lerpents be 

To tempt the womans imbeciliry, 

Theſe lines rich ſap the fruit to heaven doth raiſe; 
Nor doth the Cynamor-bark deſerve lcfle praile. 

{ mcan the ſtile being pnre,and ſtrong and round, 
Not long bur pithy : being fhort-brearh*d,but ſounds 
Such as the grave, acute, wiſe Sencca fines, 

That beſt of Tutors to the worſt of Kings. 

Not long and empty ; lotty, bur not proud ; 
Subtile, bur ſweet ; high bur without a cloud. 
Well letled, full of nerves $ in brief, *tts {uch 
Thar in a lictle hath compriſed much. 

L tk tn” Ihads ina nut-ſhell. And1 lay 

Dhus much for Nile ; though truth N:culd rot be gav 
In ſtrumpers glittering robes, yer nere the ic} ; 
She well deſerves a matrons comelinefle, 

Being tov brave, ſhe would our fancies glur 

Bur we ſhould loath her bono 199 wich the Nut. 
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The reaſonable foul from heaven obtain'd 

The beſt of bodies ; and that man hath gain'd 
A double praiſe, whole noble vertues arc 

Like to the face, in foul and body faire. 

Who then would have a noble ſentence clad 

In ruflet-thread-bare words, is full as mad ; 

As it Apelles ſhould fo fondly dote, 

As to paint Vents in old Baucy's coat. 

They erre that would bring ſtile ſo baſely under ; 
The lofty language of the Law was thunder. 
The wiſcſt *pothecary knows ris kill 

Neatly io candy o're the wholſome pill. 

Beſt Phiſicke then, when gaul with iuger meets 
Tempring Abſsathian biterneſle with fivects, 
Such is thy lentence;ſuch thy ſtile,being read 
Men fee them both together happ*ly wed 

And lo reſolve to keep them wed, as we 

Reſolve to give them to poſtericy. | 
*"Monglt thy Reſolves put my Reſolves in too; | 
Reſolve who's will, thus I Reſolve to do | 
Thar ſhould my errours chooſe anothers line | 
Whereby to write, I mean to live by thine. 
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In Natalem Auguſtifimi Principis Carol!, 


Puma tibi peritt ſoboles (dilefla Maria) 
Elu fitque uterum meſta Diana 11m. 

Tunc Celo, nunc & tervis facunda ſult!) 
Ve potes & reges & peperiſie devs. 

The firſt birth Mary was unto a tombe, 

And ſad Lucina cheated thy bleſt wombe. 

To heav*n thou wert fruitfull, now to carth, 

Tharcanſt give Saints as well as Kings a birth. 
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Upon his Piftare, 


VWHen age hath made me what I am not now 
And every wrinkle tels me where the plow 

Of time hath furrowed ; when an Ice ſhall flow 

Through every vein, and all my head be ſnow : 
hen death diſplayes his coldneſs in my cheek, 

And I, my elf in my own PiQture ſeck, 

Nor finding what 1 am, but what 1 was ; 

In doubt which to believe, chisor my glaſſe * 

Yet though I alter this remains the lame 

As it was drawn, retains the primitive frame, 

And firſt complexion ; here will ſtill be ſeen 

Blood on the cheek, and Down upon the chin : 

Here the {mooth brow will ſtay,the livsly eye, 

The ruddy lip, and hair of youthfull dye, 

Behold what frailty we in man may {ce » | 

Whſoe ſhaddow is lefle given to change then he. 
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An Ode to Mr. Anthony Stafford to haſte» 


him into the Countr J. 


Com ſputre aways 
I have no patience for a longer ſtay ; 
Bur muſt go down, 
And leave the chargeble noiſe of this greax Town. 
I will the Country ſee, 
Where old fimplicity, 
Though hid in gray, 
. Doth look more gay 
Then foppery in pluſh and ſcarlet clad, 
Farewell you Ciry=wits that are 
Almoſt at Civill-warre; 
*Tis time that I crow wile, when all the wor'd orows mid. 
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More of my dayes 
I will not ſpend to gain an Idiors praile ; 
Or to make ſport 
For ſome ſlight puny of the Innes of Court. 
Then worthy Stafford, ſay, ' 
How Thall we ſpend the day, 
With what delights, 
Shorten the nights ? 
When from this tumaulr we are got ſecure ; 
Where mirth with all her freedom goes, 
Yet ſhall no finger loſe ; 
Where every word js thought, and every thought is pure. 
There trom the tree 
Wee'l cherries pluck and pick the ſtrawberry, 
And every day 
Go ſce the wholſome Country Girls make hay, : 
Whoſe broyn and lovelierjgrace, 
Then any painted face, 
Thar I do know 
Hide-Park can ſhow. 
Where I had rather gain a kifſe then mcer 
(Though ſome of them in greater ſtare 
Might court my love with plate) 
T he beaurics of the Cheap, and wives of Lumbara(treet. 


Bur think upon 
Some other pleaſures, theſe to me are none. 
Why do I prate 
Of women, that arc things againſt my fate? 
I never meanto wed 
That torture to my bed. 
My Muſe is ſhe 
My love ſhall be. 
Let Clowns get wealth, and heirs; when 1 am goRes 
And the great Bugbear, griſly death 
Shall rake this idle breath, 
If Ia Poem leave, that Poem is my Son. 
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Of this no more 
Weell rather raft the brighu Pomand's ſtore. 
wr ſhall m__ 
from the dimſen to the grape. 
Ty Then fll we*l ſeck a Arg 
And her what muſiques made ; 
How Ph.lomell 
H.c tzle doth tell : 
And how the birds do fill the cuire ; 
The Taruh an Black-bird lend rheir throats, 
Warbling melodious notes ; 
We will all ſports enjoy,which others bur deſire. 
Ours isthe skiez 
Where at what fowl we pleaſe our Hauk thall fly; 
Nor will we ſpare 
To hunt the crafty Fox, or timerous Hare 
Bur let our hounds run looſe 
In any ground they'l chooſe. 
he Buck ſhall fall, 
The Stag and all: 
Our pleaſures muſt from their own warrants b 
For to my Mule, if not to me; 
Pme Be all game is free ; 
Heaven, Earth, are all but parts of her great Royalty. 
And when we mean 
To taſt of Bacchus bleſſings now, and then, 
And drink by ſtealth 
A cup ortwo to noble Barkleys health, 
Vle take my pipe and try 
The Phrygian melody ; 
Which he char hears 
Lers through his ears, 
A madneſle to diſtemper all the brain, 
Then another pipe will take 
And Dorzqae muſick makc, | 
To Civilize with greater notes our wits 5gain, 
F 2 A'j 
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An Anſwer te Mr. Ben. !obnſon's Ode, to 
perſwade him to leave the Stage, 


PE, do not leave she Sage 
"Cauſe *ris a loathſome age ; 
For pride and impudence will grow to bold, 
When they thall hear ir rold 
They frighted thee : ſtand high as is thy cauſc,. 
Their hifl: is cliy applauſe , 
More Juſt were thy diſdain, 
Had they approved thy vain, 
So thou for themyand they for thee were born, 
They to incenſe, and thou as much to ſcorn. 


Wilt thou cngrofle thy ſtore 
Of wheat, and zowre nv more, 
Becauſe their Bacor-brains have ſuch a taſt 
As more delights in maſt ; 
No ; ſer *ein forth a board of dainties, full 
As thy beſt Mule can cull , 
While they the while do pine. 
And thirſt, midſt all their wine, 
What greater plague can hell ir ſelfdeviſe, 
Then to be willing, thus to tantalize ? 


Thou canft not find them Muff 
Thar will be bad enough 
To pleaſe their palars ; ler%m then refuſe » 
For ſome Pye=corners Muſe; 
She is to fair an hoſteſſe, *rwere a finn 
For them to like rhine Inn 2 
*T was made to entertain, 
Gueſts of a nobler ſtrain, 
Yet if they will have any of thy tore, | 
Give *em ſome {craps,and ſend them from thy dore, 
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And let thoſe things in Pluſh, 
Till chey be taught to bluiſh, 
Like what thev will, and more contenced bes 
With wiru Broome {ſwept from thee. 
[ know thy v.orthy and tha thy lofty ſtrains 
Write not to Cloaths but Brains : 
But thy great ſpleen dorh riſe 
*Cauſe Moles will have no eyes ; 
This only in my Bez I faulcy inde. 
He's angry,they*ll not ſee him that are blinde. 


Why ſhould the Scene be Mute 
Cauſe thou canſt rouch my Lute, 
And ftring thy Horace , let each Muſe of nine 
Claim thee, and ſay thou arr mine. 
*Tivere fond to let all other flames expire 
To fit by P:ndar's fire : 
For by {o ſtrange negleR, 
I ſhould my ſelf tuſpeR, 
The Palfie were as wll, thy brains dilate ; 
If they could ſhake my Muſe which way they pleaſe. 


And though thou well canſt ſing, 
The glories of thy King ; 
And on the whiugs of verſe his Chariot bear 
To heaven, aud fax it there , 
et ler thy Muſe as well ſom? raprtures raiſe, 
To pleaſe iiim as to praiſe. 
I would not have thee chufe 
Only a treble Muſe ; 
Bur have this envious ignorant age to know, 
Thou that canſt ſing ſo highzcanſt reach as loW- 
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A Dialogue. Thirſis, Lalage, 
Th, MY I alagg'when I behold 


So great a cold, 

An not a ſpark of heat in my defire, 
1 wonder what ſtrange power of thine, 

Kindles in mine 
So bright a flame, and ſuch a burning fare. 
Lal. Can Thirſss in Philoſophy 

A truant be, 
And not have learn'd the power of the Sun ? 
How he to ſublunary things 

A fervour brings, 
Yet in himſelf is ſubjeR unto none ? 
Thir., But why within thy eyes appear | 

Never a tear, 
Thar cauſe from mine perpetual ſhowers to fall / 
Lal, Foole *tis the power of fire you know 

To melt the ſnow, 
Yet has no moiſture in it {elf at all. 
Thir. How can Ibe, dear virgin ſhow, 

Both fire and ſnow ? 
Do you that are the cauſe,the reaſon tell ; 
More then miracle to me 

It ſeems to bez 
That ſo much heat with ſo much cold ſhould dwell, 
Lal. The reaſon 1 will render thee » 

Why both ſhould be. | 
Audacious Thyrſss im thy love too bold, 
*Cauſe thy ſawcineſſe durſt aſpire 

To luch « fire 
Thy love is hot : bur *tis thy hope is cold, 
Thir. Let pity move thy gencle breſt 

To one oppreſt : 
This way, or that, give eaſe ro my deſire : 
Axd cither let Loves fare be loſt 
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In hopes cold! froſt, 
Or hopes cold froſt be warm'd in loves quick fice- 
Lal. O neither bor ; neither of cheſe 
Shall work thy caſe. 
Ile pay thy rahnſſe with immorral pain, 
As hope doth ſtrive to freer. thy fam: 
Love melts the {me :; 
As Love doth. melt it, Hope doth freez.'c againg 
Thir. Come gentle {wains lend me a groan 
To caſe my moan. 
Choyus. Ah cruel Love, how great a power is thine ? 
Linder the Poles alrhough we lye 
Thou mak'ſt us try : 
And thou canſt make vs freez beneath the line. 


A Dialogue betwmixt a Nymph and a Sheapherd. 


Nym.\AJHyſigh you ſwain ? this paſſion is not common” 
Pit for your kids or lamkins ? Sh, For a woman- 

Nym. How fair is the that on fo ſage a brow 

Prints lowr ing looks ? Shep. Juſt ſuch a toy as thou. 

Nym. Is ſhe a maid ? Shep, What man can anſwer that ? 

Ny.Or widow? Sh,No.Ny.What then? Sh. know not what. 

Saint-like ſhe looks, a Syren if ſhe ſing ; 

Her eyes are ſtartes, her mind is every thing. 

Nymp. If ſhe be fickle, Shepherd leave ro woo 

Or fancy me. Shep. No thou art woman too 

Nym. Bat I am conſtant. Shep. Then rhou art not fair. 

Nym. Bright as the morning. Shep. Wavering as air. 

Nym.What grows upon this cheek ? Sh. A pure Carnation. 

Nym. Come taſt a kiffe. Sh. O ſweet, © ſweer Tempration! 

Chorur, Ah Love, and canſt thou never loſe the field ? 

Where Cupid layes the fiege, the Town muſt yecld. 

He warmes the chilles blood with glowing tire, 

And thaws the Icy froſt of cold defare. 
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A Paſtorall Ode, 


Cc. Ce&la doſt tho ſee 


Yon hollow mountain tottering o're the plain, 
O're which a tatall Tree 

Wirh treacherous ſhade berrays the ſleepy ſwain? 
Bencath it is a Gell, - 

As full of horror as my breaſt of care, 
Ruin therein might dwell, 

As a fitroom for guilt and black diſpair. 
Thence will I headlong throw 

This wretched wight, this heap of miſerie ; 
And in the duſt. below, 

Bury my Carcaſe ; and the rhoughts of rhee : 

| Which when I finiſht haye, 

O hate me dead, as thou haſt done alive ; 
And come not near my grave 


Leaſt I rake heat from theez-and ſo revive. 
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#- Song. 


Mick thou, Queen of ſouls, get up and ſtring 
iy pow'rtull Lutezand ſome ſad requiem fang, 
Till Rocks requite thy Eccho with a groan 3 
Ard the dull clifts repeat the duller tone : 
Then on a ludden with a nimble hand 
Run gently o're the Choxdes , and ſo command 
The Pine co dance, the Oak his Roots forgo, 
The Holm, and eged Elme to foot it too ; 
Mirtles ſhall caper, lofty Cedars run, 
And call the Courtly Palme to make up one ; 
Thenin the mid(t of all rheir Jolly train, 
Sticke a ſad note; end fix *em Trees again | 
M ©." 0>-:- "TDs 
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The Song of Diſcord, 


BY Linus and Amphioas Lute 
Wirh Orpheus Cittern now be mute. 
The harſheſt voice the ſweeteſt note ; 
| The Reaven has the choiceſt throat ; 
f A ſerot Frogsa quire for me : 
' The Mandrake ſhall the Chaunter be. 
* Where ncither voice, nor tunes agree ; * 
This is diſcords Harmony. | | 
Thus had Orpheus learn'd to play GER A 
The following rrees had run away. © © 
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To one Over-hearing his prevate aiſconrſe.,.. 
| wonder not my Leda far can ſce 
Since for her eyes ſhe might an Eagle be, 
| And dare the Sun ; but that ſhe hears {o well 
| As hat ſhecohld my private whiſpering tell, 
: I ſtand amarz'd ; her ears are not lo long, 
| T har they could reach my words, hence thenir ſprungy "4 


| Love over-hearing fled to her bright car," 
Glad he had gor a tale to whiſper there. 
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Epigram: 47, ex decimo libro Martialrs,. 


Heſe are things that being poſſeſt 
Will make'a life that's rruly bleſt : 
| Eſtate b:queath'd, nor got by toil ; 

A gocd hor hize, a gratefull ſoil ; 

No ſtrife, warm clothes , a quiet ſoul, 
A {trengrh intire, a budy whole, 
 Prudemr fi mplicity, equall friends, 

, A act tit nv Art commends, 
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© night nat drunk, and yet ſecure ; 
T bed and (ad; yer c!14ſt ind pu re. 
ong lzeps to make the nights bur ſhort, 
A will to be but what thou art. 
Nought rather chooſe contented lye , 


And neither fear, nor wiſh to dye. 


 E_ 


In Grammaricum Eunuchum. 


(;Fammaticum Diodore doces Eunncbe pugllgs, 
Crede Solaciſmum tu Diodore facis, 

Cum fis exeviu' quim nec Sporus ile Neronig, 
Nec merſus liquidis Hermaphrodit us aquis, 

Non unan liquit tibi ſgva atvacula teflem , 
Propria que maribys cur Dindore legis ? 

Due geuus aut ſexum variant, Heteroclyta tantum 
Poſthic ſs ſapias tu Diodore legas. 
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To the vertuons & noble Lady the Lady Corten; 


F* not to force more teares from your ſad eye , 
That we write thus ; that were a Picty 

Turn'd guilt and fin ; we only beg to come 

And pay due tribute to his ſacred rombe. 

The Muſes did divide their loye with you » 

And juftly therefore may be mourners too. 
Inſtead of Cyprefle, they have brought freſh Baics 
To crown his Urn, and every dirge his praiſe. 
Bur ſince with him the learned tongues are goney 
dicceſſity here makes us uſe our own. 
Read in his praiſe your 9wn, you cannor miſs ; 
For he was but our wonder; you were his. 
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An Elegie on the death of that Renowned and noble 
Knight, Sir Rowland Cotton of Bellaport 


in Shropſhire. 


Rich as was Cottons worth, I with each line ; 

| ** And every verſcl breath like him, a mine. 
That by his vertues might created be 

A new ſtrange miracle, wealth in Poetrie 

But that invention cannot ſure be pcore, 

That but relates a part of his large ſtore. 

His yourh began, as when the Sun doth riſe 

Wichour a cloud, and clearly; trors the skies 

And whereas other youths commended be, 

From conceiv'd hopes,” his was matnriry ; 

"Where other ſprings boaftblofſoms fairly blown, 

Hs was a harveſts and had fruits full grown : 

So that he ſcem'd a Neſtor hereto raign - 

In wildom, eſoz-like, rurn'd young again. 

This Royal Henry, whoſe majeſtick eye | 

Saw thorow men, did frem his Gourr deſcry, 

And thither call'd him, and then fixt him there 


One of the prime ſtarrs in his —_— ſpheare- 


And (Princly Mager)-witneſs this with mee, 
He liv*d not there ta ſerve himſelf, but thee, 
No Silk-worm Courtiers ſuch as ſtudy there 
Fir how to get their clathes, then how to wear. 
And though in fayour high, he nere was known 
To promote others ſuits to pay for's own, . 

He valued more his Maſter, and knew welt, 
To uſe his love, was noble; baſe to ſell: 
Many there be live in the Court we know 

To ſerve for Pageants, and make up the ſhow ; 
And are not ſerviceable there at all 

But now and then, ar ſome great Feſtivall. 

He erv'd fr nobler uſe, the ſecret cares 


vi Conmont=wealths, and miſtique Stare affairs ; 
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And when great Henry did his maxims hear, 
He wore him as a Jew?l in his Ear, 
Yer ſhort he came not, nay he all out went 
In what lom? c4ll a Courtiers complement, 
An aQiv: body that inſubrill wie 
Turns pliable to any exercile, 
For when he leapt the people dar'd to fay 
He was born all of fire and wore no clay : 
Which was the cauſz too that he wreſtled ſo , 
*T 1s not fires nature to be kept below. - 
His courſe he ſo perform'd wich nimble pace, 
The time was not perceiv'd nieaſured the race. 
As it were true that ſome late Artiſts ſay, - 
The earth moy'd too, and run the other way 
All fo ſoon finiſh'd, when the! Match was won 
The Gazers by as&'d-Why they nor begun, 
When he in Muſick us'd his harmoniousfeer, 
The ſpheares could nor in comlicr order meet, 
Nor move more gracefull,wherher they advance 
Their meaſures forwardzor retire their dance. 
There we have (een him in our Hezry*s Court 
The glory and the envy of that ſport. 
And capring like a conftellarion riſe, 
Having tixt on him all the Ladies eyes, 
Bur theſe in him I would not vertues call, 
But that the world muſt know,that he had all 
When Henry dy'd (our univerſall wo) 
Willing was Cotton rodie with him too. 
And as near death he came as near could be ; 
Himſelf he buricd in obſcurity. 
Entomb'd withinchis ſtudy walls, and there 
Only the dead his cliverlatios -WEre. 
Yer was he not atone, for every day, 
Each Muſe came-thicher with her ſprig of Bay. 
The Graces round abour him did appear, - 
The Gent! of all Narions, all mer-rhere. 
And while immur'd he fat thus cloſe at home 
To him the wealth of all the world did-come. 
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He had a. language to (slute rhe Sun, 
Where he unharneſt, and where*s team begun : 
The'tongues of all the Eaſtxo him were known 
As Naturall, as they were born I;1s own, 

Which from Jus mouth ſo ſweetly did intice, 
As with their language he had mixt heir ſpice. 
In Greek fo fluent, that with it compare 

Th' Athenian Olives and they (aplefle arc. 
Rome did ſubmit her Faſces, and confefle 

Her Tully might talk more, and yer ſpeak lefle, 
All Sciences were ledg'd in his large breſts 


And in that pallace thought themſelves fo bleft 


They never meant to part, but he ſhould be 
Sole Monarch, and diflolve their Heptarchie. 
But © low vain is mans frail Harmony / 
We all are Swans, he that ſings beſt muſt dye, 
Death knowledge nothing makes, when we come there 
We need no language, nor Interpreter, 
Who would not laugh at him now, that ſhould (ce 
In Cottons Urn for Hebrew or for Greek ? 
Bur his more heav*nly graces with him yer 
Live conſtant, and about him circled fit. 
A bright Rerinue, and on each falls down 
4A robe of Glory, and oneach a Grown. 

Then Mad:m (though you have a lofſe ſuſtain'd 
Both infiritey and'ne're to be regain'd 
Here in this world) dry your {ad cyes, once more 
You ſhall again enter the Nuptiall dore 
A \prightly bride ; where you ſhall clothed be 
In garments weav'd of Immortsllity. 
Nor grieve becauſe he lett you nct a Sor.nez 
To Image Cotton forch now he is gone. 
For it had been a wrong to his great Name ; 
Tehaye liv'd in any thirg but Heayen and Fame. |, 
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eAuſomi Epigram 38, 


gH: which would not , I would chooſe ; 
She which would, I would refuſe. 
Venus could my minde but tame ; 
Bur nor ſaticfie the ſame, 
Inticements offer'd I deſpiſe, 

I would neither glut my mind, 

Nor yet to much torment finde. 
Twice girtDiana doth not take mes 
Nor Yenus naked joyfuli make me. 
The firſt no pleaſure hath ro Joy me, 
And the laſt enough to cloy me, 
Bur a crafty wench I'de have 

That can ſell the a1 crave : 

And joyn ar once in me theſe two, 

I will, and yetI will nor do, 
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On the death of a Nightingale, 


O ſolitary wood, and henceforth be 
Acquainted with no other Harmonie, 


Then the Pyes chattering, or the ſhreeking note 


Of boudeing Owles, and fatall Ravens throat. 
Thy ſweeteſt Chanter's dead,that warbled forth 


Layes, that might tempeſts calm, and ſtill the North, 


And call down Angels from their glorious Sphear 


To hear her ſongs, and learn new Antherns there. 


Thar ſoul is fled, and to Eliſeum gone ; 
Thou a poor deſert left , goe then and run. 
Beg there to want a grove; and if ſhe pleaſe 
To fing again beneath thy ſhadowy Trees 
The ſouls of happy Lovers crown'd wirh bliſſes 
Snall flock about thee, and keep time with kiſſes. 
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In filium H4anlic inſepulrum. 


N terr4 condi vetuit Pater improbus, at Te 
Is tumulo patit ur nobiliore tegs, : 
Pars canis eft tumuli;tumult pars altera Tigrts; 
Altera pars Lupus eſt, & Leo forſan ent. 
' Marmoreos'Regum tumulos contemne, ſepulchra 
Suzt alits tantiim mortua, vrua nib. 


Upon the report of the King of Swedens death, 


] Le not beleey*r ; if fare ſhould be ſo crofle, 
Nature would not be filent of her lofſe. 

Can he be dead and no portents appear ? 

No pale Eclipſe of th* Sun to let us fear 

What we ſhould ſaffer, and before his lighr 

Put out z the world inveloped in night, 

What thundering torrents the fluſh'd welkin teare ? 

Whar apparition kill'a him in the aire ? 

When Ceſar dy'd there were convulſion fits; 

And nature {eem'd to run our of her wits. 

Ac that ſad obje& Tybers boſome ſwell'd, 

And ſcarce from drowning all, by Fove withheld, 

And ſhall we give this mighry Conquerour 

That in a great and a more holy warr, 

Was pulling down the Empire which he reard, 

A fall unmourn'd of nature, and unfear'd ; 

A death (unleſſe rhe league of heay'n withſtood) 

Leffe wept then with an univerlal flood ? 

If I had ſeen a Comer in the Air 

Wirh glorious eye, and bright diſhevel'd hair, 
And on a luddain with his guilded train | 

Dropdown; I ſhould have ſaid that Sweden's (lain ; Fe 
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Short like the tar ; or if the earth had ſhook 
Like a weak floor, the falling roof had broke ; 

I ſhould have ſaid the mighty King is gone; 
Fell'd as the ralleſt tree in Levano. 

A laſle if he were dead, we need not poſt, 
Every Inſtin& would tell us what we loſt. 

And a chill damp as at the general doom) 
Creep through each breaſt,and we (hall know for whom, 
His German conqueſts are not yer compleat, 
And when they are, there's more remain'ug yet, 
The world is tull of ſinand every Land 

O're grown with (chiſme hath felt his purging hand: 
The Pope is not confounded, and the Turk , 
Nor was he {ure defign'd for a lefſe work. 

Bur if our fins have {topt him in rhe {ource, 

In midd'ſt Carcer of his viftorious courle ; 
And heaven would truſt the dulneſlz of our ſence 
So far, nor to prepare us with portents. 

*Tis we that have the lofle, and he hath caught 
His heav'nly garland ere his work be wrought, 
But I, before lle undertake to grieve. 

So great a lofle, will chooſe not to believe, 


On Sir Robert Cotton the Artiqnary, 


Ofterity hath many fares bemoan'd, 

But ages long (ince paſt for thee have groan'd, 
Times T rophies thou didſt reſcue from the grave, 
Who in thy death a ſecond buriall haye. 

Cotton, deaths conqueſt now complear I ſees 
Who ne*re had vanquiſhe all things but in thee- 


An Elegie. 


Eav*n knows my love to thee, fed on defires 
So haliowed, and unmixt with vulgar fires, 
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As are the bears ſhot from the Sun 
Ar his full height; and che devotion | 
Ofdying Martyrs could not burne more clears 
Nor innocence in her firſt pw: 1 ona 
Whiter then our affeRions they did ſhow 
Like froſt forc'd our of flames, and fire from ſnow, 
So pure the Phenix when ſhe did refine 
Her age to youth, borrowed no flames,but mine. 
But now my dayes orecaſt, for I have now 
Drawn anger like 3 tempeſt ore rhe brow 
Of my fair Miſtreſs, thoſe your glorious eyes 
Whence 1 was wont to ſee my day ſtarr riſe, 
[Threat like revengefull Meteors : and I feel 
My torment and my guilt double my hell. 

was a miſtake, and might have venial been, 
Done to another, bur ir was made fin, 2 
And juſtly mortall too by troubling Thee + 
Slight wrongs; aretreaſons deno ro majeſtic, 
©O all the bleſt Ghoſts of deceaſed Loves, 
That now live Sainted inth* Elyſtar groves, 
Mediate for mercy for me : at her ſhrine 
Meer in full quire, and Joyn your prayers with mine, 
Conjure her by the merits of your kiſſes, 
By your paſt ſufferings and preſent bliſſes *: 
Conjure her by your mutual hopes, and feares : 
By all your intermixt ſighs , and teares, 
To plead my pardon : go toher and rell 
"That you will walk the guardian Sentinel!, 
My ſoules ſafe Genii : that ſhe need not feax 
A mutinous thought, or one cloſe rebell rhere, 
But what needs thatzwhen ſhe alone fits rhere. 
Sole angel of that Orbe ? in her own ſphere 
Alone he fits, and can ſecure it flee 
From all irregular motions : only ſhe 
Can give the balſome thar muſt cure this ſore, 
And the ſweet Antidote to fin no more, 
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H**Fupuis 5 avng's | pars, Arift, 


F Rom witty men and mad 
' All Poetry conception had. 


No Sires but rheſe will Poetry admit, 
Madneſs or wit. 


This difin:tion Poetry doth firs 


It is a witty madric{s, or mad wit. 


Onely thele two Poerique hear admits, 
A witty man, or one thar's out of's wits, 


WD UP 


Ad Amicum Litigantem. 


WW Ould you conimerce a Poct Sir, and be 
& graduare .n the chre:dbare myſtery ? 
The Oxcs ford w.ll nu maniliither bri 


Where wc houſe {coteraid the Pegaſian ſpring; 


Nor wiil the br dg: threugh which low Chaz doth run 


Dirc& you 16 #}.c banks of Helicon. 

If in that 4rr you mean to rake degrees, 
Beldam's the beit of Univerſities: 

There ſtuay it, and when you would no more 
A Poet be, yo. drink ſome Hellebore. 
Which drug when I had taſted, ſo cn 1 lefr 
The bare Fernaſſus; and the barren cleft; 
And can no moce one of rhtir' Nation be, 
Becauſe recov:r*d o: my lunacie. 

Bur you may chen ſucceed me in my place 
Of Poet, no prerence to make your grace 
Denied you; for you go to law, ?tis ſaid; 
And then *tis ta'ne for granted you are mad. 


Felicem Anticyram! nullo: 1bi credo Poetas 
Injazostumido corde fouvere modos, 

Hanc, fama eft tantum ſanos admittere Fives. 
Ex+laj bins veſieo , ( twrba moleſta)) furor! 


Nullus 
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Nullus in bac Elegis, illus jugulatur Jambis; 
Tacola non Satyram, noz Epigramma timet, 

Nullns in hac teneras recitator verberat aures, 
Nos hi judicium 104 petit ille tum, 

Nog his te Cholorts, non bic laudata fatigat 
Celia, nulla tuam mordet hirudo cut em. 

Putida nec medias diſrumpust carmina menſas; 
Mucida nec quiſquam wire legends facit, 

Nuſquan aliquis, terre ſecurior errat, oþ unum hoc 
Grates Helleboro quin agat ile ſuo, 
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In Corydonem & Corrinnam. 


H miſe, & nnllo felix tn amore | Corinnam 
Cum rogat Ula, nega: 0141 acgat ilagrogas. 
Ambos urit Amor, quid fit feliciu > ambos 
Tempore 208 uno ſed tamen urit amor, 
Cum flagrat Corydon, frigeſcit flora Corinnxy 
Cum tua &rigeſeit fiuwr4, Cor:mna calet, 
Cur eſtas Corydonis bins fi: fifÞr Corinne ? 
Duidve Corinne eſtas fit Corydonis byems 2 
unde ignis glaciem glacie de 1fficet ignem ? 
Define) crudcles, ſave Cupids, 20c95! 
Deſine ſed nec te Corvdenis t9!lre flammasy 
Tollere nec caſtas Virgiais oro nives 
tre duos, extingie duos, & peftas trnmy; 
Aut calor, aut teneat pettus utrumq; elit. 


Parapbray'd. 
Af wretca in thy Cortana”s love unblel! 
How ſtrange a fancy doth torm-nt thy breſt? 
When ſhe deſires to ſport thou C+ieſt her nay; 
When ſhe denies, then thou dclireſt to play, 
Love burnes you both ( O *ris a happy urn / 
Bur *cis at ſeyeral rimes m—_ borh doth burne. 
>.> 


Wien 


When {corching heat hath Corzdons heart poſleRt, +. 


Then raignes a froſt in cold Corznna's breſt 2. 
Ard when afroſt in Corydon doth raigne, 
Then is Corzan4's breſt on hre again. 

Why then with Corydon is it ſummer prime, 
When with Corinna 1s it winter time ? 

Or why ſhould then Corinna”s ſummer be, 
When it is Winter Corydoa,with thee ? 

Can Ice from hire , or fire from Ice proceed ? 
Ah jeſt not Love in folevere a deed ! 

I bid thee not Corydons flame to blow 

Clean out ; nor clean to melt Corinna's ſnow. 
Burn bcth ! freeze both ! ler mutual fervour hold 
H:s and her breſt, or his and hers a cold. 


Ad Baſſum. 
Nori, (Baſle) ſolent pretio conducere ſtultos 
Duos tn delicits Aulicus omnis habet. 
Atſe quis cuperet ſapientem vendere praco, 
Rarus ertt mntmo qui valit afie virum, 
#uſque adeo nocet ingenium, tantogue putatur 
Duo mints eft cerebri,charius eſſe caput. 
Unde tot tgart Venerts? cur flultus amatus ? 
He: miht | cur tant non ſapuiſſe fuit > 
Hec ratio eſt, paribus gaudet Venus atque Cupidoy 
Et nunquam ſumiles non fibi jungit Amor. 


To one admiring her ſelf in a Looking Glaſſe. 


Air Lady, when you ſee the Grace 
Of Beauty in your Looking=Glaſſe; 
A ſtately forhead ſmooth and high, 
And full of Princely Majeſty ; 
A ſparkling eye, no gemme lo faire, 
Whoſe luſtre dimmes the Cyprian ſtarre. 
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A glortous cheek divinely (weet, 
Wixrein both Roſes kindly meet. 
A cherry Lip that would entice 
Even Gods to kiſs at any price. 
You think no beauty is ſo rare 
That with your ſhaddow might compare. 
That your refleRion is alone, 
The thing that men moſt dore pon. 
Madan, alaſs ypur Glaſs doth lye, 
And you are much deceiv'd ; For | 
A beauty know of richer grace. 
(Sweer be nor angry) *ris your face- 
Hence then O learn more mild to be, 
And leave te lay your blame on me : 
If me your real ſubſtznce move, 
When you ſo much your ſhadow loye, 
Wiſe nature would not let your eye 
Look on her own bright Majeſty ; 
Which had you once bur gaz'd upon, 
You could, except your ſelt, love none : 
Whit then you cannot love, let me, 
That face I can, you cannot fee. 

Now you have what to love, you'l ſay 
Whart then is left for me Ipray ? 
My face, Sweet heart, if it pleaſe thee ; 
That which you can, 1 cannot ſee: 
So cither love ſhall gain his due, 
Your's ſweet in mc, and mine in you. 


— 


An Eglogue occaſion'd by two Doftors diſpiitirs 
upou Predeſtiaation, 


| Corydon, | 
O jolly Thyrſss 4 whither in ſuch haſt ? | 
Ig for a wager that thou run'ſt ſo faſt ? | 
Or paſt your hour below yon haw=thorntreg 
Dath longing Galatea look for thee ? ; 
G 3 al Thyrſs. 
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Thyrfss, 
No Corydon, I heard young Daphnzs ſay 
Alleris chilieng'd Tyterss to day 
Wo b.{t ſhall ting of Shepherds Arrt,& prailc; 
Bur hark I hear*emy liſten to their laies. 
Tyterus. 
Alexis read, what means this maſtique thing ? 
An Ewe 1 had two Lambs at once did bring; 
Ty one b lack as Jer; the other white as ſnow : 
Say in juſt providence how it could be ſo? 
Alents. 
Will you Pan's goodneſs therefore partiall call, 
That might as well haye given the none at all ? 
CMS. 
Were they not both eand by the ſelf ſame Ewe? 
How could they merit then ſo different hue? 
Poor Lamb alas; & couldft rhou, yer unborne , 
Sin to deſerve the guilt of ſuch a ſcorne ! 
Thou hadſt nor yer fouPd a religious ſpring, 
Nor fed on plors of hollowed graſs, to bring 
Staines to the fleece; nor browz'd upon a tree 
Sacred to Paz or Pales Deitic, 
The Gods are ignorant if they not foreknow; 
And knowing, *tis unjuſt to w, thee ſo. 
Alexts, 
Tytir with me conterd, or Corydon; 
Bur let the Gods, and their high wills alone; 
Eor 3n our flocks that freedome challenge we 
The kid 15 {acrific'd, and that goes free. 
Tyterus. 
Feed where you will my Lambs;what boots ir us 
' To warch,and watersfold, and drive you thus ! 
This on tae barren mountains fleth can gleanz 
Thar fed in flowry paſturcs will be leane, 
| Alexts. 
Plow, ſow, and compals, nothing boars ar all, 
Uulzſs the due upon the Tilchs do fall 


Een oo ab pl. 
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$9 labour filly Shepheards what we can, 
All's vain unleſs a bleiting drop from Paz, 
Tyteris. 
Il thrive thy Ewes if thou tale Iyes mainrain, 
Alewts. 
And my thy Goares m.{carry ſawcy fwain! 
| Thyrſts. 
Fie,Shepheards fi-! vivle you cle ſtrifes begin, 
Here creeps the Woolf,& there the Fox. gets in. 
To your vain piping on lo d:ep a Reed 
The Lambkfns liſten, bur forget to feed, 
It gentle Swains behirs of Love to fing, 
How love lefe Heaven,& heaven's immortal King, 
His Cozternal Father, O admire, 
Love is a SORnNe as ancient as 11s Sire. 
His Morher was a Virgins ow could come 
A birth fo great, and trom fo chaſt a womb. 
His cradle was a inznzer; Shepheards ſee 
True faith delights m poore Cmglicicy. 
H- pre{v'd no grapes,nor prun'd the fru:tful vine, 
But could of water make a brisker wine. 
Nor did ie plough the earth, and to his barne 
The harveſt bring, nor chreſh,and grind the Corne; 
Without all theſz Love could ſ:pply our need ; 
Ard with five loaves five thouſand hungers feed; 
More wonders did he, for all which ſuppoſe. 
How he was crown'd with L:lly, or with Roſe? 
The winding [vy, or the glorious Bay), 
Orc Mirtle, with the which YVeass they (ay, 
Girts hir proud Teinples? Shepherd: none of them 
But wore { poor head } a thorny Diadem. 
Feer to the Lame he gave;with which they run 
To work their Surgions laſt deſtcu&ion. 
The blind from him had eyes,bur us'd that light 
Like Bafiliſques to kill him with their fight. 
Laſtly he was betray*d ( © (ing of this ) 
How love could be ns on "Was With & kiſs. 
4 


And 


And then his innocent hands, and guilrleſs feer 
Were nail'd unto the Croſs, ſtriving to meer 
In his ſpread Arms his Spouſe ; ſo mild in ſhow 

He ſecm'd to court th* Imbraces of his foe. 

Through his pierc'd fide, through which a ſpear wasſent 
A torrent of all flowing Balſame went. 

Run Amarillts, run : . one drop from thence 

Cures thy {ad ſoul, and drives all anguiſh hence. 

Go ſun-burn'd Theſtylzs, go and repair 

Thy beauty loſt and be again made fair. 

Loveeſick Amyntas get a Philtrum heres 

To make thee lovely to thy truly dear. 

But coy Licorts take the Pearl from thine, 

And take the blood-ſhot from Alexis eyne. 

Wear this an Amuler againſt all Syrens ſmiles, 

The ſtings of ſnakes, and Tears of Crocodiles, 

Now Love is dead : Oh no, he never dies ; 

Three days he fleeps, and then again dorh riſc, 

(Like fair Aurore from the Eaſtern Bay) 

And with his beams drives all our clouds away ; 

This pipe unto our flocks, this ſonner get. 

But hoc, I ſce the Sun ready to ſer, 

Good night to all, for the great night is come z 

Flocks to your folds, and Shepherds hye you home, 

To morrow morning when we all have fe , 

Pans Gornet's blown, and the great Sheep-ſhear”s kepr. 


Oy 


An Eglogue to My, Johnſon. 


Titytus, 
LJNdcr this Beech why firſt thou here ſo fad 
Son Damon, that was erſt a Jovyial lad ? 
Theſe groves were wont to Eccho with the ſound 
Of thy ſhrill rced, while every Nymph danc'd round, 
Rouſe up thy ſoul, Parnaſſus mount ſtands high, 
And muſt be climb*d with paiafull induſtry. 


Datnon. 


Nx 


kB a IC —_u_—_ 
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”" Damn. You Father on his forked top fir ſtill, 
And ſee us panting up ſo ſteep a hill ; | 
But I have broke my Reed and deeply ſivere 
Never with wax , never to joyn it more. 

Tyr. Fond Boy *rwas raſhly done ; I meant to theey 
Of all rhe ſonnes I have by legacie 

To have bequeath'd my pipe *_ thee , rhee of all, 
I meant it ſhould her ſecond Maſter call. 

Dom. And do you think I durſt preſume to play 
Where Tityrus had worn his lip away ! 

Live long thy ſclfrotune it : *ris from thee, 

It has not from it ſelf ſuch Harmony. 

Bur if we ever ſuch diſaſter have, 

As to compoſe our Tityrus in his grave * 

Yonder upon yon aged Oak, that now 

Old trophies beares, on every ſacred boy, 

Wee'le hang itup a relique, we will do it, 

And learned ſwaines ſhall pay devotion to it. 

Tyr. Canſt thou farewell unto the Muſes bid ? 
Then Bees ſhall loath the Thymethe new-wean'd Kid 
Browze on the buds no more, the teeming Ewes 
Hence fort h the tender fallows ſhall refuſe. 

Dom, I by thoſe Ladies now do nothing ſer , 
Let'm for me ſome other ſervant ger : 

They ſhall no more be Miſtreſles of mine, 

No, though my pipe had hope to equal thine, 
Thine which the floods have ſtopt rheir courſe to hear; 
To which the ſpotted Linx hath lent an ear. 
Which while the ſeveral Echoes would repeat, 
The Mufick has been ſweet, the Act fo great 

Thar Pax himſelf amaz'd at thy deep aires, 

Sent thee of his own bowl to drown thy cares. 

Of all the Gods Pax doth the pipe reſpe, 

The reft unlearned pleaſures more afte&, 

Paz can diſtinguiſh what thy raptures be 

From Bavius looſe laſcivious Minſtraltie, 

Or Mevtus windy Bagpipe, Mevins , he 

Whose wit 18 bur a Tayern Tympanic, 
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If ever I flock of my own do feed, I 
My fatteſt Lambs thall on his Altar bleed. T 
Tyt. Two Altars I will build tim, and each year B 
Will ſacrifice two well-fed Bullocks rhere; T 
Two that have horns that while they butting ſtand, 
Strike from their fzer a cloud of numerous ſand. 
But what can make thee leave the Muſes, man; A 
Thar ſuch a Patron haſt as mighty Pan? C 
Whence is this fury? Did che partial eare C 
I 
] 
] 


Of the rude Vulgar, when they late did hear 
Egon and thee contend which beſt ſhould play, 
Him Vitor deem, and give thy kid away ? 
Does Amarillzs cauſe this high diſpair > 

Or Galatea'”s coyneſs breed thy care ? 

Dam. Neither of theſe; the vulgar I contemne; 
Thy pipe not alwaies Tyter#s wins with them: 
And as for Love infooth I do not know 

Whether he weares a bow, and ſhafts or no. 

Or did 1, I a way could quickly find, 

To win the beautenus Galatea*s mind, 

Or Amarillis:; I to both conld fend 

Apples that with Hyſperia : fruit contend? 

And on occaſion could have quickly gueſt 

Where two fair:ng-doves builc rh-;r \merous net. 
Tyt. if none of theſe, my Damon, t!1cn ar2ad 

What other cauſe can ſo much paſſion breed ! 
Dan, Father, I will, in thoſe indulgent eares 

I dare unload the burden of my feares. 

The Reapers that wita whetrzd fickles Rand, 
Gathcring their falling cares i*th? other hand ; 
Though they endure the 'corching ſummers hear, 
Have yet ſome wages co allay rheir ſweat: 

The Lopper that doth fell rhe ſturdy Oak, 

Labours , yer has good pay for every ſtroke. 

The Plowman is rewarded: only we 

That (ing) are paid with our melody; 
Rich churles have learnt to praile us, and armairey 
ut have not learnt to think us worth the hire. 
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So toyling Ants perchance are like ta hear 
The {ſummer Muſique of the Gra{-hopper, 
Bur after rather let him ſtzrve with pain, 
Then ſpare him from their ſtore one ſingle grain, 
As when great 7205 beautioas Bird diſplaies 
Her ſtarry tail, the boyes doe runand gaze 
Ar her proud-train; ſo look they now ada ics 
On Poets; and do think if they bur praiſ ez 
Or pardon what we fing, enongh they do: 
I, and "tis well if they doe {9 mi1ch too, 
My rage T3 (\ well {9 high I cannn. ſpeak its 
Had1 Pars pipe or thine, Inow ſhould break it ! 
Tir, Ler Moles delight in exrth 3 Swine dung=hils rake; 
Crows pray on Carijon; Frogs a pletture r1ke 
In ſlimy pooles; and Niggards wes1:1; d.n're; 
But we whoſe foules are niaqe of piirer fires 
Have other aims:Who ſongs for giin lvth made, 
His of a Liberal Science fram*d a Trade. 
Hark how the Nicingile in yonder tree, 
Hid in the boughs, warbles melodiouſly 
Her various muſique forth, while the whole Quire 
Of other birds flock round, and all admire ! 
But who rewards her? will the ravenous Kite 
Part with her prey to pay for her delight? 
Or will the foolith, painted, pracling Jay 
Noy turnd a hearer, to requite her play: 
Lend her a ſtraw, or any of the reſt 
Fetch hex a feather when ſhe builds her neft? 
Yer {ings ſhe ne*re the leſs till every dzn 
Do catch ar her laſt notes: And ſhall I then 
His fortunes, Damon, *beve my own commet.d, 
Who can more cheeſe into the market ſend ? 
Clowns for poſterity may cark and care, 
That cannot out-live death bur in an Heir: 
By more then wealth we propagate our Names » 
Thar truſt nor to ſucceſſions, bur our Fames. 
Ler hide-bound churles yoak the laborious Oxc, 
Milk hundred Goats, & ſhear a thouſand flocks; 


Plants 
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Plant gainful Orchards, and in filver ſhine 
Thou of all fruits ſhonldſt only prune the Vine : 
Whole fruit being taſted might ere thy brain 
Torexch ſome laviſhing high and lofty ſtrain ; 
The double birth of Bacchus to expreſs, 
Firſt in the Grape, the ſecond in the Preſs, 
And therefore tell me boy, whar is 't can move 
Thy mind being f11cd on the Muſes Love ? 

. Dam. When I cont:nted liv'd by Chams fair fixcamsy 
Without deſire to ſes the prouder Thames, 
I had no flock to care for, but could fir 
Under a W.llow covert, and repeat 
Thoſe deep and learned layes, on every part 
Grounded on judgment, (ubcilty, and Art, 
That the great Tutor to the greateſt King, 
The Shepherd of Stagira us'd to fing 
The Sheperd of Stagira, that. unfolds 


Al natuxcs cloſer, ſhowes whar e're ir holds, 

The matter, form, ſenſe, motion, place, and meaſure 

Ofevery thing contain'd in her vaſt treaſure : 

How elements do change, what is the cauſe 

Of Generation ; what the Rule and Laws 

The Orbs do move by ; Cenſures cuery ſtarre, 

Why this is fixt , and that irregular ; 

Knowes all the Heavens, as if he had been here, 

And help't each Angel turn about her ſphcare. 

The thirſty Pilgrim travelling by land, 

When the hierce Dog-ſtarre doth the day command, 

Halfchoak't whit! duſt parch't with che ſoulcry hear ; 

Tir'd with his journey, and o'recome wich ſwear, 

Finding a gentle ſpring, at her cool brink 

Doth not with more delight fit down and dr inks 

ThenI record his ſongs ſeeing a cloud, 

And fearing to be wer do run and ſhroud 

Under a buſh, when he would fit and tell 

The cauſe that made her miſty womb to ſwell ; 

Why it ſomerimes in drops of rain doth flow, 

Sometumes diffolyes her {elf in flakes of ſnow : * 
or 
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or gx22d he ar a Comet bur wouid frame 
reaſon why it wore 4 beard of flame, 
BAh Tityrizs, I would with all my hearty 
Even with the beſt of my carv'd mazers part, 
To hear him, as he us'dy divincly ſhewy 
Whar *tis that paints the divers colour'd bow : 
Whence thunders are diſckarg'd, whence the winds ſtray, 
What foot through heaven hath worn the milky way 3 
And ye: I let rhis true dclight alone, 
-Call'd thence to keep the flock of Corydon. 
Ah woe is me angthers flock to keep 5 
The care is mine the Maſter ſheares the ſheep ! 
A flock it was that would not keep together 3 
A flock that had no fleece, when it came hither, 
Nor would it learn to liſten to our layes, 
For twas a flock mide up of ſeveral ſtrayes 2 
Ard nowlI would recwurn to Cham, I hezr 
A deſolation frights the Muſes there ! 
With ruſtique Ars I mcan to ſpena my time ; 
Teach me there father to preſerve my time. 
Tyt. To morrow morning I will counſcl! rhee, 
Meer me at Faxnus Beech , for now you ſee - 
How larger ſhadows from the Mountains fall, 
And Corydon doth Damon, Damon call. 
Damon, *tis time my flock were in the fola, 
More then high time : did you not erſt behold 
How Heſperus above yon cluuds appear'd, 
Heſperss leading forth his beauccous heard ? 


A Paſtoral (ourtſhip. 


Ehold theſe woods and mark my Sweet 
How all the boughes together meer | 
The Cedar his fair Gs Gibleves, 
And mixes branches with the Bayes 
The lofty Pane deignes to deſcend, 
And ſturdy Oakes do gently bend. 
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One with another ſubtly weayes 
Into one loom their various leayes; 

As all :mbitious were to be 

Mine and 2þ:11ts canopie ! 

Ler's :nter , avd diſcourſe our Loves; 
Tile are,zmy Dear, no tel-rale groves ! 
There dwell av Pyes nor Parrots there, 
To prate again the words they hear. 
Nor babling Echo, that will tell 
T he neig.1boring 1ulls one ſyllable. } 

Being enter'd lers rogetl.er lye, 
Twin'd like the Zodzaks Gemmn! ! 

How ſoon the flowers do ſweeter ſmell? 
And all with emulation (well 

T9 be thy pillow ? Theſe for thee 
Were meant a bed, and thou for me, 
And | may with us juſt eſteem 

Preſs theezas thow maiſt lic on them. 
And why fo coy > What dſt thou fear ? 
There lurkes n> ſpeckled Serpent here, 
No venomous ſnake makes tlus his rode, 
No Kanker, nor the loarhſome ted. 
And yon poore ſpider on the tree, 

Thy ſpiniter will, no poiſoner be. 
There is no Erog to leap, and fright 
Thee from my arms, aud break delight; 
Nor ſnail that ore thy coar ſhall trace, 
And leave behind a ſlimy lace. 

This is the hallowed ſhrine of Love; 
No waſp nor hornet haunts this grove, 
Nor piſmire to make pimples riſe 

Upon thy ſmooth and ivory rhiges. 

No danger in theſe ſhades doth lie, 
Norhing that wears a ſting bur 1: 

Ani init doch no venoms dell ; 
Although perchance it make thee ſwell. 

Being ſer, ler's ſport a while my Fair, 
I will ryc Love knors in thy hair, 
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See Zephorus through the leaves doth ſtray, 
And has free liberty to play 3 
And braids chy locks : And ſhall I find 
Leſs favor then a ſawcy wind ? 

Now let me fir and fix my eyes 

Oa rhee that art my Paradiſe. 
Thou art my all ; the ſpring remains 
In the fair violets of thy veins : 

And thar it is a ſummers day 

Ripe Gherrics in thy lips diſplay- 

And when for Autumne I would ſeck, 
*Tis in the Apples of thy cheek. 

But that which only moves my {marts 

Is to ſee winter in thy heart, 

Strange, witen at once in one appear 

All the four feaſons of the year / 

Ple cla'p hat neck where ſhould be ſer 

A rich and Oricnt Carkenet ; 

Bur {wains are poor; admit of then 

More natur?l chains, the arms of men. 
Come !:r me touch thoſe breſts, har {well 
Like yo fair Mountains, and may well 
Be ſtil'd the Alpes bur that I fear 

The ſnow h18 1-{s of whi:neſs there. 

Bur fizy ( my ove) a faulc 1 ſpy, 

Wiy are theſe two fair fourt.uns dry ? 
Which if they run, ro Muſe would picaſe 
To taſt of any {pring but theſe, 

And Ganymed employ'd hould be 

To fetch his 7ove Ncdlar from thee. 
Thou ſhalc be Nur fair Venus ſwears, 
To the next Cupid that ſhe bears. 

Were it not chen diſcreetly done 

To ope one ſpring to let-rwo runne ? 

Fy, fy, this Belly, Beaury's mint 3 
Bluſhes toſer ny coyn tampr in't, 
Emrloy it t%cn, for thcugh it be 
Our wealth, ic is our royalcic . 


| . 

34 POEMS, 

And beauty will havecurrant grace 

That bears the Image of your face 

How to the touch the Ivorie rhighes 

Veil gently, and again do riſe, 

As pliable to impreſſion, 

As Virgins wax or Par!an fbone 

Diffoly'd to ſoftneſs ; plump, and full, 

More white and ſoft then Cot ſall Wool, 

Or Cotton from the Indian Tree, 

Or pretty filk-wormes huſwiferie z 

Theſe on two Marble pillars rais'd 

Make me in doubt which ſhould be prais'd ; 

They, or their Columnes muſt ; but when 

Tview thoſe feet which I have ſeen 

So nimbly trip it o're the Lawns, 

Thar all the Satyrs and the fawns 

| Have ſtood amaz'd, when they would paſſe 
Over the layesz and nor a gras 

Would feel rhe weight, nor ruſh nor bent, 

Drooping betray which way you went ; 

O then I felt my hor deſires 

Burn more, and flame with double fires. 

Come ler thoſe thighes, thoſe legs, thoſe feer 

With mine in thouſand windings meer, 

And woven in more ſubtle twines 

Then woodbine, Ivy, or the vines. 

For when Love ſces us circling thus, 

Hele like no Arbor more then us. 

Now ler us kiſs, would you be gone ? 

Manners at leaſt allows me one : 

Bluſh you ar this ? pretty one ſtay, 

And I will take that kiſs away. 

Thus with a ſecond and that too 

A third wipes off : ſo will we goe 

To numbers that the ſtarres ovrrun, 

And all the Atoms in the Sun. 


For though we kiſs till Phebus ray Þ 


Sink in the Seas, and kifling ſtay 
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Till fis bright beams return again, 
There can of all but one remain : 

# And if for one good manners call, 

& In one, good mariners, grant me al 
Are kiſſes ? all rhey bur fore-run 
# Another dury ro be done, 

What would you of that Minſtrel (a; 
That tunes his pipes and will not play ? 
| Say what are blovioms in their prime, 
Thar ripen not in harveſt time ? 

Or what are buds rhatne re diſcloſe 
The long d for ſweerneſs of the rofe ? 
$o kiſles ro a Lovergs gueſt. 
Arc invitations not the feaſt. 
See every thing that we eſpy 
Is fruirtul, ſaving you and TI: 
View all the fields, ſurvey the bowers, 

The buds, the blofloms, and the flowers; 
And fay if they ſo rich could be 

In barren baſe Virginitie; 

Earths not ſo coy as you are now; 

Bur willingly admits the plow. 

For how had man or beait been fed, 

If ſhe had kept her maidenhead ? 

Celia once coy as are the reſt, 

Hangs now a babe on cither breſt 

And Chlorss fince a-man ſhe rook, 

Has leſs of greenneſs in her took. 

Our ews have can'd, and every damme 
Gives ſtick unto her render Lamb. 

As by theſe groves we walk'd along, 
Some Birds were feeding of their young, 
Some on rheir eggs did brooding fit, 

Sal that they had nor hatch*d rhem' yer, 
Thoſe that were ſlower then rhe ceſt 
were bufic building 6fthe neſt. 
You only will nor pay the fine 
You yow*©d and ow*d to LEES. 
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As you were angling in the brook 

Wirth filken line and filver hook, 
Through Chryſtal ſtreams you might deſcry 
How vait and numberleſs a fry 

The fiſh had ſpawn'd, that all along 

The banks were crowded with a throng. 
And ſhall fair Venus more command 

By water then ſhe does by Land ? 

The Phemx chaſt, yer when ſhe dycs, 
Her ſelf with her own aſhes lyes. 

Burt ler thy love more wiſely thrive 

To do the a@ while tart alive, 

"Tis time we left our childiſh Love 

Thar trades for royes, and now approve 
Our abler skill ; rhey are not wiſe 

Look Babies only in the cyes. 

That ſmoorh red ſmile ſhews what you meant, 
And modeft filence gives conſent. 

Thar which we now prepare, will be 

Beſt done in filent ſecreſie. 

" Come do not weep, what is t you fear ? 
Leaſt ſome ſhould know what we did here ? 
See not a flowre you preſt isdead, 

Bur re-creas his hended head ; 

That whoſoe're ſhall paſs this way 

Knows not by theſe where Phills lay. 

And in your forehead rhere ir.none 

Can read the a& that we have done. 


Phyllis. 
Poor credulous and fimple maid ! 
'By what ſtrange wiles art thou betraid ! 
A treaſure rhou haſt loſt ro day 
For which thou canſt no ranſome pay. 
How black arc thou transformd with fin ! 
How ſtrange a guilt gnaws me within ! 
Grief will convert thus red to pale 
When every wake, and Whittund-ale 


Shall 
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hall ralk thy ſhame 3 break, break ſad heart, | 
here is no Medicine for my ſmarr ; 
No hearb nor balm can cure my ſorrow, 
Unleis you meet again to morrow, 


__——_—_—. 


Upon a very deformed Gentlewoman, biit of a voice 
incomparable ſweet. 


{chun ſweet Lesbia's voice to hear, ' 
O that the pleaſure of the ear 
Contented had rhe apperirte 3 

Bur I muſt ſar1sfie the fight 3 

Where ſuch a face I chanc'd to ſee 


From which good Lord deliver me, 

Pit not prophane if I ſhould tell 

I rhoughr her one of thofe thar fell 

With Lucifers Apoſtare train, 

Yer did her Angels voice retain ? 

A cherubin her notes deſcry'd, 

A Devill every where beſide. 

Ask the dark woods, and they'le confeſs 

None did ſuch Harmony expreſs 

Ta all their bowres from May to June, ' 

Yernere was face fo ont of rune. 

Her Virginall-teeth falſe rime did keep, 

Her wrinkled forhead went too deep. 

Lower then Gammut ſunk her eyes, 

*Bove Ela though her noſe did riſe. 
Fle truſt Mufitians now, that tel! 

Beſt muſique dorh in diſcords dwell. 

Her ayres enrich'd the gentle quire 

Of Birds ro come, who all admire, 

And would with pleaſure longer ſtay. 

Bur rhat her looks frights them away. 

Which for a good Priapus goes, | 
And well may ſerve to ſcare the crows. © f 
H 2 


| Her voice might rempt th* immorrcal race 
\ Bur ler her only ſhew her face, 
And ſoon fhe might extinguiſh thus 
The luſting of an Incubus. 
So have [ ſeen a Lute ofre worn, 
Old and rotten, patchr and torn, 
So raviſh with a ſound, and bring 
A cloſe ſo {weer to every ſtring, 
As would ſtrike wonder in our ears, 
And work anenvy in the Sphears. 
= monſter ſtrange, what maiſt thou be ? 
Whence ſhall I ferch thy Pedigree ? 
Whar but a Panther could beger 
A beaſt fo foule, a breath ſo (weet ? 
Or thou of Syrens iſſue art, 
If rhey be fiſh the upper parr. 
Or elſe blind Homer was not mad 
Then, when he ſung Ulyſſes had 
So ſtrange a gift from Molus, 
Who odour-breathing Zephyrus 
In ſeveral borrles did incloſe 3 
For certain thou art one of rhoſe. 
Thy looks, where other women place 
Their chiefeſt pride, is thy diſgrace. 
The tongue, a part whichus*d to be 
Worſt in thy Sex, is beſt in thee. 
Were I bur now to chooſe my dear 
Not by my eye but "oy .my ear, 
Here would I dore ; how ſhall I woo 
Thy voice, and not thy body roo ? 
Then all rhe hrood I ger of thee, 
Would Nigttingalesand Cygnets be : 
Cygners bertmes their rhroats ro try, 
Borne with more Muſique rhen' they dye. 
Say Lesbia, ud what god will bleſs 
Our loves with-ſo much happineſs ? 
Some women are all tongue, bur & 
Why art not thou my Lesb1a ſo ? 


Ti 
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o make thee bur inviſible; 

Dr die | reſign thy ſelf ro death, 

And I will catch thy lateſt breath 

Bur that the noſe will ſcarcel fear 

Find it fo ſweet as did rhe ear. 

Or if thou wouldſt nor have me coy, 

As was the ſelf-inamour*d Boy, 
Turn onely voice, an Echo prove, 

Here, here, by heav*n, Ifle fit my Love ; 
If not, you gods, to eaſe my mind, 

Or make her dumb, or ſtrike me blind 3 
For grief, and anger in me riſe, 


| Whil*ſ ſhe hath tongue, or I haye eyes. 


_— —_—___—_— 


xy looke doth ſpeak rhee witch ; one ſpell 
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The Milk-maids Epithalamium, 


JOy ro the Bridegroom and rhe Bride 
Thar lie by one anothers ſide ! 

O fhne upon the Virgin-Beds 

No lofs is pain bur Maiden-heads. 

Love quickly ſend the time may be 

When I ſhall deal my Roſemary ! 


T long ro fimper at a feaſt, 

To dance, and kiſs, and do the reſt. 
WhenlT fhall Wed, and Bedded be, 
O rhen the qualme comes over me, 
And tells rhe ſweetneſs ofa Theam 
Thar I nere knew bur in a dream. 


You Ladies have the bleſſed nights, 

I pine inhope of ſuch delights : 

And filly Damfel only can © 

Milk the Cows teats, and think on man, 
And ſigh and wiſh to taſte and prove 


The wholeſome Sill ibub of-Loye. 
| / H3 


Make 
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Make haſt, at once twin-Brothers beare 
And leave new matrer for a ſtarre. 
Women and ſhips are never ſhown 

So fair as when their ſails are blown. |, 
Then when rhe Midwife hears your moan, 
Vle figh for griefe that I have none. 


And you, deare Knighr, whoſe every kiſſe 
Reaps the full crop of Capils bliiſe, 

Now you have found conteſs and tell 
That fingle ſheers do make up hell, 

And then ſo charitable be 

To get a man to pitty me. 


——_—_ 


- — _——_— 
—— 


An Eglogae on the noble Aſſemblies revived on 
Cotſwold Hills, by M. Robert Dover. 


Collen. Thenot. 


V Var Clod-pares, Thenot, are our Brittiſh Swaing 
How Lubber-like they loll upon the plains ? 

No life, no ſpirit in e'm; every Clown 

Soon as helays his Hook and Tarbox down, _ 

Thar oughr to take his Reed, and chant his layes, 

Or nimbly run the winding of the Maze, " 

Now gets a buſh to room himſelf, and ſleep; 

"Tis hard ro know the ſhepherd from rhe hee 

And yer merhinks our Engliſh poſtures be 

As flowrie as the Lawns of Arcade 3 


p. 


Our Virgins blich as theirs, nor can proud Gyeece 
Boaſt purer ayre, nor ſheere a finer tleece. 

The. Yet view their out-fide, Collcn, your would ſay 
They have as much brawn in rheix necks as thev-. 
Fair Tempe brags of luſty arms thar ſwell * 
With able finews, and might hurle as well , 

The weighty ſedge ; their legs; and thighes of bone, 
Great as Coloſſus, yer their ſtrengrh is gong; bh 
BED They 
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They look like yonder man of wood, that ſtands 
To bound the limits of the Pariſh-lands. 
Doſt thou ken, Collen, what the cauſe might be 


Of ſuch a dull and general Lethargie ? | 
Col.Swain, with their ſports their ſouls were ta'ne away 
Till rhen they all were aGtive, every day ; 

They exercis*'d to weild their limbs, that now 

Are numb'd ro every thing but flail and Plow ; 
Early in May up got the jolly rout, 

Call'd by the Lark, ard ſpred the fields abour : 
One for ro breath himſelf, would . courfing be 

From this ſame Beech, to yonder Mulberie, 

A (ſecond leapt, his ſupple nerves to trie, 

A third was prattifing his Melody. 

This anew }1g was footing, others were 

Buſjed at wreſtling, or to throw the Barre : 
Ambirious which ſhould bear the Bell away, 

And kiſs rhe Nut-hbrown Lady of the May. 

This ſtirr d 'em up 3 a jolly ſwain was he 

Whom Peg and Suſan after Vikory | 
Crown d with a garland rhey had made beſer 

With Daifies, Pinks, and many a Violer, | rs 
Couſlip, and Gillilower. Rewards though (mall, - . 
Encourage vertue 3 but if none at all p26 
Mcet her ſhe languiſherh, and lyes, as now - -, -..”, 
Where worths deny d the honour of a bough, 
And, Thenot, this the cauſe I-read to be 

Of ſuch a dull and generall Lerhargie. ex $a | 
The. Ill rhrive:the Lowr: char did rheir mirth gain-ſay, 
Wolves haunt theſe flocks, that rook rhoſe ſparts away ! 
Coll. Some melancholy ſwains abour have gone | ; 
To teach all zeal their own complexion : 

Choler rhey will admit-ſomertimes I ſee, 

Bur Flegme, and Sanguine-no Religions be, 

Theſe reach that Dancing-is a-lezabel 3 GIEy 

And Barley-break, the ready way ro Hell, . 

The Morice Idols, Whitſun'-ales can be 

Bur prophane Reliques ot. a Jubilee ? 
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Theſe in a zeal, tfexpreſs how much they do 

The Organs hate, have filencd Bag-pipes too z 

And harmleſs May-poles, all are rail*d upon 

Asif they were the rowers of Babylon. 

Some thin not fir there ſhould be any ſporr 

J*t h Countrey, *t1s a- diſh proper ro th<* Court, 

Mirth not becomes *en, ler the ſawcy ſwain 

Eat Beef, and Bacon, and go ſweat again, 

Beſides, whar ſport can in their paſtimes be 

when all is bur ridiculons fopperie ? 

The.Collen, 1 once the famous Spain did ſee, 

A nation glorious for her gravityz 

Yet there an hundred Knights on warlike Stceds 

Did skirmiſh our a fight, arm*d bur with Reeds ; 

Ar which a thouſand Ladies eycs didgaze, 

Yet *rwas no berter then our Priſon-baſe. 

Whart 15 the Barriers bur a Courtly way 

Of our more down-righr ſport, the Cudgell play ? 

Foor-ball with us may be with them Balcone, 

As they at Tilt, ſo we at Quinrain run. 

And thoſe old Paſtimes reliſh beſt with me, 

Thar have leaſt Arr, and moſt fimplicity, 

Collen, rhey ſay at Court there is an Art 

To dancea Ladies honour from her heart ; 

Such wiles poor Shepherds know not z all rheir ſence 

Is dull ro any thing but Innocence. 

The Countrey Laſle, although her dance be good, 

Stirs not anothers Galliard in the Blood, 

And yer their ſports by ſame cantroul*d have been, 

Who think there is no mirth bur whar is fn. 

. O might I but their harmleſs Gambols ſee ' 
Reſtor*d unto an ancient liberry, . 

Where ſporleſs dalliance traces ofre the Plains, 

And harmleſs Nymphs jet it with harmleſs ſwains. 

To ſee the age again of Innocent Loves | 

Twine cloſe as Vines, yet kiſs as chaſt as Doves. 

Merhinks I could the Thractan Lyre have ſtrung, 

Or run'd my whiſtle ro the Mantuan ſong. =» 
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Coll. Then tune thy whiſtle boy, and ftring thy Lyre, 
That age is come again 3 thy brave defire 
Pan hath approv d; dancing ſhall be this year 
Holy as is the motion of a Sphear. 
The. Collen, with ſweeter breath fame never blew 
Her ſacred Trump, if this good news be true ! (land 
Coll. Knowſt rhou nor Cotſwold hills ? To. rhrough all the 
No finer Wool runs through the ſpinſters hand Fok 
Bur filly Collen. 111 thou doſt divine 3 | 
Canſt rhou miſtake a Bramble for a Pine ? 
Or rhink this buſh a Ceqar ? or ſuppoſe 
Yon Hamlet, where to ſleep cach ſhepherd goes 
In circuit, buildings, people, power and name. : 
Equals the bow ftring d by the filver Thame ? 
As well thou maiſt their ſports with ovrs compare 
As the ſoft Wool of Lambs, with the Goars hair, * 
Coll. Laſt evening Lad, I mer a noble ſwain, 
That ſpurr'd his ſprightful Palfrey ore the plain, 
His head with ribbands crown d, and dekr as gay 
AS any Laſs vpon her Bridall day : 
I rhought (what eafie faiths we ſhepherds prove) 
This, not the Bull, had been Europas Love! 
I ask*t the cauſe ; rhey told me this was he, 
Whom this days rriumph crown d with vi&ory : 
Many brave \teeds there were, ſome you ſhould find 
So fleer as they had been ſons of the wind: 
Orhers with hoofs ſo ſwifr, beat o re the race 
As if ſome engine ſhor 'emro the place. 
So many, and fo well wing'd ſteeds there were 
As all rhe brood of Pegaſus had been there. 
Rider and horſe could nor diſtinguiſh d be, 
Both ſeem'd conjoyn'd a Centaurs progeny. 
A numerous troop they were, yer all fo lighr 
Earth never groan*d, nor felt *em in their flight! 
Such Royal paſtimes Cotſwold mountains fill, 
When genrle ſwains viſit her glorious hill : 
Where with ſuch packs of hounds rhey hunting go 
As Cyrut nere did wind his Bugle ta: {503-00 
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Whoſe noyſe is muſical, and with full cries 

Bears o're the fields, and Ecchocs through ;the $kies, 
Orion hearing wiſh'd to leaye his Sphear, 

And call his dog from heaven to ſport ir there, 

Watt chough he fled for life, yet joy*d withall 

So brave a dirge ſung forth his funerall. 

Nor Syrens ſweetlier trill, Hares as they flie 

Look back, as glad ro liſten, loth ro die. 

The. No doubt but from this brave Heroick fire 

In rhe more noble hearts, ſparks of defire 

May warme the colder boores, and emulous ſtrife 
Give the old Mirth and Innocence anew lite, 

When thoughts of fame their quickned ſouls ſhall fill 
Ar every glance that ſhews *em Cotſwold hill. 

Coll. There Shepherd, there, the ſolemn games he plaid, 
Such as great Tyeſeus, or Alcides made : 

And Fove defires had his invention been 

Such as Ap?Ihowiſhes he had ſeen, 

The Nemean, and Iſthmian paſtimes ſtill 

Though dead in Greece, ſurvive on Cotſwold hill. 

The. O happy hill ! the gentle Graces now 

Shall rrip ore Thine and leave Crtherons brow : 

P arnaſſus clift ſhall ſink helow his ſpring, 

And every Muſe ſhall on rhy frontler ſing. 

The Goddefles again in ſtrife ſhall be, 

And from Monnt 14a make appeal ro rhee ; 

Olympus pay thee homage, and in dread 

The aged Alpes ſhall how his ſnowy head ; 

Flora with all her ſtore thy Temples Crown, 

Whoſe height ſhall reach the ſtars : Gods looking down 
Shall bleſs the Incenſe thar thy flowers exhale, 

And make thee horh a Mountain and a Yale. 

How many Ladies on thy top ſhall meer, 

And preſsthy treſles with their od'rovs feet ? 

Whoſe eyes when wondring 'men ſce from afar. 
Thcyle think rhee Heaven and cach of them a ſtarr, 
Bur genrle Collen ſay what God or man 

Fame we for this great work, Daphnis or Pan? 


Cel. 
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Col. Daphnis is dead, and Pan hath broke his Reed, 
Tell all your flocks 'tis Joviall Dovers deed, 
Behold the Shepherds in their ribbands goe, 
And ſhortly all the Nymphs ſhall wear em roo : 
Amarz'd to ſee ſuch glory mer rogerher, 
Bleſs Dovers pipe, whoſe Muſique call d 'm hirher. 
Sport you my Rams at ſound of Dovers name 3 
Big-bellied ews make haſte to bring a Lamb, 
For Dovers (old : gomaids and Lillies ger 
To make him up a glorious Coroner, 
Swains keep his holy day and each man ſwear 
To Saint him in the Shepherds Calender, 


—_— ” 


Ad Medicum. 


HE», que me Cholchis magico que Theſſala canty 
Sic cruciat miſerum, (F tantts coquit ilia flammis 2 

Aut que cera meas torret liquefaFa medullas 2 

Mitius in Lybiain Phebi jubar antra leonis 

Ingreſſum fwit,gy Vulcania mitius Mina 

Seviit, ardentes cineres, multamgq; favillam 

In Calabros jaculara ſinus : Heu quis mihi veſtes 

Induit Herculeas ? nam ſentio virus, ( omnes 

Ebullire meas Neſſzo ſangurne venas \ 

Mille licet paſcas fibra creſcente volucyes, 

Felicem Titium, malto quem frigore ſtringit 

Caucaſus) 0 liceat mihi tecum monte ſub ill 

Muiternum tratare gelu, glacizq, perennt 

Demulcere animum, nivibuſq, extingure flammas \ 

Aut tecum fitiam, gelidu modo detur in undis 

Stare, tuiſq, meum lymphis ſolarter gftum, 

Tantale ; namgz uror miſere miſer, eſtuat intus 

Indomitus,totoſq; ignis depaſcitur artus. 

Dam gliſcit calor, (5 ſevo coguit 1gne cruorem, 

Intumet extemplo cutis, exuvgitq; tumeſcens 

Purpurea macula, Cy multo diſtin&a rubore z 

Non aliter quam de calo cum decidet imber, 


Pluritfa 
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Plurima (vid! genie) med: natat equore bulla 3 
Aut quale in noſtris (ſepe eſt ſpetare) culinis 

Cum primumverubus ſtridet caro : Belides, in me, 
In me perpetuam defundite, Belides, urnam. 

Gens eſt, humanos, que dicitur, impia, carnes 
Condere viſceribus 5, me, me, petat, (x voret ore 
Fam toſtum jecur : hey, fervent mea, (5 omnia membra 
Apta Thyeſtzis vivunt convivia menſis. 

At cum flamma ſatis rotos bacthata per artus 

Lenius ardeſcens deferbuit, illico turgens 

Deſcendit cutis, (4 paulo nunc mitius uror. 

Tandem omnis caloy expirat, videorque repent8 
Taygerti monty, gelidrve in vallibus Hzmi 
Ramorum denſ4 requizſcere teu in umbra. 

Ad primas revocata redit tandem improbra vires 
Flamma, premitque iterum, ſolitiſque caloribus urtt ; 
Tunc mihi ſcintillant oculi, tremulumque videntes 
Imbelli ſpeFant acte ;, bina, smnia bina, 

Conſpicor, CF binis exurgit menſa lucerns 3 

Tum vider Stygiis undis, ipſoque Acheronte 
Immergt ; videor flagranti claudier ere, 

Tnque Perillzo mugire incendia Tauro. 

Sum mew ipſe Rvgus : que tantss pabula pſſunt, 
Quovaleam tantas nutrire bitumine flammas ? 

Si qua eſt herbarum virtus (que maxima certe eſt) 
Exiinguas pluſquam Phxbeos, (Phxbe) calores - 
Extingua, precor, os cofto mihi redde ſalutem, 

Ut ſemel annoſum reparaverat Aſona Colchis, 
Utque Aries juverem rediit grandevus in Agnum. 


The Song of Orpheus. 


Aile ſacred Deſerts, whom kind nature made 
Onely to ſhelter wirh aloving ſhade, 

The now neglefed Muſick glad xo (cc 

Lions afford her hoſpitality, 


And 
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And Tigers bid her welcome, with the reſt 

Of ſavage Beaſts accept her for a gueſt, 

Since men refuſe her, and ſcarce deign an ear 

To her high notes, or if they pleaſe ro hear, 

Tis all; amongit my Pupils, you may ſee 

The Birds that learn*t their fwecteſt lajes of me 3 
Thoſe that chant Carols in this thankleſs age 

To pleaſure men, rewarded with a Cage. 


—— C— —_— 
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A Mak for Lydia. 


C weet Lydia take this Mask, and ſhroud 
Thy face within the filken clovd, ' 
And veil thoſe powerfull Skies : 
For he whoſe gazing dares ſo high aſpire, 


| Makes burning glaſles of his eyes, 
And ſers his hearr on fire, 


Veile, Lydia, veile, for unto mie 
- There is no Bafilisk bur rhee, 

Thy very looks do kill * 
Yet in thoſe looks ſo fixt is my delight, 


Poor ſoul (alas)I languiſh ſtill 
In abſence of thy FO ) 


Cloſe up thoſe eyes, or we ſhall find 
Too great a luſtre {trike us blind ! 
Or if a Ray {o good 
Ought ro be ſeen, lerir Hur then appear 
When Eagles do prodace their brood, 
To try thetr young ones there 3. | 
Or if thou would have mie to know 
How grear a brightneſs thou canſt ſhow, 
When they have loſt the Sun 3 


Then dorhou riſe, and give the world this theme, 


So/[from th* Heſperides is-run, 
And back hath whipt his teame. 


Yes 
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Yer through the Goat when he ſhall ſtray. 

Thou through the Crab muſt rake thy way 3 * 
For ſhould you borh ſhine brighr 

In the ſame Troptck, we poor moles ſhould ger 


Not fo much comfort by the light, 
As torment by the heat. 


Where®s Lydia now ? where ſhall I ſeek 
fer charming lip, her rempring cheek 
That my affettion bow'd ? 
So dark a ſable hath ecclipſt my fair, ; 


Thar I can gaze upon the cloud, 
Thar durſt not ſee the ſtarr. 


But yer methinks my thoughts begin 
To ſay there lyes a whire with, 

Thovgh black her pride controule : 
And what carelI how Hlack a face I ſee, 


So there he whitenets in the ſoul, 
Still ſuch an Ethrop be, 


Es, 
_ ——— 
A— 


A Parley with his empty Purſe, 


Furie, who'l not know you have a Poets been, 

When he ſhall look and find no gold herein ? 
Whar reſpe& (rhink you) will there now he ſhown 
To this foul neſt, when all rhe birds are flown ? 
Unnatural vacxur, can your emprinels 

Anſwer to ſome ſlight queſtions, ſuch;as theſe ? 

How ſhall my dehts he paid ? or can my ſcores 

Be cleer'd with verics ro my Creditors ? 

Hexameter's no ſterling, and I fear | | 
Whar the brain coines, goes ſcarce for currant there, 
Can meeter cancell bonds ? 1s here a rime 

Ever to hope to wipe out chalk with rime ? _ 
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Or if I now were hurrying to the jaile, 

Are the nine Muſes held ſufficient baile ? 

Would they to any compoſition come, 

If we ſhould morgage our Elyſrum 

Tempe, Parnaſſus, and the golden ſtreams 

Of Tag anc Patol, thoſe rich dreams 

Of ative fancy ? Can our Orpheus move, : 
Thoſe rocks, and itones, with his beſt ſtrains of loye ? 
Should I (like Homer) ſing in loſty rones | 
Tothem Achilles, and his Myrmidons; 

Hefor, and Ajax are but Serjeants names, 

They reliſh bay-ſalt, *bove the Epigrams 

Of the moſt ſeaſon d brain, nor will they be 

Content with Ode, or paid with Elegy. 

Muſe, burn thy baies, and thy fond quill reſfagn, 

One croſs of theirs is worth whole books of mine. 

Of all the treaſure which the Poets hold, 

There 5s none art all they weigh, excepr our gold 3 
And mine s return'd ro th” Indtes, and hath ſwore 
Never to viſit this cold climare more. 

Then crack your ſtrings good Purſe, for you need none 
Gape on, as they do to be paid, gape on, 


— 


Upon Love fondly refuſed for Conſcience ſabe, 


Nature, Creations law is judg'd by ſenſe, 
Not by the Tyrant conſcience 3 

Then our commiſſion gives us leave to doe, 
Whar youth and pleaſure promprs us to : 

For we muſt queſtion elſe heavens grear decree, 
And tax it with a Treachery 

If things made ſweet to rempr our appetite, 
Should with a guilt ſtain che delghr. 

Higher powers rule, our ſelves can nothing do 
Who made us love made 't lawſull roo. 

Itwas nor love, bur love trans'orm'd ts vice 
Raviſh'd by envious Ayarice, 


Made 
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Made womeri firſt impropriate ; All were free, 

Inclofvres mens inventions he. | 
{+ rh* golden age no aRion could be found 

For treſpaſs on my neighbours grovnd : 
Twas jult with any Fair to mix our blood ; 

The helt is moſt diftuſfive good, 

She that confines her beams to one mans ſight; 

Is a dark Lanthorn to a light. 

Say, does the Virgin-ſpring leſs chaſt appear 

Cauſe many Thirſts are quenched there ? 

Or have you not with the ſame odours mer, 

When more have ſmelt your Violer ? 

The Phenix is not angry at her ac, 

Cauſe her perfumes make others bleſt : 
Though Incenle to th* eternall gods be meant; 
Yer Morrtals Rivall in the fcent. | 
Man is the Lord of Creatures ; yet we ſce 
That all his vaſſals loves are free. | 
The ſeyere Wedlocks fetrers do nor bind 

The Pard*s inflam*d, and amorous mind 7 
Burt that he may be like a Bridegroom led 
Even to the Royal Lions hed. 

The Birds may for a year their loves confine, 

Bur make new choice each Valentine. 
ff our affe&ions then more ſervile be 

Theh: are ſlaves, wheres mans ſoveraignty ? _ 
Why then by pleaſing more, ſhould you leſs pleaſe, 

And ſpare ſweets, being more ſweet then theſe ? . 
If rhe freſh rrunk have ſap enough to give 

That each inſ(ertive Branch may live ; 

The Gardner grafts not onely Apples there, 
— But Adds the Warden and the Pear ; 
The Peach, and Apricock togerher grow, 
The Cherry and the Damſon roo, 
Till he hath made by $kilfull husbandry 
An intire Orchard of one Tree. 
So leaſt our Paradiſe perſe&ion want, 
We may inoculate and plary. 
| What*s 
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Whart*s Conſcience buta Bedtams midnight theam ? 
Or nodding Nurſes idle dream ? 

$0 feign*d as are the Goblins, Elves, andFaries 
To watch their Orchards, and their Dairies. 

For who can tell when firſt her reign begun ? 
I*rh< ſtare of innocerce was none : 

And finceTarge Conſcie ice ( as the proverb ſhews ) 

In the ſame fenſe with bad one goes ; 

|, Theleſs rhe better, then, whience this will fall, 
fe*s pericd& that hatttnone ar all. 

Suppoſe it be a virrue, rich, and pure, 

 *Tisnor for Spring or Summer fure, 

Nor yet for Airumn 5 Love mt have his prime, 
His warmer heats, and harveſt time. | 

Tilt we have flourifhd, grown, and reapr our wiſhes. 

_ What Conſcience dares oppoſe our kiſles ? 

But when rimes colder hand leads us near home, 
Then let that Winter-vertue come * 

Froſt is till then prodigious 3; we may do 
Whazyourh and pleaſure prompts us to; . 
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On Importunate Dun, 


2Ox take you all, from you my ſorrows (well 
Your Treacherovs Faith makes me turn Infidel. 
Pray vex me not for heavens ſake, or rather 
For your poor Childrens fake, or for their Farher. 
You trouble me in vain ; what fere you ſay 
I cannor, will not, nay, I ought nor pay. 
Youare Exrortioners; I was nat ſent 
T*<encreaſe,your fins, but make you all repent 
That fere you truſted me; even here, 
I houghr too cheap, becauſe you ſold roo dear, 
Learn Conſcience of your Wives, for they 1 ſwear, 
For the moſt part trade inthe berrer Ware, 
I 


Teark 
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Heark, Reader, if thou'never yet hadft one, 
Fle ſhew rhe torments o: a Cambridge Dun. 
He railes where efrc he comes, and yet can ſay 
Bur this, that Rando/ph didnot keep his day. - 
Whar ? canlI keep rhe Day, or ſtop the Sun 
From ſerring, or the Night from coming on ? 
Could I have kept dayes, I had chan2*d the doom 
Of Times and Scaſons, that had never come, 
Theſe evil (pirits haunt me every day, 

And will notler me ear, ſtudy, or pray. 

T amſo much in their Books that *tis known 
Tam too ſcldome frequent in my own. 

What dammage given to my Doors might be 
If Doors might Aﬀions have of Battery ? 
And when they find their coming ro no end, 
They Dun by Proxie, and their Letters ſend , 
Ia ſuch a ſtile as IT could never find 

In Tullie*s long, or Seneca*s ſhort wind, 


God Mater Randolph, Pardon me, I pray, 
1f I rememb-r you forget your day. 

1 kindly dealt with you, and it would be 
Unkinl in you, not 10 be kind to me. 

Tou know, Sir, | muſt pay for what I have, 
My Creditors will be paid ; therefore I crave 
Pay me as I pay them, Sir, for one Brother 

Is bound in Conſcience to pay another. 
Beſides my Land-lord would not be content 
If I ſhould dodge with him for's quarters rem 
My Wife lies in too, ant 1 needs muſt pay 
1he Mid wife, leait the fool be cajt ay ay. 
And *tis a ſecond charge to me, poor man, 
To make the new born B.be a Chriſtian. 


go 
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Beſides, the Churching a third charge will be 
In butter'd Haberdine and Frummety. 

Thus hoping you will make a Conrteous end, 

I rejt (| would thou would'ſt ) Your loving 


| ( Frieyd, 
A.B. MH. T.B. H L. 1.0, 
L.F.M.G. Finke v' [ know 
You have the ſameitile all, and as for me | c 


Such as your ſtile is, ſhall your payment be. 

Juſt all alike : See what a curſed Spell. 

Charms Devils up, ro make my Chamber Hell! 

This ſome ſtarv*d Prentice brznes, one thar does look 

With a face blurd more thenhis Maſters book. 

One that in any chink can pecping lye 

More ſlender then the yard he meaſures by, 

When my poor ſtomach barks for meat, I dare 

Scarce humour it, they make me live by air, 

As the Chameleons do; andif none pay 

Berter then have done, even ſo may they. 

When I would go to Chappel, they betray 

My zeal, and when I only meant to pray 

Unro my God, faith all I have to do 

Is ro pray them, and glad they*®l hear me too, 

Nay ſhould I preach, rhe Raſcals are ſo vexr, 

They*d fee a Beadle to arreſt my Text 

And ſve, if ſuch a ſuit might granted be, 

My Uſe and Doctrine to an Outlary. 

This ſtings 3 yet what my gallmoſt works upon, 

Is, that the hope of ev revenge is gone ; 

For were I but to deal with ſuch as thoſe 

Thar knew the danger of my Verſc or Proſe, 

Ifde ſteep my Muſe in Vineger and Gall 

Till rhe fee ſcold grew ſharp and hang*d um all. 

Bur thoſe Tam to deal with are ſo dull, 

(Though gorby Schollars) he thar is moſt full 

Of Underſtanding can but hirher_come, 

Imprimis, Item, and the Toral ſum, , 
FS: 7 
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I do nor with them Egyprs plagues, bur even 
As bad as they 3; I*fieadd unto them ſeven. 


I wiſh not Graſhoppers, Frogs, and Lice come down, 


Bur clouds of Moths in every ſhop i*rh* Town. 
Then honeit Devil to their ink cyunvey 
Some Agua fortis, that may eat away 


Their books. To add more rorments to their lives, 
Heaven Thefeech thee, ſenq fum. handſome Wives; | 


Such as will pox their fleſh, till ſores grow in*r, 
Thar all rheir Linnen may be ſpent in lint. 

And give chem Children with ingenuous faces, 
Indved withall the Ornaments and Graces 

Of Soul and Body, that ir may be known. . 
Toortters, and themſelves, they*fr not their own, 
And if this ves form nor, Ifle grieve the Town 
With rhis curſe, States put Trimy-Lefure down. 
Burt my laſt imprecarion this ſhall be, 

May they more Devtors have, and all like me, 


— _ Q_—_——— 


A Chara&ec, 
Aalico-politico- Academices 


Hov Cozento' great Madams, and allyed 

To all the Beauties that are Ladified ; 
Thou Eagle of the Realm, whoſe eyes can ſec 
Th< inviſible plors of forraign policie. 
Thou great and unknown Learning of thy Naticn, 
Made not by ſtudy , bur by inſpiration ! © 
The Court, the Stare, the Schollars together he 


By fears, and fight, and ſcratch, and all for thee. 


When 7hcheld rhee cringe in ſome fair Hall, 
And ſcrape proportions Marhematical, | 
Varying thy morith as *rwere by Magick-ſpcll 
To circle, oval, 1quarc, and triangle, 


And 
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And takea Virginby the ivory hand, 
Minting words to her, none can underſtand 
Burt in a viſion, and forge words repeat 
So well inchanred, none the ſ{enfe can ger 
Till rhey have conjur*d in lines ſtrange and many 
To find what ſpirit it has, if ithave any. 
To ſee thy feet (though nature made rhem (p!ay) 
Screw in the toes to dance and force a way 
To ſome ſmooth meaſure, as might juſtly vaunt 
Thou art turn*d Monſieur of an Elephant. 
Thy mother, ſure, going to ſee ſome ſport , 
Tilting, or Maſque, conceiv*d thee in the Courts 
But when I view rhec' grayely nad, and ſpit 
In a grave poſture, ſhake the head, and fir 
Plors rohring Spain to England, and confine 
King Philips Indies unto Middletons Mine : 
When I read ofre thy Comments ſagely writ 
On the Curranroes, and with how'much wit 
Thy profound Aphoriſmes do. expound to vs 
The Almanacks, ard Gal.obelgictss ; 
When I conceive what news thou wilthring ofre 
When rhou rerurnſt with thy Embaſſador, 
What ſlopes the Switzer wears to hide his joynrs3 
How French, and how the Spamard truſs their points, 
How ropes of Onions at Saint @ mers go, 
And whether Turks he Chriſtians yea or no, 
ThenT believe one in dcep points to able, 
Was ſurely got under the Councel-tablc. 
But when Thear thee of Ce/arant write, 
In Ferio and Baralypton fight, 
Me thinks my then Propherick ſoul duyſt rell 
Thou muſt be born ar Ariftotles well. 
Burt ſhall I rell thee, friend, how rhy bleſt fare 
By chance hath made thy name ſo fortunate ; 
The Srares-man thinks thou haſt roo much ofth<* Court , 
The Courrtier thinks thy ſager parts do fors 
Beſt for rhe State : as for the Ladies, they 
Pos*d with the Medly of thy language, ſay 
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Thart ameer Scholler, and the Scholler ſwears 
Thou art of any tribe rather than theirs, | 

One thinks rhee this, one that, a third thinks either, 
Thou thinkit thy ſelfth'arr all, and I think neither. 


—_— 
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On the loſs of his Finger. 


ov much morebleſt are trees than men? 
Their boughs lopt off will grow agen. 

But if the ſteel our limbs difſever, 

The joynt once loſt is loſt for ever. 

Bur fondly I dull fool complain, 

Our members ſhall revive again, 

And thou poor finger that art duſt 

Before the others members, muſt 

Return as ſoon as heavens command, 

And reunited beto tl.? hand 

As thoſe thar are not aſhes yet; 

Why doſt thou then ſo envious fit, 

And malice Oakes that they to fate 

Are tenants of a longer date ? 

Their leaſes do more years include, 

Bur once expir'd are nere renew'd. 

Theretore dear finger though thou be 

Cur from thoſe muicles govern'd thee, 

And had thy motion at command, 

Yer ſtill as ina margent ſtand, 

To point my thoughts to fix upon 

The hope of Reſurre&ion : 

And fince thou canſt no finger be, 

Be a deaths head to humble me, 

Till death doth threat her ſting in vain, 

And we in heaven ſhake hands again. 
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A Par eneticon to the truly pble Gentleman, 


Mr. Endymion Porter. 


Goe baſhful Muſe, thy meſſage tell ro one 
Thar drinks and fils thy Helicon. 

Who when his quill a ſportive number ſeeks, 
Plants Roſes in the Ladies cheeks ; 

And wirh a ſad norte from rheir eyes can call 
Pearl ſhowers to dew thoſe buds withall. 

Whoſe laycs when Thy chance am bleſt ro hear 
My ſoul climbs up inro'mine car, 

And bids your ſiſters challeng from the Moon 
The learned, as the fa'r Endymion. 

Sing of his faith ro the brighr fov! that's fled, 
And lefc you all poor girls ſtruck dead 

With juſt deſpair ofany ſurure men 
T*< employ, or to reward a Pen. 

A ſoul that ſtaying would have wonders wrought, 
High as himſelf, or his great rhought, 

And full of dayes and honours (with our prayers, 
In ſtead ofbeads ſnmm*d up with tears.) 

Might ofher own free flight to heaven have gone, 
Offcr whar*s heart, his hand, his ſword had done. 

But ſing nor thou a tale of diſcontent 
To him whoſe joy is to lament, 

we ought ro pay true tears upon rhe hearſe, 
And lay ſome up in faithful verie, 

And ſo caſt off our black ; for mure then thus 
Troubles the Saints for troubling us. 

Say to him Cupidbeing once too kind, 
Weptourt his eyes and ſo grew blind. 

For dead Adonis, grief being paid her due, 
He turn*d Loves god, and ſo do you, 
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To a Painted Viſtrifs. 


'T Here are who know what once ro day it was ; 
Your Eyes, your Conſcience;and your mornin 

How durſt you venture that adulterace part 

Belahour*d wich your Fxcus and belt arr, 

To rhe rude brearh of every raſh ſalute ? 

Whar did your profler whiſper ? expect ſuit ; 

You were too pliant with your ear; you wiſht 

Pomatum and Ver milton might he kifsd ; 

Thar lip, that cheek by man was neyer knoyn ; 

Thoſe favours you beſtow are nor yovr own. 

Henceforth ſnch kiſſes Ifle defie, like thee, 

Which druggiſts ſell ro you, and you to me, 


———— 


? plaſy, 
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Upon an Hermaphrodite, | 


CIR, or Madam, chooſe you whether, 
Nature twiſts you hoth together ; 
And makes thy ſoulto each confeſs, 
Both perricoart and breeches dreſs; 
Thus we chaſtiſe the God of Wine 
Wirh warter that is femining, 

Till rhe cooler Nymph abate 

His wrath, and (o incorporate. 

Adam till his rib was loſt. 

Hd the ſexes chus ingroſt, 

When providence our Sire did cleave 
And our of Adam carved Eve, 

Then did man'bourt Wedlock treat 
To make his body up complear. 

Thrs Matrimony fpþecaks bur thee 

In a grave ſolemniry 3; 

For Man and Wife make but one right 
Canonical Hermaphrodite, 
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Ravel thy body, and I find 

In every limb a double kind. 

Who would not think that head a pair, 

That breeds ſuch fa&ions in the hair ? 

One halfe's fo churliſh.in the rouch, 

That rather then endure ſo much 

1 would my tender limbs apparel 

Wirth Regulus his nailed <r 

And the other half ſo ſmall, 

And ſoamorous with all, | 

That Cupid thinks each hair ro grow , 

A ſtring for his inviſible Bow. 
Whenl look babies in thine eyes, 

Here Ven, there Adanss lies. ® 

And though thy beauty be high noon, 

Thy orhs contain both Sun and Moon. 

How many melting kiſſes skip, 

Betwixt thy Maleand Female lip; 

Berwixt thy upper bruſh of hair, - 

And thy nether beards deſpair ? © 

When thou ſpeak'ſt (I wonld not w 550 

Thy ſweetneſs with a double rongue) 

Bur, inevery {imple ſound '_ 

A perfe& Dialogue'is found. 

Thy breaſts diſtinguiſh one anorher, 

This rhe ſiſter, rhart the brorher. 

When rhou joyn'ſt hands,my ears ſtruck, fancies 

The Nuprial found, I Fohn tabe Frances.  * 

Feel bur the difference, ſoft and rough, 

This is a gauntlet, thata muff. FOE 

Had ſly Ulyſſes ar the ſack LF 

Of Troy, brought rhee his Pedlers-pack 

And weapon too, ' ro know Achilles 

From King Nicomedes Phylls, 

His plor had fail*d 3+ this hand would feel 

The needle ; that, the Warlikeſteel. 

When muſick doth thy pace advance, 

Thy righr leg takes rhy left ro dance. 


Nor 
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Nor is't a Galliard danc'dby one, 
Burt a mixt dance, alrhough alone, 
Taws every Heteroclite part 
Changes gender bur rhe heart. 
And thoſe which modeſty can mean 
Cane dare nor ſpeak )are Epicene. 
har Gamſter needs muſt overcome 
Thar can play both Tyb and Tom. 
Thus did Natures Minrage vary, 
Coyning thee both Philrp and Mary. 


— 
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To bis well Timbred Miſtriſs. 


cer, heard younor fames lareſt breathrchearſe 
How I left hewing blocks to hack a Verſe, 
Now grown the Maſter-Log, while others be 
Bur ſhavings, and the chips of Poerry ! 
Andrhus I Saw Deal-boards of beauty forth, 
To make my Love a Ware-houſe of her worth. 
Herlegs are heart of Oak, and columns ſtand 
To bear the amorous bulk; then Muſe command 
Thar Beech be work'd for thighs unto thoſe legs, 
Turn*d roundand carv*d,; and joyned faſt with pegs. 
Contrive her belly round, a dining room, 
When Love and Beauty will a feaſting come, 
Another ſtory make from waſte ro chin, 
With breaſts like Pots to neſt young Sparrows in, 
Then place the Garret of her head above, 
Thatchr with a yellow hair ro keepin Love. 
Thus have I finiſhr Beauties maſter prize 
Were hurt the Glaficr here ro make her eyes. 
Then Muſe her our-works henceforth ceaſe ro raiſe 
To work within, and wainſcot her with praiſe, 
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On ſix Maids bathing themſelves in a River. 


LAVAL baſhful Day-light now was gone, 
| And Night that hides a bluſh came on, 

Six pretty Nymphs to waſh away 
The ſweating ofa ſummers day, 
In Chams fair ſtreams did gently ſwim, Las 
And naked bathe each curious limb, 
O who had this bleſt ſfighr bur ſeen 
Would think that they had Clzla*s been /! 

A Schollar that a walk did take 
(Perchance for meditation ſake) 
This berrer obje& chanc'dro find , 
Straight all rhings elſe were our of mind 3 
Whar firter ſtudy in this life, 
For Prafick or Contemplative ? 
He thoughr, poor ſoul, what he had ſcen 
Dianaand her Nymphs had been, 
And therefore thought in pireous fea: 
Aﬀeons fortunes had been near. 
Or that the water Nymphs rhey were 
Togerher met ro ſporr them there ; 
And that ro him ſuch love they bore 
As unto Hylas once before. 

What con]d he think bur that his eye 
Six Nymphs at once did there eſpie 
Riſe from the waves? or thar perchance 
Freſh-water Syrens came to dance | 
Upon the ſtream with rongue and look 
To tempt poor Schollars from their book ? 
He could nor think they Graces were 
Becauſe their numbers donbled are. 
Nor can he think they Muſes be, 
Becauſe (alas) there wanted three. 

I ſhould have rather gueſt that there 
Another brood of Helens were. 
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The maids betrai'd were in a fright 
And bluſhr, but *rwas not ſeen by night. 
Artlaſt all by rhe bank did ſtand , 
And he (kind heart) lent chem his hand. 
Where '"twas his blitſe ro feel all o're 
Soft paps, ſmooth rhighs, and ſomething more. 
But envious night hid from his eyes 
The place where love and pleaſure lies. 
Gueſle lovers, gueſle, gueſle you that dare 
Whart then might be this Schollers prayer. 
That he had beena Car to ſpy , 
Or had he now Tiberius*s cye, 
Yer ſince his wiſhes were in vain 
He helpt rhem d'on their clothes again, 
Makes promiſe there ſhould none be ſhent, 
So with them to the Tavern went. 
How they all night did ſport and play, 
Pardon my Muſe, I dare not ſay ; 
Gueſle you thar have a mind to know & | 
Whether he were a fool or no. 


The Wedding Morne. 


Riſe, come forth, bur neyer toreturn 
? To the ſame Center, 'tis rhe Virgin Urn; 
Bury ir in thoſe thoughts which did poſlcls , 
Thee fromthe Cradle, *Fill this happineſs 3 
Which bur ro think upon will make rhy check, 
Fairer then is the Mornyou ſo much ſeek = 
In beavry ro outvy 3 and he rhe pride 
Of all thatever had rhe name of bride. 
Up maids, and let your nimble fingers be 
True inſtruments of curioſity ; 
Sernort a Pin amiſs, nor let a plcat 
Be folded in her gown bur whats in ſtate; 
And when her yg un 3s you would deck, 
Forbear your Art, for nature gives you check, . 
There 
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There in the circuit of her radiant hair 

See Cupid fetter<d in a goldenſnare, | 
Mark the triumphant Throne wherein the Boy 
Inſtalled fits to give the Bridegroom Joy. 

But when ſhees dreſt that her liſkning ear 

Is welcom*d by the Bridegrooms being near 
Look how ſhe ſtands, and how her ſtedfaſt eye 
Is xd on him atfs firſt diſcovery, 


Both heing met mark how rheir ſouls do ſtrive 


To be in eithers joy contemplative. 

Whoſe kifies raiſe betwixt rhem ſuch a fire 
That ſhould the Phoenix ſee, he ro expire 
Would ſhun the ſpicy mountain, and ſo rake 
Himſelfberween their lips a grave to make. 


” 
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In praiſe of women in generat. 


E is a Parricide ro his morhers name, 
And with an imptous hand murthers her fame, 
That wrongs the praiſe of women, that dares write 
Libels on Saints, or with foul ink require 
The milk they lentus Better Sex, command 
To your defence my more religious hand 
Ar (word, or Pen ; yours was rhe nobler birth; 
For you of manwere made, man bur of carth, 
The ſun of duſt 3 and though your fin did breed 
His fall, again you rais*d him in your ſeed : 
Adam in*s ſleep a gainful loſs ſuſtain*d *' 
That for one rib a better ſelf regain*d; 
Who had he nor your bleſt creation ſeen , 
An Anchorite in Paradiſe had been. 
Why in-this work did the creation reſt 
But thar eternal providence thovghrt you beſt / 
Of all his fix dayes labour ; beaſts ſhould do | 
Homage to man, bur man ſhould waic on you' G7.A 
x ou are of comher fghr, of dainrier rouch, | 
A. render tiefh, a colour bright, and ſuch 
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As Parians ſee in marble, skin more fair, 

More glorious head, and iar more glorious hair, 
Eyes full ofgrace and quickneſs, purer roſes 
Bluſh in your cheeks, a milder white compoſes 
Your itately fronts, your breath more ſweer then his 
Breaths ſpice, and NeQar drops art every kiſs. 
Yourskins are ſmooth, briſtles on theirs do grow 
Like quils of Porcupins, rough wooll doth flow 
Ore allrheir faces; you approach more near 

The formot Angels, they like beaſts appear : 

If then in bodies where the iouls do dwell 

You better us, do then our ſouls excel ? 

No, we in ſouls equal perteQion ſee, 

There can in themmor male nor female be. 

Boaſt we of knowledge ? You havemore then wez 
You were the firſt ventur*d to pivck the tree. 

And that more Rhetorick in your tongues doth lye, 
Ler him diſpure againit that dares deny 

Your leaſt commands ; and not perſwaded be 

With Sampſons ſtrength, and Davids piety, 

Tobe your willing Caprives : vertue ſure 

Were blind as fortune, ſhouJd ſhe chooſe the poor 
Rough corcage manto live in, and deſpiſe 

To Tell in you the ſtarely edifice, 

Thus you are prov*<d rhe berter ſex, andwe 

Muſt all repent that in our Fedigree 

We choſe the Fathers name, where ſhould we rake 


The Morthers,a morc honour*d blood, *twould make. 


Our generation ſure andcertain be, 

And1*de believe ſome faich in Heraldry. 

Thus perſe& Creatures ifdetra&ion riſe 

Againſt you ſex, di:pure but with your eyes, 

Your hand, your lip, your brow, there will be ſent 
So ſubrile and ſo ſtrong an argument 

Will reach the Stoick his affe&ion roo, 

And callthe Cynick from his Tub ro woo. 

Thus muſtringup your beautcoustroops go on 

The faireſt is the valiant Amazon. | 


Te 
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To M,1. S. 0n bj Grateful Servant; 


JEannor fulminate or tonitruate words 
To puzzle intelle&s, my ninth laſſe affords 
No Lycophronian buskins, nor can ſtrain - 
Garagantuan lines ro Gigantize thy vein, ® 
Nor make a jusjurand, that thy-great plaies 
Are terr*del fo-gos, or incognitaes z 
Thy Pegaſus in his admir*d careere, 
Curvers no Capreols of Nonſence here. 


V \ Onder not friend, that I do entertain 
Such language, that borh think and ſpeak ſo plain. 

Know, I applaud thy ſmooth and even ſtrains 
That will iniorm, and not confoiind onr brains. 
Thy Helicon, like a ſmooth ſtream doth flow, 
While others with diſturbed channels go, 
And headlong, like Niles Cataradts do fall 
With a hugenoiſe, and yetnot heardat all. 
When thy intelligence on the Cock-pitſtage 
Gives ita ſoul from the immortal rage. 
I hear the Muſes birds with full delight 
Sing where the birds of Mars were wont to fight; 
Nor flatter I, thou knoweſt I do abhorit, 
Ler others praiſe thy Play, T*le love thee for ir; 
That he that knows my friend ſhall ſay, he has 

A friend as Grateful as his Servant was. 
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In Obitum Franciſci Verulamii. 


Um moriens tantam noſtris Verulamius Heros 
Triſtitiam Muſis, luminaque uda facit : 
Credimus heu nullum fieri poſt fata beatum, 
Credimus oF Samium deſipuiſſe ſenem ; 


$cilice! 
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Scilicet hic miſeris felix nequit eſſe Camznis, 
Nec ſe; quam Muſas plus amat iſte ſuas, 
At luFamem animam Clotho imperioſa coegit 
Ad celum, invitos traxit in aſtra pedes. : 
Ergone Phocbeas jacuiſſe putabimus artes ? 
Atque herbas Clarii nid valuiſſe Dei ? 
Phetbus idem poruit, nec virtus abfutt berbis, 


Hunc artem atque ill 4s vim retinere putes : - 


At Phoehum (ut metuit ne Rex foret iſte Camaenis J 
Rrval: medicam crede nega(ſle manum. 
Hunc dliy eft ; quad cum Phzbo Verulamius Heros 
Mayo erat reliquis, hac foret arte minoy. 
Vos tamen #, tantium Manes atque Umbra, Camarnz, 
Er pen» _— pallida turba Jovis, 
Si ſpiratts adhuc, © oy non luſiſts ocelloe, 
Sed neque pſt illum vos ſupereſſe putem 5 
$1 vos ergo yl ho de morte reduzerit Orpheus, 
Iſtaque non aciem fallit imag) meam : 
Diſcite tunc gerhitus, oF lamentabile carmen, 
Ex oculis veſtris lacryma multa fluat., 


L 


Er quam multa flait ? veras agnoſco Camaenas, Ns 


Et lachrymas ;, Helicon vix ſatis ungys erit ; 

Deucalionz1s (7 qur non merſi45 tn Ras 
Parnafius ( mirum eft ) hiſce latebit aqui. 

Scilicet hic periit, per quem vos vivitss, & at 
Multa Pierias nutyit arte Beas. 

Vidit ut bic artes null radice retentas, 

Languere ut ſummn ſemina ſparſa or 5 

Creſcere Pegaſeas docuit, velut haſta Quirini 

"© Crevtt, oF exiguotempore Laurms erat. 

Ergo Reliconiadas docurt cum crejcere divas, 
Driminyeit bujus ſecula nulla decus. 

Nec ferre ulterius generoſi peForis eſtus 
Contemptur potuit, Diva Minerva, tur, 

R »ſtituit calamus folitum drvinus hynorem, 
Diſpult (3 nes alter Apollo tas. 


Diſpulzt 
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Diſpulit &7 tenebr as, ſed qu.us = yr vetuſt a5 
Temporis & priſct lippa ſenefa tulit 

Atyue alias methodos ſacrum inſtauravit acumen, 
Gnoſhaque eripuit, ſed ſua fila dedit. 

Scilicet anttquo ſaprentum vulgus in av . 
Tam claros oculos non habuiſſe liquet : 

Hi velut Eo0 ſurgens de littire Phatbus, 
Hic velat in media fulget Apollo die : 

Ht veluti T yphis tentarunt equore primum, 
At vix deſeruit littora prima ratis : 

Pleidas hic, Hyadaſque atque omnia ſydera noſcens, 
Syrtes, atque twos, 1mproba Scylla, canes 3 

Scit quod vitandum eſt, quo dirigit equore navem, 
Certius (oF carſum nautica monſtrat acus : 

Infantes 111 Muſas, hic gigntt adultas ; 
Mortales illt, gignit at iſte Deas. 

Palmam 1deo reliquis Magna Inſtauratio lib 
Abſtulit, oy cedunt ſquallida turbaſnphi :- 

Et weſtita novo Pallas modo prodit amittu, 
Anguis depoſitis ut mitet exuviis. 

Sic Phoenix cineres ſpetat mods nata paterns, 
Tadat, oF antiquum ſperat ab inde decus. 


Sed quanta effulgent plus quam mortals ocellt 
Lumina, diam regn myſtica ſacra canat * 

Dam fic nature leges, arcanaque Regum, 
Tanquam a ſecrets eſſet utriſq; canat : 

Dum canat Henricum, quit Rex, id:mque Sacerd)s, 
Connub1s ſtabilt junxit wtramq, Roſam. 


Atque hec ſunt wſtris longe majora Camoents. 
No hecinfeltx Granra, ſea Aula ſciat, 
Sed cum Granta luhris admovertt uhera tant, 
Fi habet in lautes C maxim? Alumne | 14.4, 
h 
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7 us habet, ut meſtos Iachrymis extingueret 1gnes, 
Poſſet ut & medio diripuiſſe rogo., 

At noſtre tibi nulla ferunt encomia Muſz, 
Tpſe canis, laudes (F canis inde tuas. 

Nos tames (5 laudes, qua poſſumns arte, canemus, 
Si tamen ars deſit, laus ertt iſte dolor. 
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1-X4B 
Muſes Locking-Glafs; 


Aw 1, Sev, t. 


Enter Bird a Feathey-man, and Miſtreſs Flowrdew, Wife 
to a Haberdaſher of Small Wares ; the one having 
brought Feathers to the Play-houſe ; the other Pins ant 
Looking-Glaſſes : Two of the; Sanfified Fratermty » 
Black-|rycrs, 


Lowrd. Sce Brother how the wicked rhrong and 


croud, 

Ta works of Vanity -! Not a nook or cor- 
ner 

In all this houſe of fin, this cave of filrhi- 
nels, 


This den of ſpiritval checyes, bur it is ſtufr, 
Stufied, and ſtufr full as a Cuſhion 
Wirth the leud Reprobare. 
Bird. Siſter, were rhere nor before Inns ? 
Yes, I will ay Inns, for my zeal bids me 
Say filthy Inns, enough to harbour ſuch 
As travel d to deſtruction the broad way 3 
Bur they build more and more, more ſhops of Satan. 
Flow7d. Iniquity aboundeth, though pure zeal 
Teach, preach, huft, puff, and ſnuft ar ir, yer ſtill, 
Still ir abounderh. Had we ſeen a Church, 
A new builr Church, ereRed Norrh and Sourh, 
R 2 fr 
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It had heen ſomerhing worth the wondring at. 
Bird. Good works are done. - 
Flowrd. 1 ſay, no works are good, 
Good works arc meerly Popiſh, and Apocryphal. 
Bird. But th>ad abound, ſurround,yea, and confound 
No marvel now if Play-houſes increaſe, 
For they are all grown ſo obſcene of late, 
That one hegers another. 
Flowrd. Flat fornication ! 
1 wonder any body rakes delight 
To hear them prarrtle, 
Bird. Nay, and I have heard 
Thartin a ---- TragedyT think they call ir, 
They make no more of killing one another, 
Then youſell Pins. 
Flowrd. Or you ſell Feathers Brother, 
Burare they nor hang*d for ir ! 
Bird. Law grows partial, 
And finds it but Chance-medly : and their Comedies 
Will abuſe you, or me, or any body : 
we cannot pur our moneys ro increaſe 
By lawfull uſury, nor break 1m quier, 
Nor pur off our falſe wares, nor keep our wives 


Finer then others, but our ghoſts muſt walk 
Upon their ſtages. , 


Flowrd.Ts not this flat conjuring, 
To make our ghoſts ro walk ere we be dead ? 


Bird That's nothing Miſtreſs Flowrdew, they will play 
The knave, the fool, rhe devil, and all for money. 


” = 


FIywrd. Impiety ! O that men indued with reaſon, 
Should have no more grace i1 them ? 

Bird. Be there not other 
Vocarions, as thriving, and more honeſt 2 
Bailiffs, Promoorers, Jaylors, and Apparitors, 
Beadles, and Marſhals men, 1he needful inſtruments 
Of rhe Republick ; but to make rhemſelves 
Such Monſters ? for they are monſters, th*are monſters, | 
Baſe, ſinful, ſhameleſs, ugly, vile, deform*d 


Pernicious 
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pernicious monſters ? 

Flwrd. I have heard our Vicar 
Call Play-houſes rhe Colledges of tranſgre{lion, 
oung Wherein the ſeven deadly fins are ſtudie1. 

Bird. Why then the City will in time be mace 

An univerſiry of iniquity. 
we dwcll by Black-Fryers Colledge, where I woncr 
How that prophane neſt of pernicious Birds 
Dare rooſt themſelves rhere in the midſt of us, 
So many good and well diſpoſed perſons, 
Olmpudence ! 

Flowy. It was a zealous Praycr 
I heard a Brother make, concerning Play-houſes. 

Bird. For Charity, what is it ? 

Fhwrd. Thar rhe Globe, 
Wherein (quorh he) reigns a whole world of vice, 
Had been conſum d : The Phenrx burnt to Aſhes, 
The Fortune whipt for a blinde whore : Black Fryars 
He wonders how it ſcap d demoliſhing 
I th time of Reformation. Laitlyhe wiſh'd 
The Bull might croſs the Thames to the Bear-Garden, 
And there be ſoundly baited ? 

Bird. A good Prayer. 

Flowy. Indeed it ſomething pricks my Conſcience, 
I come to fell em Pins and Looking-Glaſies. 

Bird. I have rheir cuſtom roo for all cheir Feathers 2? 
ay þ *Tis fit that we which are ſincere Profeſlors, 

{ Should gainby Infidels. 


SCEN. 2. 


Enter Roſcius a Player. 


r. Roſcius w have brou | 
| . ghr the things you ſpake 
M Roſc. Why tis well, ; 
Flowr. Pray Sir, what ſerve they for ? 


”| Roſe, We uſethem m our Play: Bird 
ka ird. 
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Bird. Are you a Player ? 
Roſc, 1 am Sir, whart ot tlrat ? 
Bird. And is it lawful ? 
Good fiſter, let's converr him. Will you uſc 
So fond a calling ? 
Flowry. And ſo impious ? 
Bird. So itrcligious ? 
Flowr. So unwarrantable ? 
Bird. Onely to gain by vice ?_ 
Flowry. To live by fin ? 
Roſc, My ſpleen is up : And live not you by fin ? 
Tate away vanity, and you borh may break. 
Whar ſerves your lawful trade of felling Pins, 
Bur to joynt gew-gaws, and to knit rogerther 
Gorgets, Strips, Neck-cloaths, Laces, Ribbands, Ruffs, 
And many other ſuch like toys as rheſe, 
To make rhe Baby-Bride a pretty Puppet ? 
And you ſweet Featherman, whoſe ware rhough lizhr, 
O*er weighs your conſcience, whart ſerves your trade 
Bur toplume folly, ro give Pride her wings, 
To deck vain-glory ? ſpoiling the Peacocks tail 
T*adorn an Ideors Coxcomb : O dull ignorance ' 
How ill 'tis underſtood what we do mean 
For good and honeſt ! They abuſe our Scene, 
And fay we live by vice : Indeed *tis true, 
As rhe Phyfitians by diſeaſes do, 
Onely to cure them : They do live we ſee 
Like Cooks by pamp'ring prodigality, 
Which are our fond accuſers. On the Srage 
we ſet an Ulſurer ro tell this age 
How ugly looks his ſoul : A prodigal 
Is taught by us how far from liberal 
His folly bears him. Boldly I dare fay, 
There has been more by us in ſome one Play 
Laugh't into wir and vertue, then harh been 
By twenty redious Le@ures drawn from fin, 
And foppiſh humors : Hence the cauſe doth ric 
Men are not won by th<cars fo well as eyes: 
Fir 
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Firſt ſee whar we preſent, 

Flowr. The ſight is able 
To unſanaife our eyes, and make fem carnal. 

Roſc. Will you condemn withour examination ! 

Bird. No fifter, ler us call up all our zeal, 
And rry the itrength of this remprarion : 
Satan ſhall fee we dare defie his Enginics, 

Flowr. I am content. 

Roſc. Then take your places here, I will come to 

you, 

And moralize rhe plor. 

Flowy. Tnat moralizing 
{ do approve, it may be tor inſtruction 


, SCEN. 3. 


Enter a deformed F lym. 
n 
T#/ Rojcis, I hear you have a new Play to day. 
Roſc. We want no: you to play Mephoſts; hitw. 

| A pretty natural vizard ! | 

Defor. Whar have you there ? 

Roſc. A Looking Glaſs or two, 

Defor. Whar things are they ? 
Pray ler me ſee them. Heaven, whar fivhts are here : 
{cave {een a Divel. Looking Glaſſes c.1! you rhem ? 
There 1s n9 Baſilisk but a Looking Glaſs. 

Rofl, *T is your own face you ſaw. 
| Defor. My own ? rhou lieft : 
{*d not be ſuch a Monſter for the World. 

Roſc. Look in irnow with me, what ſceſt rhou now : 

Defor. An Angel and a Devil. 
| Roſe. Look on thar 
| Thou caldſt an Angel, mark ir. well, and ell ne 
Is it not like my face ? 

Defor. As t*were the ſame. 

Roſc. Why ſo, js rhar like thine. Doſt thon not ſee, 
<Tis nor the Glaſs, bur chy deformity, 


; Thar 
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That makes this ugly ſhape ; if they he fair 
Thar view the Glals, ſuch the retie&ions are. 
This ſerves the body : Thc Soul ſces her face 
In Comedy, and has no other Glaſs, 

Defor. Nay then farewel, for I had rather ſee 


Hell then a Looking glaſs or Comedy. 
Exit Defor. 


Roſc. And yet methinks if *rwere not for this Glaſs, 
Wherein the form of Man beholds his grace, 
We couid not find another way to ſee 
How near our ſhapes approach Divinity. 
Ladies, ler they who will your Glaſs deride, 
And fay it is an inſtrument of Pride 3 
I will commend you for it : There you ſee 
If you te fair, how truly fair ye be : 
Where finding beaureous faces, I do know 
You'll have the grearer care ro keep them ſo, 
A heavenly viſion in your beavty lies, 
Which nature hath denied ro your own CYecs :; 
Were it nor pity, you alone ſhould he 
Debarr'd ot;thart others are bleſt to ſee ? 
Then rake your Glaſſes, and your (elves enjoy 
Tie henefit of your ſelves ; it is no toy, 
Though ignorance at ſlight etteem harh ſer her, 
That will preſerve us good, or make vs herrer. 
A Country flur, (for ſuch ſhe was, thoagh here 
T' rh' City may be ſome, as well as there ,) 
Kept her hands clean, (for thoſe heing always ſeen, 
Had told her elſe how ſlurtiſh ſhe had been,) 
Bur had her face as naſty as the ſtall 
Of a Fiſhmonger, or an Uliurers Hall 
Daub'd o'er with dirt : One might have dar'd to ſay 
She was a true piece of Prometheus clay, 
Nor yet inform'd ; And then her unkemb d hair 
Dreſt up with Coh-webs, made her Hag-like ſtare 3 
One day within her Pail (for Country Laſfles 
(Fair Ladies) have no other Lookiug glaſles,) 


She | 


——_— 


L o:king glaſs. 
She fpied her uglineſs, and fain ſhe would 
Have bluſhed, it through ſo much dirt ſhe could : 
Aſham'd, within rhat water, thar I ſay 
Which ſhew'd her filth, ſhe waſht her filth away. 
So Comedies, as Poets do intend them. 
Serve firſt ro ſhew our faults, and then to mend them. 
Upon our Stage two Glaſſes oft rhere be, | 
The Comick Mirror, and the Tragedy : 
The Comick Glaſs is full of merry itrife, 
The low refle&ion of a Country life. 
Grave Tragedy, void of ſuch homely ſports, 
Is the ſad Glaſs of Cities and of Courts, 
J'11 ſhew you borh : Thalta, come and bring 
Thy Buskin'd fiſter, thar of Blood dorh ſting. 


127 


SCEN. 4. 
Comedy, Tragedy, Mime, Satyre. 


| Comed. Why do you ſtop ? go on. 

Trag. I charge him ſtay. 
My Robe of State, Buskins, and Crown of Gold, 
Claim a priority. 

Com. Your Crown of Gold 
Is but the wreath of wealth 3 tis mine of Lawrel, 
Ts vertues Diadem : This grew green and flouriſh'd 
When nature pittying poor mortaliry, 
Hid thine within the howels of the earth : 
Men looking up ro Heaven, found rhis that's mine 3 
Digging to find our Hell, they lit on thine. 

Trag. 1 know y ou have rongue enough. 

Com. Beſides, my Birth-righr 
Gives me the firſt poſſeiſion. 

Trag How, your Birth-right ? 

Com. Yes ſiſter, Birth-right ; and a Crown beſides, 
Put on before rhe Altar of Apolly 
By his dear Prieſt Phenomoe, ſhe thar firſt 
Full of her God, rag'd in Heroick numbers. 


Trae. 
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| Trag, How came it then the Magiſtrate decreed 
A publick charge to furniſh our my Chor, 
When you were fain r*appear 1m rags and tatters, 
And ar your own expences ? 
Come. My reward 
Came afrcr, my deſerts went before Yours. 


Trag. Deſeris ? yes ! what deſerts, when like a pypſic 


You cook a poor and beggarly pilprimage 
From village unto village ; when I then 
As a fit ceremony of Religion 
In my full {tate contended at the Tomb 
Of mighty Theſeus. 
Come. | before chart time 
Did chaunt our Hymns in praiſe of great Apolly, 
The ſhepherds Deity, whom they reverence 
Linder the name of Nomins, in remembrance 
How with chem once he kept Admetus ſheep. 
And <fcavic you Urgc 7 Poverty, what were you ? 
Till Sophocles laid g:1r rpon your Buskins, 
You had no ornamcats, no robes of ſtate, 
No ricir 2nd glorious Scene 3 your firſt henefaRors 
Who were thev, bur rhe reeling Prieſts of Bacchis, 
For whicha Goat gave you reward and name ? 
Trag Bur Siſter, wio were yours, Tpray, but ſuch 
As chaunted forrh Religious, bawdy Sonnets ; 
In honour of rhe fine chaſt God Priapus ? 

Come. Let age alone, merit muſt plead our Tirie. 

Tr.tz, And have you then rhe forchead ro conrend ? 
} ſtalk in Princes Courts. grear Kings, and Empcrors 
From their cloſe Cabiners, and Council Tables, 
Yield me rhe faral marrer of my Scene. 

Comte. Inferior perſons, and rhe lighter vanities, 
(Of which this age T fear is grownroo fruirful) 
Yield ſubjects various enough to move 
Plentiful laugnrer. 

Traz. Laughter 1 a hrobjeat 
For Poetry to aim at. 

Com?. Yes, Lavgiter 15S my object : Tis a property 

in 
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In man eſſential to his reaſon, 

Trag. SO 3 
Burt I move horror, and char frights the guilry 
From his dear fins : He thar fees Oedipus 
Inceſtuovs, ſhall behold him blind withal. 

Who views. Oreſtes as a Parricide, 
Shall ſee him laſh*d with Furzes roo : Theambirious 
Shall fear Prometheus Vulrur : Daring glurrony 
Stand frighred at the fight of Tantalus : 
And every tamily, great in fins as Blood 
Shake ar the memory of Pelops houſe. 
Who will rel:c on Fortunes giddy tmile, 
That hath ſeen Priam atted on rhe Stage ? 
Come. Y ou move with tear, I work as much with ſhame, 
A thing more powerful in a generous hreſt, 
Who ſces an eating Paraſite abus*d ; 
A coverous Bard laughtd art ; an ignorant Gull 
Cheared a glorious Soldicr knockr and batti<d ; 
A crafry ſervant whipr z aniggard churl 
Hoording up dicing-monys for his ſon 
A ſpruce fantaſtick Courrier, a mad roarer, 
A jealous tradeſman, an over weening Lady, 
Or corrupt Lawyer rightly perſonated, 
Bur (if he have a bluſh) will bluſh), and ſhame 
As well ro at thoſe follics as to own them?! 

Trag. The ſubjed& of my Scene is in the perſons 
Grearer, as in the vices ; Arheiſts, Tyrants, 
Ofer-daring Favorites, Trayrtors, Paraſfitcs, 

The Wolves and Cars of State, which in a language 
High as the men, and loud as are their crimes _ 
[ rhunder forth with terroc and amazement 

Unro rhe ghoſtly wond*tring audience. 

Satyre. Andas my Lady takes deferved place 
Of rhe light Miſtreſs, fo yield thou ro mc 
Fanrtaſtick Mime. 

Mime. Fond Satyre why to thee ? 

Sat. As the arrenda:1r-of the Nobler Dame. 

And of my ſelf more worthy. | 
Airs. 
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Mime. How ! more worthy 2? | 
Star. As one whoſe whip of ſteel can with a laſh 
imprint the CharaQers of ſhame ſo deep, 
Even in the brazen ſorehead of proud fin, 
That not erernity ſhall wear ir our, 
When I but ftrown*d in my Lucilizs brow, 
Each conſciovs cheek grew red, anda cold trembling 
Freez<d the chill ſoul ; while every guilty breſt, 
Stood feariull of difſe&ion, as afraid 
To be anatomiz<d by that skilful hand, 
And have each artery, nerve, and vein of ſin 
By it laid open to rhe publick ſcorn. 
I have untruſs*d che provdeft ; greateſt tyrants 
Have quak<d below my powerful whip, half dead 
With expeaation of rhe ſmarting bh | 
Whoſe wornd no falve can cure ; each blow doth leave 
A laſting ſcar, that with a poyſon ears 
Into the marrow of their fames and lives, 
Theeternal ulcer ro their memories ! 
Whar, can your Apiſh fine geſticularions 
My Manlike-Monky Mme, vie down to this ? 
Mime. : hy men through fins were grown unlike the 
g0ds, 
Apes grew to be like men ; therefore I think 
My Apiſh imitation, Brother Beadle, 
Does as good ſerviceto reform bad manners 
As vour proud whip, with all his ferks, and jerks. 
The Spartans when they ſtrove t*expreſ(s the loarh- 
ſomneſs 
Of Drunkenneſs, to their children hroughr a ſlave, 
Some caprive Hel, overcharg*d with Wine 
Reeling inthus : His eyes ſhot out with ſtaring, 
A fire in his Noſe, a burning redneſs 
Blazng in cirher Cheek, his hair uprighr, 
His Tongue and Senſes faltring, and his ſtomack 
Ofreburdentd, ready to diicharge herload 
In each mans face he met. This made fem fee 
And hare rhat, fin of Swine, and not of men. 
Would 
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WouldT expreſs a complemental youth, 
That thinks himſelf a ſpruce and 54 woke Courtier, 
Bending his ſupple Hams, kiſſing his hands, 
Honouring Shoo-ſtrings, ſcruing his writh*d face 
To ſeveral poſtures of affection, 
Dancing an entertainment tohis friend, 
who would notrthink ira ridiculous motion ? 
Yet ſuch rhere be that very much pleaſe chemſelves 
In tuch like antick humors. To our own fins 
we will Le Moles, even to the groſſeſt of them : 
But in anothers life we can (pie forth 
The leaſt of taulrs, with eyes as ſharp as Eagles, 
Or th* Epidaurian Serpent : Now in me, 
Where telf-love caſts not her Egyptian miſts, 
They find this miſ-becoming foppiſhneſs, 
And atrerwards apply it ro themlelves : 
This (Satyre) 15 the uſe of Mimyue Elves, 

Trag. Siſter, lets lay this poor contention by, 
And friendly live together ; it one Womb 
Could hold us borh, why ſhould we think this room 
Too narrow tocontain us? Onrhis Stage 
We'll plead atryal ; and in one year contend 
Which ſhall do beſt : Thar paſt, ſhe then that ſhall 
By the moſt facredand imparrtial judgement 
Of our Apollo beſt deſerve the Bays, 
Shall hold th&inrire poſleſſion ofrine place. 

Come. I were unworthy if I ſhould 
Appeal from this tribunal : Beit fo 
I doubr not but hls cenſure runs with me 3; 
Never may any thing rhar*s ſad and Tragical,” 
Dareto approach his preſence; ler him He 
So happy as torhinkno man is wretched, 
Or that there is athing call*d Miſery. 

Trag. Such is my Prayer, that he may only ſee, 
Not be the fubjett of a Tragedy | ; 
Siſter, a truce till then ; that vice may bleed, 
Lert us ;oyn whips togerher. 

Come, Tis agrecd. 

Mime- 
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Mime. Let it be your office to prepare 
TheMask which we intend. 
Come, T1s my carc, 


Exeant. 


Flowr. How did ſhe fay ? a Mals ? Brother flic 
hence, 
Flie hence, Idolatry will over take us. 

Roſc. It was a Mask ſhe ſpake of, a rude Dance 
Preſented by rhe ſeven deadly fins. 

Bird. Still "ris a Mats, Siſter ; away, I tell you 
It is a Mais, a Maſs of vile Idolatry. 

Roſc. Tis but a ſimple Dance, brought in to fſhew 
The na* ive foulneſs and deformiry 
Ot our dear fin, and whar an ugly gueſt | 
He cntertains, admits him to his breſt ? 


Song and Dance. 


Say, in a Dance how ſhall we go, 

That never could a meaſure know ! 

How ſhali we ſing to pleaſe the Scene 

That never yet could heep a mean ? 
Diſorder is the Mask we bring, 

And diſcords are the Tines we ſing : 

No ſound 11 our harſh ears canfind a place. 
But higheſt Trebles, or the lowejt Baſe. 


Flowry. Sce Brother, if mens hearts and confſciences 
Had not been fear d and cauteriz<d, how could they 
Aﬀect theſe filthy harhingers of hell ! 

Theſe Prottors of Belzebub, Lucifers Hinch-boys : 

Roſe, T prav ye, ſtir your ſelves within awhile, 

| Exeunt. 


Rils 
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And here, unleſs your favorable mildnefs 

With hope of mercy do encourage us, 
Our Author bids us end : he dares nor venture 
bs Neither what*s paſt, nor that which is ro come 
Upon his Country, *tis ſo weak, and imporent, 
It cannor ſtanda tryal 3 nor dares hope 
The benefit of his Clergy ; Bur if rigour 
Sit Judge, muſt of neceifity be condemn'd 
To/ulcan or the Spunge : All he can plead 
[5a defire of Pardon; for he brings you 
No plot ar all, but a meer Olla Podrida, 
A medly of ill placid, and worſe pen*d humors, 
His defire was in ſingle Scenes to ſheiw 
How Comedy preſents each fingle vice 
Ridiculous, whoſe number as their Chara&er 
He borrows from the man to whom he ows 
| All the poor skillhe has, grear Ariſtotle. 3 

Now if you can endure to hear the reſt | 

Y*© are welcome 3 if you cannot, do bur tell 
Your meaning by ſome fign , and all farewet. 
If you will ſtay, reſolve to pardon firſt ; 
Our Aurhor will deſerve it by offending. 
Yer ifhe miſs a Pardon, as injuſtice 
You cannor grant ir, though your mercy may, 
Still he harh this left for a comfort to him, 
That he picks forrh a ſubje& of his Rime 
May loſe perchance his credir, not his rime, E 
Finis Aus. 1. Exit. 
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ACTUS2». SCENATr. 
Roſcius. Bird, Flowrdew, 


Roſc. R Ecerve your places, The firft that we preſent 
are the ExtYeams of a wertue neceſſary in our 
Converſation, call*d Comiras or Courtefie , which, a all 
other vertues , hath her deviations from the mean. The 
one Colax , that to ſeem over- courteous falls into a ſer- 
vile flattery ; th2 other, C a4 fools fall into the contraries 
which they ſhunn? ) +% Dylcolus, who hating to be a fla: 
viſh Paraſue, grows into peeviſhneſs and impertinent 
diftafte. 
Flow. I thought you taught two vices for one vertue, 
Roſc. So does Philoſophy, bur the Akors enter. © 
Colax. Dyſcolus. 
Colax. How far they fin againſt humanity 
That uſe you thus ! Belceve me *risa Symptom 
Of Barbariſme, and rudeneſs ſo to vex 
A gentle, modeſt narure as yours 1s. 
Dyſco. Why doſt thou vex me then ? 
Colax. I? Heaven defend | 
My breeding has been better; Tvex you! 
You that Tknow ſo vertuous, juſt, and wiſe. 
So pious and religious, {o admir*d, 
So lov<d of all ? 
Dyſc. Wilt thou nor leave me then 
Eternal Torture ? could your cruelty find 
No back bur mine that you rhought broad enough 
To bear the load oi all rheſe Epirhirtes ? 
Pijous ? Religious? he takes me for a fool, 
Vertuous ? and juſt? Sir, didT ever cheat you, 
Cozen, or gull you 3 that you call me juſt 
And vertuous ? Jam erown the common ſcoffe 
Of all che world ; rhe {cofic of allcthe world! 
Colax. The world is grown roo yile then, 
Dyſc. Soart thou | 
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Heaven! Tam turn'd ridiculous | 

Co'ax. Y ou ridiculovs ? 
Burt *:15 an impious Age; Tnere was 2 ri!nc 
(And pitty tis {o gooda time had wings 
To flye away, ) when revercnce was payd 
To agray head ;, *twas held a ſacriledge 
Not exprable ro deny reſpe& 
To one, Sir, of your years and gravity. 

Dyſc. My years and gravity! Why, how oid am I ? 
1 am not rotten yet, or grown {0 rank 
As I ſhould ſmell oth*grave : Orimes and manners ! 
well Colax, well ; go on : ye may abuſe me, 
Poor duſt and aſhes, worms mear, years and gravity ; 
He takes me for a Carcaſſe! what Gs you 
So crazy in me? Thave half my teeth; 
I ſee with ſpeQacles, dolnor ? znd can walk roo 
Wirh th' benefir of my ſtaffe, mark if I canr.or !--- 
Bur you fir at your pleaſure with years and gravity 
Think medecrepir. ; 

Colax, How ? Decrepit Sir ! 
I ſce young roſes bud within your checks ; 
And a quick a&ive blood run free and freſh 
Thorough your veins. 

Dyſco. Tamturn*d boy again? 
A very ftripling {chool-boy ! haveI not 
The Irch and kibes ? amT not ſcabb'd and mangy 
Abour the wriſts and hams ? 

Colax., Still Dyſcolus 2---- 

Dyſc. Dyſcolus ' and why Dyſcolus 2 when were we 
Grown ſofamiliar ? Dyſcolus by my name 
Sure weare Pylades and Oreſtes | are wenot ? 
Speak good Pylades, 

Colax. Nay worthy Sir, 
Pardon my error, *twas withour intent 
Of an offence. I le and ſome othey name 
To call youly - _ 

Dyjſc. What do you mean to cailme? 
Fool? Aﬀe ” of Rnave? my naine isnot © bad 
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As that Iam aſham*d ont. 

Colax. Still you rake all worſe then it was meant, 
You are to009 jealous. 

Dyſco. Jealous? Ihatnot cauſe for*t, my wifes honeſt ; 
Doſt ſee my horns? Doſt ? if thou doeſt, 

Write Cuckold in ray forchead ; do, write Cuckold 
With Aqua fortis, do, Jealous ! Iam jealous, 

Free of rhe Company ! wife I am jealous, 

Colax. I mean luſpirious, 

Dyſc. How! ſuſpitious ? 

For whart ? for treaſon, felony, or murder ? 
Carry me to the Juttice : bind me over 

For a ſuſpicious perſon : hang me too 

For a (uſpicious perſon! 0, 00,0, 

Some courteous plague ſeize me, and free my ſoul 
From this immorrcal rormenr / every thing 

1 meer with, is vexarion, and this, this 

Is rhe vexation of vexations, 

The Hell of Hells, and Divel of all Divels. 

Flow. For pitty ſake fret not the good old Gentleman. 
Dy(c. O ! havel nor yer torments great enough, 
But you muſt adde to my afflidtion? 

Eternal filence ſeize you! 

Colax Sir, we ſtrive 

To pleaſe you, bur you ſtill miſconſtrue vs. 

Dyſc. 1 mar be pleas*d! a very babe, an infant? 

I muſt be pleas*d ! giveme ſoine pap, or plums : 
Buy me arattle , or a hobby-horte, 

To ſtill me, do! be pleas*d wouldſt have me ger 
A Paraſite to be flatter*d? 

Col. How ? a Paraſite ? 

A cogging, flactfring, flaviſh Paraſite ? 

Things I abhor and hate. *Tis not the belly 
Shall make my brains a caprive. Flatterers ! 
Souls below reaſon will nor ſtoop ſo low 

As to give up their liberty; only tlarterers 

Move by an6thers wheele, They have no paſſions 
Free tothemiclves. All their afte&ions, 


Qualities, 
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Qualities, humors, appetites, defires, 
Nay wiſhes, vows and prayers, diſcourſe and thoughts 
Are bur anothers Bondman. Ler me tugg 
Atthe Turks Galliesz be erernally 
Damn*d ro a Quarry ; In this State my mind 
Is free; A flatterer has nor ſoul nor body 3 
What ſhall I ſay ? No, Iapplaud your temper, 
Thar in a generous braveneſs take diſtafte 
Ar ſuch whoſe ſervile nature itrives to pleaſe you. 
'Tis royal in you Sir, 
Dyſc. Ha \ whats thar ? 
Colax, A feather ſtuck upon your cloak. 
Dyſc. A fearher! 
And what have you to do with my feathers ? 
Why ſhould you hinder me from telling the world 
I do nor lye on flock-beds ? 
Colax. Pray be pleas*d. 
I bruſhr it off for meer reſped I bare to you. 
Dyſc. Reſpe&! a fine reſpeR, Sir, is itnor, 
To make the world belceve Inouriſh vermine ? 
O dearh, dearh, death, ifthar our graves hatcht worms 
Withour tongues to rorment us, let *um have 
Whar reeth rhey will. I meer not herean obje& 
Burt adds ro my afflition! ſure Fam nor 
A man ; IT could not therthe ſo ridiculous : 
My ears are overgrown, Taman aAfle 
Ir is my ears rhey gaze ar. What ſtrange Harpy , 
Centaure or Gorgon am Tturnd into? 
What Circe wrought my Metamorphoſis ? 
If I be a beaſt, ſhe mighthave made me Lyon, 
Or ſomerhing not ridjculous ! O Aﬀesn, 
If T do branch like thee, it is my fortune ! 
Why look they on me elſe? There is within 
A glaſs they ſay, that has ſtrange qualiries inir ; 
Thar ſhall reſolve me, Twill in to ſee 
Whether or no, I manor monſter be, Exit, 
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SCEN. 2, 
To them Derlus, Aphobus, 


Bird, Why be theſe? They look like Preſumption 

and Dcipalr. 

Roſc., And fuch , vac are, That is Aphobuws, one that 
out of an impious confidence fears nothing. The other 
Deilus , that from an Atheiftical. diftraft, ſhabes at the 
i:0t!:n of a reed. Theſe are the extreams of Fortitude , that 
{teers an even courſe between overmuch daring , and over- 
mic) fearing. 

Flnw. Why ftaies this reprobare Colax ? 

Roſc. ANY VICE 
Yields work for flattery. 

Fl. A 200d Doctrine, mark it. 

Deities, 15s ir poſſible ? did you nor fear ir, ſay you ? 
To me the .neer relation 1$ an ague. | 
Good4 Ap no more ſuch rerrible ſtories ; 

Y would nor for a world lye alone co night: 
I ſhali have ſuch ftrange dreams! 

Apho. Whar can there be | 
Tha: I ſhould fear ? The Gods? Ifthey be good, 
<Tis fin to fear them ; if nor good, no Gods; 

And rhen ler them fear me, Or are they Diyels 
Thar muſt 'afirighr me ? 

Deili;s Divels! where good Aphobug 2 
i chought there was ſome conjuring. abroad 3 
*Tis ſncha rerrihle wind! Ohereirisz 
Now it 1s here again\ Oſtill, ſtill,” fill. 

Apho. What's rhe marrer ? 

Der/us. Still ir follows me ! | 
The thing in black, bchind 3 ſoon as rhe Sun 
Bur ſhines, it haunts me ? Genrle fpirir leave me! 
Cannor you lay him Aphobus 2 what an ugly look jt has 
Witheyes as big as ſawcers, noftrils wider 
Then barvers baſons / 
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* Uncapable of danger ſleeps ſecurely , 
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Apho. Tis nothing Deilus 
Burt your week fancy that from every ohje& 
Draws arguiments of fear, This terrible black thin» _— 
Dei/. Where 15 it Aphobus ? 7 
Apho.—Is but your ſhadow Derlus. 
Deil. And ſhould we not fear ſhadows ? 
Apho. No, why ſhould we ? 
Deil. Who knows but they come leering after vs 
To ſteal away ihe ſubſtance ? warch him Aphobus, 
Apho. I nothing fear. 
Colax. 1 do commend your valour, 
That fixes your grear ſoul faſt as a Center, 
Not to be mov*d with dangers ; let {light cock-hoats 
Be ſhaken witha wave, while you ſtand firm 
Like*an undaunticd rock, whoſe conſtant hardneſs 
Rebears the fury of the raging ſea, 
Daſhing it into froth. Baie fear doth argue 
A low degenerate {oul, 
Deil. Now 1 fear every thing, 
Colax. Tis your diſcretion, Every thing has danger, 
And therefore every thing is tobe fcard, 
I do applaud this wiſdom : Tis a ſymprome 
Of wary providence. His too confident raſhne!s 
Argncs a (tupid ignorance in rt he ſoul, 
A blind andſenſelefs judgement : give me fear 
Toman the forr, fris ſuch a circumſpet 
And wary Sentinel 
Fhwrd. Now ſhame take thee for 


A luke-warm formaliſt. 


Colax, — But daring valor 7 
SR ae 
And leaves an open entrance to his enemics,- - 
Deil. Whar, are they landed'? fn) 
Apho. Who ? 
Der]. The enemies | 
Thar Colfax talks of, HE IETIOSS 17 cs. 
Apho. If rhey be, I care not 3 | 
Though rhey he Gyanrs all, and arm*d with thunder. | 
L-4 Det!, 
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Deil. Why do you nor fear thunder ? 

Apho. Thunder ? no}. 

No more then ſquibs and crackers, 

Deil, Squibs and crackers, 

T hope there be none here j s*lid, ſquibs and crackers! 
The meer Epiromes of the Gun-powder Treaſon, 
Faux in a leſſer volume, 

Apho. Let fools gaze 

Art bearded ſtars, it is all one ro me 

As if they had been ſhav*d —-rhus, thus would 1 
Our-bearda Meteor, for I mighr as well 

Name it a prodigy when my candle blazes. 

Deil. Is there a Comer ſay you? Nay, I faw it, 

Ir reach*d from Pauls to Charing, and portends 
Some certain eminent danger ro the inhabitants 
*Twixr thoſe two places : Ifle go get a lodging 

Our of its intluence. | 
Colax. Will that ſerve ? I fear 

Ir threatens general ruine to the Kingdom. 

Detl. Ifle ro ſome orher Country. 

Colax. There*s danger to croſs the Seas. 

Detl. Is there no way good Colax, 

To croſs the Sea by Land? O the ſciruation | 

The horrible ſcituation of an Iſland, 

Colax. You fir are far above ſuch frivolous thoughts, 
You fear nor death, 

Apho. Not 1. 

Col. Not ſudden death. 

Apho. No more than ſudden ſleep : Sir I dare dye. 
Detl. I dare nor; Death tome 1s terrible; 

I will not dye. | 

Apho. How can you Sir prevent ir ? 

Dell. wo I will kill my elf. 

Col. A valiant courſe ; 

And the right way to prevent death indeed. 

Your ſpirit is true Roman ! Bur yours greater 
Thar fears not dearh, nor yer rhe manner of it, 
Should heaven fall | 
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Apho: why, then we ſhould have Larks. 
Del. I ſhall never eat Larks again while I breath. 
Col. Or ſhuuld the earth yawn like a ſepulchre, 
And with an open throat ſwallow you quick ? 
Apho. ©Twould fave me the expences of a grave. 
Dei/. I had rather trouble my Executors by th* half. 
Apho. Cannons to me arc por-guns, 
Deil. Por-guns to me | 
Are Cannons 3 the report will ſtrike me dead. 
Apho. A Rapier*s but a bodkin, 
Petl. And a bodkin, 
It is a moſt dangerous weapon 3 fince I read 
Of Fulins Ceſars death, 1durſt nor venture 
Into a Taylors ſhop for fear of bodkins. 
Aph». O that the valiant Gyants ſhould again 


Rebell againſt rhe Gods, and beſicge Heaven, 

So I might be their leader. 

Col. Had Enceladus 

Been half ſo valiant, Fove had heen his priſoner. 

Apho. Why ſhould we think there be :uca things as 
dangers ? 

Scylla, Charybdis , Python are bur fables. 

Medeas Bull and Dragon very tales. 

Sea-Monſters. ſerpents, all Poetical figments. 

Nay Hell ir ſelf, and Acheron meer inventions 3 

Or were they rrue, as they are falſe, ſhould T be 

So. timerous as ro fear theſe Bug-bear Harpyes, 

Meduſas, Centaurs, Gorgons ? 

Deil. O good Aphobus, 

Leave conjuring, or take me into th* circle, 

What ſhall T do good Co/ax. 

Col. Sir walk in, 

There is, they ſay, a Looking-glaſs, a ſtrange one 

Of admirable vertues, that will render you 

Free from inchantments. 

Deil. How \ a Looking-glaſs ? 

Doſt think Tcan endure it ? Why there lies 

A man within*t in Ambuſh to entrap me. 


way 
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I did but life my hand up, and he preſently 
Catchr at it. 
Colax. Twas the ſhadow Sir of your (elf, 
Aruſt me, a meer reficxion. 
Deb. I will cruſt thee. 
Apho. What Glaſs is thar ? 
Colax. &Atrick to frighr rhe Ideor 
Our of his wits, a Glaſs ſo full of dread, 
Rendring unto the eye ſuch horrid ſpeQaeles 
As would amaze even you, SirI do rhink 
Your optick nerves would ſhrink in thebeholding 
This if your eye endure, 7 will confels you 
The Prince of Eagles. | 
Apho. Look to it eyes, if ye refuſe this fight, 
My nayls ſhall dainn yon to eternal night. Exit, 
Col. Seeing no hope of gain, T pack them hence, 
<Tis gold gives flattery all ber eloquence. 


—_— 
—_—— 


SCEN. 3. 
Acolaſis, Anaiſthetus, 


Roſc. Temperance is the medincrity of enjoying proves Ny 
when they are preſent , and a moderate deſire of t 
abſent ; and theſe are the extreams of that vertue. Acola- 
itus 4 voluptuous Epicure, that out of an immoderate 
wnd untam*d deſire feebs after all pleaſures promiſcuouſly 
without reſpe& of honeſt or lawful. The other Anaiſthe- 
rus & meer Anchorite, that delights in nothing, not in thoſe 
legitimate recreations allowe d of by God and nature. 
Acolaft. O now for an cterniry of cating ! 
Fool was he that wiſh*d but a Cranes ſhort neck ; 
Give me one, nature, long as is a Cable, 
Or ſounding-line, and all the way a palate 
To raſte my meat the longer. I would have 
My ſenſes faſt together 3 Nature envied vs 
In giving ſingle pleaſures; ler me have £ 
IV 
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My eafs, eyes, palate, noſe, and rouch, at ence 
Enjoy their happineis ; lay me in-abed 
Made of a furnmers cloud; to my embraces 
Give me a Venws hardly yer fifteen, 
Freſh, plump, and afive ; ſhe that Mars enjoy*d, 
1s grown t90 ſtale :.And rhen at rhe ſame inſtant 
My tovch 15 pleas*d, I would delight my fight 
With pi&ures of Diana and her Nymphs, 
Naked, and arhing, drawn by ſome Apelles 3 
By them ſome of our faireſt Virgins ſtand 3 
That I may ice whether *ris Art or Nature 
Which heignrens moſt my blood and appetite. 
Nor ceaic I here. Give merthe ſeven Orbs 
To charm my ears with their ccelcftial lurcs, 
To wiich the Angels thardo move thoſe ſphcars 
Shall ſing ſome amorous dirty 3 nor yet here 
Fix I my :cunds 3 The ſun himſelf ſhall fire 
The Phoenix neſt ro make me a perfume, 
While I do car the Bird, anderernally 
Quafte off eternal Near. Theſe fingle, are 
Bur rorments, but together, O rogerher ! 
Each 1s a Paradiſe, Having got ſuch objects 
To pleaſe rhe ſenſes, give me ſenſes too 
Fir to reccive thoſe objets : Give me therefore 
An eagles cyc, a blood-hounds curious (nicll, 
A Staggs quick hearing, fet my feeling be 
As (ubtile as the ſpiders, and my taſte 
Sharp as a Squirrils : Then Ifle read the Alcoran, ' 
And what delights that promiſes in furure, 
I'le practiſe inthe preſent. 
Bird. Heatheniſh Glutron ! 
Flow. Baſe-bellygod, licencious Libecrtine ! 
Anat. And 1 do think there is no plcaſure at all 
Burt m contemning pleaſures 3 Happy Nrobe 
And bleſſed Daphne, and all ſuch as are 
Turn*d ſtocks and Fones : would TI were Lawrecl tco, 
Or marble, I, cr any thing inſenſible, 
ir 1s arov! for me to car or drink, 
OnelY 
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Only for natures ſatisfa&ion z 

Would I could live withour it, To my ear 
Muſick is but a mandrake. To my ſmell 

Nard (ents of rue and wormwood ; And Ttafte 
Nettar with as much loathing, and diſtaſte 
As'gall, or Aloes, or my Docors porion. 

My <ye can meet no obje& hut Thare ir, 

Acsla. Come brother Stoique, be nor ſo melanchol Y. 
Anat. Be not ſo fooliſh brother Epicure. 

Aco. Come wee*l go and fee a Comedy, that will raiſe 
Thy heavy ſpirits up. 

Ana. A Comedy ? 

SureT delight much in thoſe toyes; I can 

wirh as much parience hear the Mariners 
Chide in a ſtorm. 

Aco. Then lets go drink a while. 

Anat. Tis roo much labour, Happy Tantalus 
That never drinks. 

Aco. Alitrle Venery 

Shall recreate thy ſoul, 

Ana. Yes like anitch , 

For*ts no better : IT could wiſh an heir, 

But that I cannor take the pains to ger.one. 
Acc. Why, marry, if your conſcienne be ſo render, 
As nor todo ir otherwiſe; Then fris lawful. 
Ana. True Matrimonies nothing elſe indeed 

Bur fornication licens*d, lawful Adulrery. 

O heavens! how all my ſenſes are wide © 8 

To ler in diſcontent and miſeries ! 

How happy are the moles that have no eyes ! 
How bleſt the Adders that have no ears! 

They never ſee nor hear ought thar afflits them, 
Burt happier they that have no ſence ar all, 
That neither ſee, nor hear, taſte, ſmell, nor feel. 
Any thing to torment them : ſouls were given 
To torture bodies, man has reaſon roo 

To adde unto the heap ofhis diſtra&ions. 
I can ſce nothing wirthaut ſenſe, and morion, 
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But do wiſh my ſelf trarisform*d into it. | 
Col. Sir I commend this remperance ; your arm*d foul 
Is able ro contemn theſe petty baits , 

Theſe ſlight temptations, which we title pleaſures, 
That are indeed burnames , Hcaven it felt knows 

No ſuch like rhing ; the ſtars nor eat nor drink, 

Nor lye with one another; and you imitate 

Thoſe glorions bodies, by which noble abſtinence 
You gain the names of moderate, chaſte, and ſober 5 
While this effteminate gers the infamous terms 
OfGlutron, Drunkard, and Adulterer 

Pleaſures that are not mans, as man is man, 

But as his nature ſympathies with beaſts. 

You ſhall be the third Cato. This grave look 

And rigid eye-brow will become a Cenſor. 

But Twill fit you with an obje& Sir, 

My noble Anaifthetus, that will pleaſe you. 

It is a Looking-glals, wherein at once 

You may ſee all the diſmal groves and caves, 

The horrid vaults, dark cells, and barren deſerts, 
Wirth whar in hell it ſeMfcan difmall be. Rs 
Anaiſ. Thar 1s indeed a proſpet fit for me. Exit, 
Acol. He cannot feek a ſtock or ſtone, but preſently 

He wiſhesro be turn*d to one of thoſe. 

I have another humor; I cannot ſee 

A far voluptuous ſow with full delighr 

Wallow in dirt, but I do wiſh my ſelf 

Transform*d into that bleſſed Epicure. 

Or when I view the hor ſalacious ſparrow 

Renew his pleaſures with freſh appetite , 

I wiſh my ſelfthar little bird of Love. 

Colax. Ir ſhows you a manof ſoft moving clay, 

Not made of flint 3 nature has been bountitull 

To provide pleaſures, and ſhall we be niggards _ 

At plenreous boards ? Hes a diſcourteous gueſt 
Thar will obſerve a dyetat a feaſt. 

When nature thought the earth alone roo lircle 

To find us meat, and therefore ſtor*d the ayr 
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With winged creatures, not contented yer, 
$hee made the warer fruitful ro delighces. 
Nay Thelieve the other Element too 
Doth nurſe ſome curious dainty for maris food ; 
Ti we would uſe the skill rocarch rhe S;zlamander : 
Did ſhe do this to have us cat with te:mperance ? 
Or when ſhe gave ſo many diflerent odors 
Of ſpices, unguents, and all forts of flowers, 
She cry*dnot —ftop your noſes : would ſhe give us 
So ſweet aquire of wing*d Mufitians 
To have us deaf ? or when ſhe plac*d us here, 
Here in a Paradiſe, where ſuch pleaſing proſpeRs , 
So many raviſhing colours entice the eye, 
Was it tohaveus wink ? when ſhe beftow*©d 
$o powerful faces, ſuch commanding beauties 
On many glorious Nymphs, was it to ſay 
Be chaſt and continent ? Nor to enjoy 
All pleaſures, and at full, were ro make nature 
Guilty of that ſhe nefre was guilty of, 
A vanity in her works. 
Acol. Alcarned LeQure ! 
*T'is far ſuch grave and ſolid arguments 
Have their reward---Here---half of my eſtate 
T<invent a pleaſure never taſted yer , 
That IT may bethe firſt ſhall make ir ſtale. 
Col, Within, Sir, is a Glaſs, that by reflexion 
Doth ſhew the image ofall ſorts of pleaſures 
Thar ever yet were ated, more yariety 
Then Aretines pi&ures. 
Aco. T'leſee rhe Jewel ; 
For though rodo moſt r1oves my appetite, 
1 loveto ſee, as well as ad delighr. Exit, 
Bird. Theſe are the things indecd the ſtage doth reach, 
Dear hearr, what afoul ſink of fin runs here ! 
Flow, Infooth iris rhe common ſhore of lewdnels. 
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SCEN* 4. 
Aſotus. Aneleutherus, 


Rolc. Theſe are Aneleutherus an whberal Niggardly 
Uſurer that will ſell heaven to purchaſe earth. That his 
ſon Aſorus, a profuſe Prodigal, that will ſell earth to buy Het. 
The extreams of Liherality , which preſcribes a mediocrity in 
the Getting and Spending of Riches. 
Anel, Come boy, go with meto the Scriveners, go. 
Aſt. I was in hope you would have ſaid a Bawdy 
houſe. 
Anel. Thence to th* Exchange. 
Aſot.No, To the Tavern Father. 
Anel. Be a good husband boy, follow my counſel. 
Aſt. Your counſel ? No dad, rake you mine, 
And be a good feillow---ſfhall we goand roar ? 
S'lid Farther, I ſhall never liveto ſpend 
That you have got already--- Pox of Arturneys, 
Merchants and Scriveners ; I would hear you talk 
Of Drawers, Punks, and Panders, 
Anel. Prodigal child ! 
Thou doft nor know the {ſweers of gerting wealth. 
Aſot. Nor you the pleaſurerhar I take in ſpending ir 
To feed on Caveare, and eat Anchoves. 
Anel. Aſ5tus, my dear (on, taik not ro me 
Of your Anchovcs,or your Caveare, 
No, teedon Widows, havecach meal an Orphan 
Serv<d to your table, or a glibbery heir 
Wirth all his lands melred into a morgage. 
The gods themſelves feed not on ſuch fine dainties, 
Such fatrting, thriving dict. 
Afot. Truſt me Sir, 
Tam aſham*d Ia---to call you Father, 
Netre trutt me now I*m come to be a Gentleman : 
One of your havings, and thus cark and care ? 0 
Come, FI will ſend tor a whole Coachor two p 
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Of Bank-ſide Ladies, and we will be Joviall! 

Shall the world ſay you pine and pinch for nothing ? 
well, do your pleaſure, keep me ſhort of monics, 
When youare dead, as dyel Hope you muſt, 

Ifle make a ſhift to ſpend one halt ar leaſt 

Eteyou are coftin*d, and the other half 

E*re you are fully laid into your grave. 

Werenort you better help away with ſome of it ? 
Buryou will ſtarve your ſelf, that when y*are rotten; 
One--Have at all of mine may ſer ir flying. 

And I will have your bones cut into Dice, 

And make you guilty of the ſpending of it : 
OrTwill geta very handſome bowle 
Made of your $kull, ro drink*r away in healths. | 
Anel. That*s not rhe way to thrive ! No, fit and brood 
On thy eſtate, as yer it is not hatch*d 

Into maturity. 

Aſot. Marry I will brood uponir , 

And hatch ir into chicken, capons, hens, 

Larks, thruſhes, quailes, wood-cocks, ſnires and pheafants; 
The beſt rhat canbe got for love of mony, 

There is no life ro drinking ! 

Anel.O yes, yes 

ExaQion, uſvry, and oppreſhon. 

Twenty i*th* hundred is a very Nectar. 

And wilt thou, waſtful lad, ſpend in a ſupper 

Whar ! with ſwear and labour, care and induſtry 

Have been an age a ſcraping up together ! 

No, no Aſorws, truſt grey-head experience z 

AST have been an Oxe, a painfull Oxe, 

A diligent toyling, and laborious Oxe, 
«To plow up Gold for rhee ; ſo I would have thee-e- 
Aſot. be a fine filly Aﬀle to keep ir, 

Anel. be a good watchful Dragon to preſerve it. 

Colax. Sir, T over-heard your wiſe inſtruions, 

And wonder*d at the gravity of your countel ! 

This wild unbridled boy is not yet grown 


Acquainted with the world he has norfelr nt 
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The weight of need, that want is vyertues clog 3 
of whar neceſſity, re:pe& and value | 
wealth is, how baſe anqd how contemptible 
Poverty makes vs. Liberality 
In ſome circnmſtances.may he allow'd ; 
As when it has no end bur honeſty, 
With a reſpe& of perſon, quanrity, 
Quality, time, and place ; but this profuſe, 
Vain, injndicious {pending ſpeaks him Idcot ; 
And yerrhe bett o: liherality 
Is to be liberal ro our ſclves; and thus 
Your wiſdom is moſt liberal, and knows £ 
How fond a thing it is for diſcreet men 
To purchaſe with the loſs of their eſtate 
The name of one poor verrue, liberality, 
And that roo only trom the mouth of heggers ! 
One of your judgement would nor, I am lure, 
Buy all che vertues at {o dear a rate. 
Nor are you, Sir, I dare preſume, ſo fond 
Asfor ro weigh your gains by the tri ſcale 
of equity, and juſtice, names invented 
To keep us heggars3 Twould counſel now 
Your ſonro tread no ſteps bur yours, for they 
Will certainly dire him the broad way 
Thar leads unto rhe place where plenty dwells ; 
And ſhe ſhall give him honour. : 
Anel. Your tongue 1s powerful : 
Pray rcad this Le&ure to my Son ; I goe 
To find my Scriv®ner who is gone, Ihear, 
To a ſtrange Glaſs wherein all things appear, Ex. 
Aſit. To ſee it it can ſhew him his loſt cars, 
Now to your Le&ure. R 
Col. Andto ſuch a one 
As you will he a willing Pupil to. 
Think you T meant all that I rold your Father ! 
No, *rwas to blind the eyes of rhe old Huncks. 
I love a man like yor that can make much 
Of his bleſt Genius : Miracle of Charity ! 
That open hand becaites thee 3 Ler thy Father 
M Scrape 
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Scrape like the Dunghil cock the dirr, and mire, 
To find a pretious Ge:mme for thee, the Chicken 
Of rhe white Hen to weare. Ir is a wonder 

How ſuch a oorons branch as you, could ſpring 

From that old root of damned avarice ! 

For every widdows houſe the father ſwallows, 

The ſon ſhould ſpew a Tavern. How are we 

Richer then others ? not in having much, 

Bur in beitowing 3 

And thar ſhines glorious in you. The chuffs crowns 

Impriſon'd in his truſty cheit methinks 

I hear groan our, ana long till they be thine, 

In hope to ſee the light again. Thou canſt not 

Stand in a Flood of NeRar up to rh* chin, 

And yer nor dare to ſup it ; nor canſt ſuffer 

The Golden Apples dangle ar thy lips, 

Burt thou wil taſte the fruit. Tis generous this, 
Aſot. Gramarcy thou ſhalt be Do&or o*th< Chair. 

Here --- ftis roo little, bur ris all my ſtore, 

Ifle in ump my Dad, and ferch rhee more. Ex, 
Col. How like you now my arr ? is*t nor a ſubtle one? 
Flow. Now out upon rhee thou lewd reprobate : 

Thou man of fin and ſhame, that ſoweſt cuſhions 

Unro the elbows of iniquity. 

Col. I do commend this zeale ; you cannor be 

Too fervent in a caule (9 full of goodneſs. 

There is a general froſt hath ceas*d devorion. 

And withour ſuch like ardent flames as theſe 

There is no hope to thaw it, The word, Puritane, 

Thar I do glorifte, and eſteem, rev*frend, 

As the moſt ſanRifed, pure, and holy 5e& 

Of all profeſſors, is by the prophane 

Us<d for a name of infamie, a by-word, a ſlander. 

Thar I ſooth Vice ; I do bur flatter rhem. 

As we give children plums to learn their prayers, 

T<enrice them to rhe truth, and bv fair means 

Work out their retormartion. | 
Bird. *Tis well done. 
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7 hope he*l become a brother and make 
A Separariſt Ny 

Fhw. You ſhall have che devotions 
Of all rhe Elders. Bur this foppiſhneſs 
Is weariſome ; ! could at our St Amntlins, 
Sleeping and all, fit rwenty rimes as long. 

Roſc. Go in with me to recreare your ſpirits, 
(As Muſique theirs) with ſome refreſhing ſong. 
Whole patience our rude Scene hath held roo long. 

Finis Attus 2. Excunt 
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_ Roſcics, Bird, Flowrdew, 

Bird. 1 will no more of this abomination, 

Roſc, The end crowns every ation, ſtay till rhat. 
Juſt Judges willnot be prejudicate, 

Flow. Pray Sir continue ſtill the moralizing. 

Rolc. The next we preſent, are the extreams of Maenift- 
cence , who teaches a Decorum in great expences, as Lihera- 
lity in the leſſer : One is Banauſvs out of a meer oftentation 
vain glorroufly experfroe ;, the other M.croprepes, one in zlo- 
rious works extreamly baſe and penurios 

Banauſus, Micr prejes, 

Ban. Being born nor for our ſclvcs but for our friends, 
Our country and our glory ; it is fir 
we do exprels the Maicity of our ſouls 
In deeds of bounty and magnificence. 

Micro. The world is full ofvanity, and forid fools 
Promiſe themſelves a name from building Churches, 

Or any thing that rends to the Republique, 
*Tis the Re-private that I ſtudy for : 

Ban. Firſt theretore tor rhe fame of my Republique, 
ifle imitate a brave Agyprian Ring, 

And planr ſuch ſtore of onions, and ofgarlicks 
AS ſhall maintain fo many rhouſand workmen, 
To rh* building of a Pyramid at St. Albans, 
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lipon whoſe top Ifle ſer a hand of braſs, 
With a ſcrowle inf to ſhew the way to London 
For th* henefit of Travellcrs. | 
Colax. Excellent ! 
Tis charity to dired the wandring Pilgrim; 
Micro. I am Chu;rcin-warden, and we are this year 
To build our ſteeple up ; now to fave charges 
Tie get a high crown'd hat with five Low-bels 
To make a peale ſhall ſerve as well'as Bow, 
Col. 'Tis wiſely caſt, 
And like a careful Steward of the Church, 
Of which the Steeple is no part, at leaſt 
No neceſſary. 
Bird. Verily 'tis true 
They are but wicked Synagogues where thoſe inſtru- 
ments 
Of Superſtition and Idolatry ring 
Warning to fin, and chime all into the Divel. 
Banau. And, Conſe rhere be ſuch ſwarmes of Herefies 
riſing : 
He have an Artiſt frame two wonderovs weathercocks 
Of Gold, to ſet on Pauls and Grantam Steeple, 
To ſhew to all the Kingdom what faſhion nexr 
The wind of humour hither means to blow. 
Micro, A Wicker chaire will fit them for a Pulpir. 
Col. It is rhe Dottrine, Sir, that you reſpctt. 
Phw, Infooth I have heard as whol-ſome inſftrugions 
From a zealous wicker chaire, as efre I did 
From the carv*d Idol of wainſcor. 
Banau. Next, I intend ro found an Hoſpital 
For the decay'd profeſfors of the Subnrbs, 
With a Colledpge of Phyſitians too ar Chelſy 
Only to ſtudy rhe cure of the French Pox 3 
Thar fo the finners may acknowledge me 
Their only benefattor, and repent. 
Colax. You have a care Sir of your countries health. 


Micro Then IT will (ell the leaſe ro tharch the Chancel, | 


Ban, I have a rare dcyice to ſet Dutch windmils 
Upon 
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Upon New market Heath, and Salisbury Plain, 
To drain the Fens, | 

C:lax. The Fens Sir are not there. 

Ban. But who knows bur rhey may be ? 

Col Very right : 

Youaime at the prevention of a danger. 

Micro. A Porters frock ſhall ſerve me for a ſurplice, 

Fhw. Indeed a Frock is not fo ceremonious. 

Ban. Bur the great work in which I mean to glory, 
Is in the raiſing a Cathedral Church : 

It ſhall be ar Hoggs-Norton, with a paire 
Of itarely Organs ; more then pity *rwere 
The Pigs ſhould lofe their skill tor want of practice. 

Bird. Organs! fye on them for Baby/oran Bag-pipes ! 

Micro. Then for the painting, I berhink my (elf 
That I have f(cen in Mother Red-caps Hall 
In painted cloth the {tory of the Prodizgall. 

Col. And that will be for very good uſe and moral. 
Sir, you are wiſe z whar ſerve Egytian:Pyramids, 
Epheſian Temples, Babylanign Towers, 

Carian Coloſſes, Trajans water-works, 
Domitians Amphithearers, tie vain coſt 
Of ignorance and prodigality ? | 
Rome flouriſh*d when her Capitol was thatch*d, 
And all her Gods dwelt bur in Cottages 
Since Parian marble and'Corynthian brats 
Enrer*d her gawdy Temples, ſoon ſhe fell 
To ſuperſtition, and from rhence to ruine, | 
You ſee that in our Churches glorious Statues, - 
Rich Copes, and other ornaments of ſtare 
Draw wandring eyes from their devotion, 
Unto a wanton gazing, and that orher 
Rich edifices, and ſuch gorgeous toyes 
Doe more proclaim our countries wealth then ſafcry, * 
And ſerve bur like ſo many gilded baits | 
T< entice a forreign foe to our invaſion. 
Goe in, there is a Glaſs will ſhew you Sir, 
What ſweet ſimplicities our Grandfires us*d, 
M 3 How 
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How in the age of Gold no Church was gilded. 
Exit Micrq. 
Banau. O [ have thoughr on*r, T will ſtraight way build 
A Free-ſchoole here in London, a free-ſchoole 
For th* education of young Gentlemen 
To ſtudie how to arink, and take Tobacco, 
To ({weare, to roare, to dice, to drab, roquarrel 
Twill He the great Gymnaſiam of the Realm, 
The Phrontiſterium of great Britany : 
And for their berrer ſtudy, I will furniſh them 
With a large Library of Drapers books. 
Col. *<Twill-put down Bodlie and the Vatican. 
Royal Banauſus ! how many Sphears flye you 
Above rhe earthly dull Mrcroprepes ? 
T hope tolive to fee you build a Stewes 
Shall our-brave Venice, to repair old Tiburn 
And make it Cedar. This magnificent courſe 
Doth purchafe you an immortality, 
Inrhem you build your honour to remain - 
The example and the wonder of poſterity. 
While other hide-hound Churles do grutch themſelves 
The Charges of a Toinb. 
Banau But 4Ne have one 
In which "le lie embalm*d with Myrrhe and Caſſia, 
And rhe ungueats then rth* Egyptian Kings. 
And all rhat this my pretious Tomb may furniſh 
The Land with Mummie, 
Col. Yonder is a Glaſs 
Will ſhew you plors and models of all monuments 
Form*<d rhe old way ; you may invent anew, 
Twill make for your more glory. 
Banau. Colax, true. 
Roſc. Theſe are the extreams. of magnanimity. Chaunus, 
a fellyw ſo highly conceited of his own parts that be thinks 
n honour above him 3 the other Micropſychus, a baſe and 
lows ſpirited fellow, that undervaluing his own qualities, dares 
not aſpire to thoſe drgnities , that otherwiſe his merits are ca- 
 pable of. 
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Chaunus, Micropſychus. 
Chaun, 1 wonder that I hear no news from Courc, 
Colax. Allhaile unto the honourable Chaunns, 
Chaun. The honourable Chaunus ? Tis decreed 
Iam a privy Councellor ; our new honours 
Cannor (o alter us that we can 
Forget our Friends ; walk with us.our familiar. 
Mic. It puzles me to think what worrh I have, 
That they ſhovld pur ſo great an honour on me- 
Colax. Sir, I do know and ſee, andſo doal!l 
That have not wilful blindneſs, what rare $kill 
Of wiſdome, policy, judgement, and thereſt 
Of the ſtare verrues fit within this hreſt, 
As if it were their Parliament ; bur as yer 
F am not, Sir, the happy Meſlenger 
Thar tells you, you are cal*d unto the Helm : 
Or that rhe Rudder of great Brirtany 
Is put into your hands, that you may ſteere 
Our floating Delos till ſhe be arrivd 
Art the blett Port of happineſs, and ſurnam*d 
The Fortunate Ile trom you thatare rhe fortunate. 
Chan. *Tis ſtrange thar T rhe heft experienc*d, 
The skilfulleſt and rhe rareſt of all Carpenters, 
Should nor be yet a Privie Councellor ! 
Surely the Stare wants cyes, or has drunk Opium 
Andſleeps, but when it wakes it cannot chuſe 
But meer the glorious beams of my deſerts 
Brighr as rhe riſing Sun, and ſay to England, 
England behold thy light ! 
Micro. Make me a Conſtable! 
Make me that am the ſimpleſt of my Neighyors 
So great a Magiſtrate! o powerful an Officer 1 
Ibluſh at my unworthyneſs : a Conſtable ! 
The very Prince o* rh* pariſh ! you are one Sir 
Of an ability ro diſcharge it berrer, 
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Ler me refigne to you 
Chau, How ? T a Conſtable ? 

Wihar might I he in your opinion Sir ? 
Micro. A Carpenter of worſhip. | 
Chau, Very well ; | 

And yet you! would maka me a Confta\le ! 

I le evidently demonſtrate that of all men 

Your Carpenters are beſt Starcs-men ; of all Carpenters 

T being rhe beſt, am beſt of States-men too : 

Imagine, Sir, the Common-wealth a Log, 

Or a rude block'of wood, Y our 'Stareman comes, 

(For by rhar Word I mean a Carpenter) 

And which rhe 'faw- of Policy divides it 

Into fo many boards or feveral orders, 

Of Prince, Nobility, Gentry, and rhe other 

Inferior boards call'd vulzar. fir for norhing 

Bvt ro make tiles, or planks ro he rrod over, 

Or tramyled on: This adds vnro the 1.ng 

CalPd Commomwealth ar leaſt fome ſra'l perfe&ion 3 

Bur afterwards he plains rhem, and {o makes 

The Common-wealrh, thar was before a hoard, 

A pretty Wainſcot ; ſome he craves. with Titles 

Of Lord, or Knighr, or Gentleman ; ſome ſtand plain, 

And ſerve us more for uſe then Ornament 

we call then Yeomen + (Boards now our of faſhion.) 

And left the diſproportion break rhe frame, 

He with rhe Pegs of amiry and concord, 

As with the glew-port of good Government 

Joynrs 'em together, makes an abſolute edifice 

Of rhe Republique : Stare-skill*d Machiavel 

was certainly a Carpenter , yet you think 

A Conſtable a Gyant-Digniry, | 
Micro. Pray heaven thar Tcarws like T do not melr 

The waxen'plumes of my ambition {! 

Or thar from this bright Charior of rhe Sun 

I fall not headlong down with Phaeton, 

T have aſpir*d ſo high : make me-a Conſtable 

Thar have nor yet attain'd to the Greek rongue ! 
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why *cis his office for to keep the peace. 

His Majeſties pcacec : I am nor fit ro keep 

fis Ma ieſtics Logs much leſs his Peace, the beſt 

Cf all his Jewels :' How dare I preſume 

To charge a man 1n tne Kings name ! I faint 

Under rhe burriien of fo greata place, 

Whoſe weight might preis down Atlas ; Magiſtrates 

Are only Sumprer-Horſes. Nay they threaten ue 

To make me Warden of the Church. 

AmT a Parriot, or have I ahiliry 

To preſent Knights-Recuſant, Clergy-reclers, 

Or Gentlemen trornicators ? 
Col. You have worth 

Richly enamel*d with a modeſty ; 

And rhougs your lofty merit might fit crown*d 

On Caucaſizs, or the Pyrenean mountains, 

You choote rhe humvler Valley, and had rather 

Grow a fate ſhrub below ; thendare the Winds, 

And be a Cedar ; Sir you know rhere is not 

Half fo much Honour in the Pilors place 

As danger in the ſtorm. Foor windy Titles 

Of Digniry and Othces that putie up 

The bubble pride till it ſwell big and burſt, 

Whar are they but brave norhings? Toys call*d Honours 

Make them on whom they are heſtow*dno berter 

Then glorious ilaves, the fervanrs of the Vulgar ; 

Men ſwear at Helme, as much as ar the Oar. 

There is a Glaſle within ſhall ſhew you, Sir, 

The vaniry of theſe Silk-worms, that do think 

They toile nor, cauſe rhey ſpin ſo fine a thread. 
Micro, Ifle fee it. Honour is a bahies rattle, 

And lethlind Fortune where ſhe will, beſtow her ; 

Lay me onearth, and T ſhall fall no lower. Exit. 
Chau Colax, what news ? | 
Col. The Perſian Emperor 

Is deſperarely fick. 
Chay. Heaven take his foul ! 

WhenT am the grand Sophie, (as ftis likely 
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I may be) Colax thou art made f« r ever. 
Col. The Turk they (av prepares again for Poland, 
Chau. And I no Baſhaw yet ? Sultan repent it 
Col. The State of Venice too is indiſtraRion. 
Chau. And can that Stat beſo ſupinely negligent 
As not to know whom they may chuſe their Duke 2 
Col. Our Merchants do report th* inhabitants there 
Are now in conlultartion for rhe ſerling 
The Crown upon a more deſerving head 
Then his thar bears it. 
Chau. Then my fortunes riſe. 
On confident wings, and all my hopes flye certain. 
Colax, behold, rhou ſeeſt the Preſter-Fobr. 
well England of all Countries in the world 
Moſt blind to thy own good. Other Nations 
Woo me to rake the bridle in my hands 
with gifts and Freſents 3 had T livd in Rome, 
Who durſt with Chaunus ſtand a candidate ? 
I might have choice of Edile, Conſul, Tribune, 
Or the perperual Di&ators place. 
I could diſcharge fem all, I know my merits 
Are large, and boundleſs : A Ceſar might be hewed 
Our of a Carpenrer, if a skilfull workman 
Bur undertook it. 
Colax. Tis a worthy confidence. 
Ler birds of night and ſhame wirh their Owles eyes 
Nor dare to gaze upon the Sun of Honor 3 
They areno preſidents for Eagles : Bars, 
Like dull Mycropſychus 3 things of earth, and lead, 
May love a private fafery 3 men in whom 
Prometheus has mow much of his ſtoln fire, 
Mount upwards like a flame, and court bright honour 
Hedg*d in with thouſand dangers ! Whats a man 
Without deſert ? and what's deſert trohim 
Thar does not know he has it? Is he rich 
That holds wirhin his houſe ſome buried Cheſts 
Of Gold, or Pearle, and knows not where to look them ? 
What was the Load-ſtone, till rhe uſe was found, . 
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But a foule dotard on a Fouler Miſtreſs ? 
I praiſe your Arg eyes, that not alone 
Shoot their beams forward bur refle& and turne 
rack on themſelves, and find an obje& there 
More worthy their intentive contemplation : 
You are at home no {tranger, but are grown 
Acquainted with your vertues, and can tell 
What uſe the Pearle is of, which Dunghill cocks 
Scrape in'o dirt again. This ſearching judgement 
Was not intended to work wood, but men. 
Honour attends you. I ſhall live ro ſee 
A Diadem crown that head. There is within 
A glais that will acquaint you with all places 
Of Dignity, Authority and renown, 
The State, and carriage of them : Chooſe the beſt, 
Such as deſerve you ; and refule rhe reit, |, 
Chau. I go, that wantno worth to merir honour 3 
Tis honour that wants worth to meric me, 
Fortune, thou arbitre(s of ' humane things, 
Thy credir is art ſtake; If I bur rite, 
The worlds opinion will conceive ththaſt eyes. 
Exit. 
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SCEN. 3. 
Orgtlus, Aorgus., 


Roſc. Theſe are the extreams of meebneſs. Orgilus an an- 
gry quarrelſome man mov*d with the leaſt ſhadow, or appear- 
ance of injury. The other in defef, Aorgus, a fellow ſo pa- 
trent or rather tnſenſible of wrong, that he is nat capable of 
the groſſeſt abuſe. 

Org. Perſwade me nor, he has awak*d a fury 
Thar carries ſteel abour him, Dags, and Piſtolls ! 

To bite his thumb at me 1? 

Aor, Why ſhould nor any man 

Bire his own thumb? 


Org. 
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y Art _ ern I a ſword 
To fee men bite their thumbs --- Rapiers an © 
He is the fon of a whore. P . Daggers 
Aor. That hurts not you, 
Had he bir yours, it had been ſome pretence 
T< have mov*d his anger z he may bite his own 
And eat It t00, 
Org. Muskets, and Canons ! -- eat it ? 
Tf he dare, catit in contempt of me, 
He ſhall eat ſomething elſe too thar rides here 
Ile try his Eſtridge ſtomack. 
Aor. Sir, be parttenr. 
Org You lye in your throat, and I will nor, 
Aor. To what purpote is this impertinent madneſs ? 
Pray be milder. 

Org. Your mother was a whore and I will not put it up, 
Aor. Why ſhovld ſo flighr a roy thus trouble you ? 
Ord Your Father was hang*d, and Iwill be reveng*d, 
Aor. Whenreaſon dorh in equall ballance poize 

The nature of rwo inivrics, yours to me 
Lyes heavy, when thar other would not turn 
An even ſcale, and yet it moves not me 
My anger 15 nor vp. 
Org. But I will raiſe it 3 
You are afoole! 
Aor. I know it, and ſhall I 
Be angry for a truth ? 
Org. You are beſides 
' An errant Knave! 
Aor. So are my betrers Sir, 
Org.I cannot move him -- O my ſpleen ir riſes, 
For very anger I could cat my knuckles. 
Aor. Youmay, or bite your thumb, all*s one to me : 
Org. You are a horned beait, avery cuckold, 
Aor. Tis my wives faulr, nor mine, I have no reaſon 
Then to beangry for anothers fin. 
Org. And I did graft your horns, you might have come 


And found us glewd together like rwo Goats, ; 
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And ſtood a witneſs to your transformation. 
Aor. Why i@ had, Iam fo far from anger 


'T would have c'ne falne down upon my knees, 


And defir'd heaven to have forgiven you both. 

Org. Your children are all Baſtards, nor one of them 
Upon my knowledge of your own begetring. 

Aor. Why then 1 am the more beholding to them 
That they will call me father ; it was luſt 
Perchance, that did beger them, but I am ſure 
'Tis charity ro keep the Infants. 

Org. Nor yet ſtirr'd ? 

'Tis done of meer contempr, he will not now 
Be angry, to expreſs his {corne ofme. 

'Tis above patience this, inſufierable, 
Proclaim me coward if I pur up this ! 
Dorard you will be angry, will you nor ? 

Aor. To ſee how ſtrange a courſe fond wrath doth ga 
You will be angry *fcauſe I am not ſo. 

Org. I can endure no longer 3 if your ſpleen 
Lye in your breech, thus I will kick ir up --- 

Aor. Alpha. Beta.Gamma.Delta.Epſilon. Zeta. Eta, Theta. 
Inta Kappa Lambda.Mu.Nu.Xi.Omicron.Pi.Rv. Sighna.Tau. 
Vpſrlon.Phy.Chi.Pſt.Omega. 

Org, How ? What contempt is this 

Aor. An Antidore 
Againſt the poyſon, Anger : "twas preſcribd 
A Roman Emperor, thar on every injury 
Repeated the Greek: Alphabet, that being done 
His anger too was over. This good rule 
L learn'd from him, and Pra&ile. 

Org. Not yer angry ? 

Still will you vex me ?I will Praiſe roo (Kicks again) 

Avr. Aleph. Beth. Gimel. 

Org. What new Alphaber 
Is this ? 

Aor. The Hebrew Alphabet that I uſe, 

Aſecond remedy. 

Org. O my Torment ſtill ? 

Arc 
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Are not your Buttocks angry with my toes ? 
Aor. For ought I feel your toes have mMe occaſion 
For to be angry with my Butrocks. 
Org. Well, 
Ifle try your Phyſick for the third aſſault 
And exerciſe the patience of your noſe. 
Ar. ABCD.E.F.G.H.I, KL. M.N.O.P 2.R.S.T 
V.W.X.T.Z. 
Org. Are you not angry now ? 
Aor. Now fir ? why now ? 
Now have you done ? 
Org. O fris a meer plot this, 
To jeer my tameneſs : will no ſence of wrong 
Weaken the Lerhargy'ot a cowards foul ? 
Will nor this rowſe her from her dead Jeep, nor this ? 
Aor. Why ſhould I Sir be angry if I (uffer 
An injury ? itis no guilrof mine ; 
No, letit trouble rhem thar do the wrong 3 
Nothing bur peace approaches innocence : 
Org. A bitterneſs ofreflows me 3 my eyes flame, 
/ blood boyles in me, all my faculties 
Of ſoul and body move in a diſorder, 
Her patience hath > tortur*d me : Sirrah villain 
L will diſſe thee with my rapiers point : 
Rip up cach vein, and finew of my ſtorque, 
Anatomize him,ſearching every entraile, 
To ſee if nature when ſhe made this aſle, 
This ſuffering aſſe, did not forget ro give him 
Some Gall. 
Col. Pur ir up good Orgrlus, 
Ler him nor glory in ſo brave a death, 
As by your hand ; ir ſtands not with your honour 
To ſtain your rapier in a cowards blood. 
The Lesbyan Lyons in their noble rage 
Will prey on Bulls, or mate the Unicorn 3 
Burt trouble nor rhe painted butrerftly, 
Ants crawle ſecurcly by him, 
Org. *tis intolerable ! 
Would 
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would thou wert worth the killing. 
Colax. A good wiſh, 


| Savouring as well diſcretion, as bold yalour : 


Think nor of ſuch a batii*d afle as this, 

More ſtone, then man. Meduſa*s head has turn*d him, 
There is in ants a choler, every fl; 2 

Carries a ſpleen : poor worms being trampled on 
Turn'tayle, as bidding battaile to rhe feer 

Of their oppreiiors. A dead pally ſure 


- Harh ſtruck a deſperare numne(s through his ſoule, 


Till ir be grown inſenſ1hle : meer ſtupidiry 
Hath ſeizd him : your more manly toul I and 
Is capable of wrong, and like a flint 
Throws forth a fire into the Prikers eyes.” 
You beare about you valours whetſtone, anger 3 
Which ſers an edge upon the ſword, and makes ir 
Cur with a ſpirit ; you conceive fond patience 
Is an injuſtice ro our ſelves, the ſuffering 
One injurie invites a ſecond, rhat 
Calls on a third, till wrongs do multiply 
And reputat:on bleed. How bravely anger 
Becomes that Marrial Brow: A glaſs within 
Will ſhew you Sir when your great ſpleen dorh riſe, 
How fury darts a lightning from your eyes. 
Org. Learn anger fir, againſt you meet me next, 
Never was man like me with patience vCXt. Fx, 
Aor. I am o far from anger in my ſelf, 
That ftis my grict I can make orhers ſo. 
Col. It proves a ſweerneſs in your diſpoſition, 
A gentle winning carriage .- deare Aorgus, 
O give me leave to open wide my breſt, 
And ler ſo rare a friend unto my ſoule, 
Enter, and take poſleſfion ; ſuch a man 
As hasno gall, no bitterneſs, no exceptions 5 
Whom nature mcant a Dove, would keep alive 
The tlame of Amity, where all diſcourſe 
Flows innocent, and each free jeſt is taken 
Hef's a good friend will pardon his friends errors; 
Put 
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Bur he's a hetter, takes nonotice of them, 

How like a beaſt with rude and ſavage rage 

Breath d rhe diſtemper'd :ovlof Orgylus ? 

T:.< Dronenets of this paifion is che nurſe 

Taa: ioſters all coniufion, ruins ſtates, 

Depopulates Cirics, laves great Kingdomes waſte ; 

©Tis rhat afte&ion of the mind that wants 

The ſtrongeſt >ridle 3 give it rems, it runs 

A deſperare courſe, and drags down reaſon with it, 

ir is the whirlwind of the ſoul, the ſtorm 

An tempeſt of che mind, thar raiſes up 

The billows-of diſturbed pa{lions 

To ſhip-wrack |] udgement. O-- a ſoul like yours 

Conſtanr in parience ! Let rhe North wind meet 

The {o 'th ar iea, and Zephyrus breath oppoſite 

To Eurw 5 let the rwo and thirty ſons 

Of Aus break torth at once to plow 

The Ocean, and 05 gow 6 all rhe woods; 

Yer here could 5ea calm it is not danger 

Can make this cheek grow pale, nor iniury 

Call blood intro it Tanere's a Glaſs within 

Will let you ſce your ſe't, and tell you now 

How ſweet a tameneſs dwells up6n your brow. 
Aor. Colax. I muſt believe, and therefore go z 

Who is diſtruſtful, will be angry roo. | 


SCEN. 4. 
Alazon. Eiron. 


Roſc. The next are the extreams of Trath. Alazon one 
that arrogates that to himſelf which s nor his 5, and Eiron 
one that out of an itch toe be thought modeſt, diſſembles his- 

walities 5 the on? erring in defending a falſhood, the other of- 
Faking in denying a truth. 
Alaz.1 hear you re wondrous valiant. 
Err. T! alas 
Who 
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who toldwou I was valiant ? 

Alaz. The world ſpeaks it, 

Eir, She is dectiy'd, but does ſhe {peak truly ? 

Alaz. Tam indced the Hedor of the age ; 

Burt ſhe calls you Achilles, 
Eir. I Achilles ! 
No, I am not Achilles. I confefs 
I am no coward -- That the world ſEovld think 
That I am an Achilles! yer the world may 
Call me whar ſhe pleaſe., 
Alaz. Next to my valour, 
(Which bur lor yours could never hope a ſecond) 
Yours 1s reported. 
Eir. Tmay have my ſhare ; 
Bur the laſt valour ſhew*d in Chriſtendome 
Was in Lepanto (him noc ; 

Alazon.He might be rhovghr fo fir, by them that knew 

Bur I have found him a poor haffi*d ſnake : 
SirTI have writ him, and proclaim*d him coward 
On every poſt i*th* Ciry, : 
Eiron, Who ? 
Alaz. Lepanto, 
The vyalour fir that youg ſo much renown. 

Eir. Lepanto was no man fir, but rhe place 
Made famous by the ſo'much mention*d battailc 
Bexwixt the Turks and Chriſtians, 

Alaz.Cry you mercy! 

Then rhe Lepanto thar I meant it ſeems 
Was bur Lepantos name-ſake. I can 
Find that you are well skill*d in hiſtory, 

Eir. Not a whit, A novice; T! I could perchance 
Diſcourſe from Adam downward, but whatss rhart 
To Hittory ? All that I know is only 
Th* original, continuarce, height and alteration 
Of every Commonwealth. I have read norhing 
But Plutarch, Livy, Tacitus, Suetomas, 

Appian, Dim, Tavius, Paterculis, 
With Florus, 7+ftine, Saluft, andſome few 
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More ofthe Larine : For the Modern, I 
Have all without hook, Gallo Belgicus, 
Philip De-Comine, Machravele, Guiccardine, 
The Turkiſh and Zgyprian Hiſtories, 
With rhoſe of Spaine, France, and the Netherlands 
For England, Polydore Virgi', Cambaen, Speed, 
And a matter of torty more 3 nothing 
Alas to one that*fs read in Hiſtories, 
In the Greek I have a ſmack or lv, ar - 
Xemphon, Herod "tus, Trucydides, and 
Stowes Chronicle, 
Alaz. Believe me fir, and thar 
Stowes Chronicle is very good Greek ; you little 
Think who wric it ! Doe you not ſeehim ? 


You are blind ; Iam the man, 
Eir Then I muſt number 
You with my beſt Authors in my Library. 
Alaz.Sir, the reſt roo are mine, but thar I venture *en 
W1th other names, to ſhun rhe opinion 
Of arrogance 3 ſo the ſubtle Cardinal 
Calls one book Bellarmine, nother Toſturus, 
Yet one mans labour both, You ralx of numbring 3 
You cannor chooſe bur hear ho& lowd fame ſpeaks 
Of my experience in Arirhmerique : 
She ſays you t9o grow near perfetion. 
Eir. Far fromir I ; fome in-fighr, bur no more. 
L count the Stars, can give the Toral ſum, 
How many Sands there he i*th<ſea; bur theſe 
Are trifles to rhe expert, rhar haye ſtudied 
Pen heth mans preſident. Sir, I have no $11! 
Ta any thing 3 It I have any, tis 
In languages, bur yet in ſoorh I ſpcak 
Only my mother Tongue 3 I have not gaind 
The Hebrew, Chaldee, Syriack, or Arabich ; 
Nor know the Greek with all her Dialets, 
Scaliger and Tom Cortate both exccl me 
IT have no $kill in French, Traltan, Spaniſh, 
Turkiſh, &gyptian, Chyna, Perſian Tongues, 
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Indeed the Latine I was whipt into 

Bur Ruſlan, Sclavontan, and Dalmatian, 
With Saxon, Doe” and Albanian ſpeech, 
That of the Coſſakes, and Hungarian too, 
With Biſcays, and the prime of Languages, 
Dutch, Welſh, and Iriſh are roo hard tor me 


| To be familiar in : and yet ſome rhink 


(Bur thought is free) thatI ſpeak all theſe 
As I were born in each ; bur they may err 
Thar rhink ſo 3 Tis nor every Judgement ſits 
In the infallible chaire. To confeſs truth, 
All Europe, Aſia, and Africa too 3 
Bur in Amertca, and the new-found world 
] very much fear rherc he ſome languages 
That would go neer to puzzle me. 
Alas. Very likely. 
You have a prerty pittance in the Tongues; 
Bur Eiron, I am now more general 3 
I can ſpeak all alike, rhereis no ſtranger, 
Of ſo remore a nation hears me talk 
Bur confidently calls me Countrey-man. 
The witry world giving my worth her due, 
Surnames me the Confiſhon : I but wanr 
An Oratour like you to ſpeak my praiſe. 
Eir. Am lan Orator Alazon? no 
Though it hath pleas*d the wiſer few to ſay 
Demoſthenes was not fo cloquent ; | 
But friends will flatter, and I am not bound 
To believe all Hyperboles : ſomething ſir 


Perchance 1 have, bur ftis not worth the naming, 


Eſpecially Alazon, in your preſence. 


Alaz. Y our modeſty Ezyon ipeaks bur rruth in this. 
Col. 1 need nor flatter theſe, they*ll dotir rhemſclves 


And croſs the Proverb that was wont ro ſay, 
One Mule doth ſcrub anorhec ; here each Aſs 
Harh learn*d to claw'himſelf. 

Alaz. T doe ſurpaſs 
All Orarors, How like you my Qrations ? 
N 2 


£ 
1 RT. The Muſes 


Thoſe againſt Cataline, I account them beſt, 
Except my Philrppicks; all acknowledge me 
Above the three great Orators of Rome : 

Eir. Whar three, Alazon ? 

Ala. Marcus, Tullins, 
And Cicero the beſt of all rhe three. 


Eir. Why thoſe three names are che (elf-ſame mans. 


Alaz. Then all is one. Were thoſe three names three 
men, 


EL ſhould excell them all. And then for Poetry. 
Eir. There is no Poctry bur Homers Tlrads. 
Alaz. Alaſs*tis writ ith*nonage of my Muſes 3 
You underſtand rhe Italian? 
Eir A lirtle vr, 
F have read Taſſo. 
Ala. And Torquato too ? 
Eir. They*re itill the ſame ! 
Ala. I find you very $kilfull 
Eiron, Terre only to ſound your judgement 3 
You are a Poct too ? 
Etr, The world may think ſo, 
Bur *ris deceiv*d, and 1 am ſorry for'r, 
But I will tell you fir ſome excellent verſcs 
Made by a friend of mine ; I have nor read 
A berrer Epigram of Neorerique. 
Ala. Pray do my eyes the favour, fir, ro lect me 
learne um. 
Eir. Strange ſights there late were ſeen, that did affrigh 
The multitude ; the Mann was ſeen by night, 
And Sun appear *d by day -- 1s it nor good ? 
Ala. Exccllentgood! proceed. 
Eir. Without r2morſe 
F ach ftar and planet hept their 'wonted courſe, 
What there could fright them ? (mark the anſwer now) 
O ſir, ash net that 3 
The Vulgar know not why they fear, ner what. 
But in their humours too rnconſtant be, 


Nothing ſeems ſtrange to them but conſtancy : 


Has 
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Has _—_ friend approv'd himſelf a Poet 2? 

Aler. The verſes fir are excellent, but your friend 
Approves himſelf a thief. 

Eir. Why good A/azon ? 

Alax. A Plagiary, I mean the verſes fir 
were {toIne. 

Fir- From whom ? 

Alaz. From me, beleev'r, ] made *um. 

Err, They are alas unworthy your owning, 
Such trifles as my muſe had ſtumbled on 
This morning. 

Alaz. Nay, they may be yours : I told you 
That you come near me fir. Yours they may be : 
Good wits may jump : bur ler me tell you, Eiron, 
Your friend muſt ſteal them, if he have them. * 

Col. Whar prerty Gulls are rhcſe ? I le take *um off. 
Alazon, You are learned, 

Alaz. IT know that. 

Col. And vertuous. 

Alaz. 'Tis confeſs d. 

Col. A good Hiſtorian. 

Alaz. Who dares deny it ? 

Col. A rare Arithmetician. 

Alaz . Thave heard it often. 

Col. I commend your care 
That know your verrucs, why ſhould modeſty 

(neighbours) 
Stop good mens mourhs from their own praiſe ? ours 
Are envious, and will rather blaſt our memories 
With infamy, then immorrtalize our names ; 
When fame hath taken cold, and loſt her voice, 
We mult he our own trumpets ; careful men 
Will have an Inventory of their goods, 
And why not of their vertues ; ſhould you ſay 
You were not wiſe, it were a fan to truth. 
Ler Errons modeſty tell baſhful lics, 
To cloak and maſque his parts 3 he's a fool fort, 
*Twas heavenly counſcl bid us know our ſelves: 
M 3 Yon 
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You may be confhdent, chant your own encomiums 
Ring our a Panegyrique to your ſelf , 
And your ſelf write the learned Commentary 
Of your own actions, 
Ala. So I have. 
Co. Where is it ? 
Ala. Tis ſtolne, 
Co. I know the thief, they call him Ceſar. 
Goc in good fir, there is within a Glaſs 
That will preſent you with the Felons face, Ex: Alaz, 
Eijron, You hear the news ? 
Etr, Nor I, what is it ? 
Co, Thar you are held the only man of Art. 
Er7. Is*r currant, Colax ? 
Col, Curranct as the ayre, 
Every man breaths it for certainty. 
Eir. This is rhe firſt rime I heard on'ft in truth ; 
Can it be certain ? ſo much charity leſt 
In mens opinion ? 
Co. You call it charity 
Which is their duty . Vertue fir like yours, 
Commands mens praiſes. Emptineſs and folly, 
Such as Alazon is, uſe their own Tongues, 
While real worth hears her own praiſe, not ſpeaks it, 
Other mens mouthes hecome your trumpeters, 
And winged fame proclaims you lowdly forth 
From Eaſt to Weſt, till either Pole admire you. ' 
Self praiſe is bragging, and begers rhe envy 
Of them that hear ir, while each man therein 
Seems undervalued : You are wiſely filent 
In your own worth, and therefore *rwere a fin 
For others to be ſo: The fiſh would loſe 
Their being mute, ere ſuch a modeſt worth 
Should want a ſpeaker : yet Sir I would have you 
Know your own vertues, be acquainted with them. 
Eir, Why good fir bring me but acquainted with fem. 
Col. There is a glaſs within ſhews you your ſelf 
By a refleQion 3 goe and ſpeak fem there, 


Eiy, 


Alay, 
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Eir, T ſhould be glad to ſee fem any where, PFxit Fir; © 
Roſc. Retire your ſelves again, ſor theſe arc ſights 
Made to revive, not burden with delights, 
, E xeunt omnes, 
Fins Aus 3. 
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ACTUS4.SCEN. 1. 


Flowrdew, Bird, Roſcins, 


Bird. MY indignation boyleth like a por, 
An over-heared por, ſtill, ſtill ir boyleth ; 
It boylerh, and ir bubleth with diſdain, 

Flow, My ſpirit within me roo fameth, I ſay 
Fumeth, and ſteemerh up, and runneth ore 
With ko'y wrati ar theſe delights of fleſh. 

Roſc. The Actors beg your filence --- The next vertue 
whoſe extreams we would preſent, wants a name both in the 
Greek and Latine. | 

Birds. Wants it a name ? ris an unchriſtian verrue, 

Roſc. But they deſcribe it ſuch a modeſty as direfs us in 
the purſuit, and refuſal of the meaner honours, and ſ» an- 

ſwers to Magnanimity, as Liberality to Magnificence : But 
here, that humour of the perſons, being already foreftall*d, 
and n9 pride now ſo much pradis*d , or countenanc*d as 
that of apparel, let me preſent you Philotimia, an over- 
cartous Lady, too neat in her attire, and jor Aphilorimus 
Luparus « luſty ſordid ſloven. 

Flow. Pride is a vanity worthy the correction, 

Philotimia, Luparus, Colax. 

Phil, Whar mole dreſt me roday? O patience! (maids ? 
Who would be troubled with theſe Mop-ey©d Chamber- 
Ther*s a whole haire on this fide more then t* other, 

T am no Lady elſe) come on you floven, 

Was ever Chriſtian Madam ſo rormenrted 

To wed a ſwine as T am ? make you ready. 

 Lup. I would the Taylor had beed hang*d for me 

N 4 That 
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That firt innented cloarhes ---- O nature, nature ! 
More cruel unto maa then all rhy creatures ! 
Calves come into the world with doublets on, 
Anq ozen have no breeches to pur off, 
The Lamb 15 horn with her freeze coat ahour her : 
Ho2s go to Hed in reſt, and are nor rroubled 
With valling on their hoſe and ſhoos i*th morning, 
W.mh gartering, girdTing, rrutfing, burroning, 
Anda rtyouſrnd Torments that attfit humanity. 
Y,1:. To ice her neglipence ! ſhe hath made this cheek 
By much roo pale, and hath forgorten ro whiten 
The natural redneſs of my noſe, ſhe knows not 
Whar *r1s wants dealbarion. O fine memory ! 
Tt ſhe has nor (ct me in the ſelf-ſame reeth 
That I wore yeſterday, I am a Jew, 
Docs ſhe think that 7 can ear rwice with the ſame, 
Or that my mourh ſtands as rhe vulgar does ? 
Whart 2? are you ſnoring there, youle riſe you ſluggard, 
And make you ready ? : 
Lupa. Riſe, and make you ready ? 
To works of thar, your happy birds make one ; 
They when they riſe are ready. Bleſſed birds ! 
They, fortunate creatures ! ſleep in their own clorhes, 
And riſe with all their feather-beds about rhem, 
Would nakedneſs were come again in faſhion ; 
T had ſome hope then when the breſts wenr bare, 
Their bodies too would have come to it in rime. 
Phi. Beſhrew her for*t, this wrinkle is nor fill d. 
Youl goe and waſh --- you are a pretty husband : 
Lupa. Our Sow ne*fre waſhes, yer ſhe has a facc ” 
Methinks as cleanly, Madam as yours 1s, 
If you durſt wear your own. 
Co. Madam, Syperbra, | 
Yourre ſtudying the Ladics Library, 
The Looking-glats , ftis well ! ſo great a beaury 
Muſt have her ornaments. Nature adorns 
The Peacocks taile ſtars ; *ris ſhe attires 
The Bicd of Paradiſe in all her Plumes , | 
She 
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heaecks the fields with various flowres ; *ris ſhe 
Spangled the Heavens with all thoſe glorious lights ; 
She ſported th* Ermins skin 3 and arm*d the fiſh 
In filver male. Bur man ſhe ſent forth naked, 

Not that he ſhould remain ſo, bur that he 
Inducd with reaſon ſhould adorn himſelf 

With every one of rheſe. The filk-worme is 
Only mans ſpinſter, elſe we mighr ſuſpe& 

That ſhe eſtcem'd the painted Butter ty 

eek | Above her maſter-piece. You are the Image 

Of rhar bright goddels, therefore weare the Jewels 
Of all che Eaſt; ler the red ſea be ranſack'd 

To make you glitter, look on Luparius 

Your husband there, and ſec how in a ſfloven 
All rhe beſt charaGters of Divinity, 

Nor yet worne our in man, are loſt ard buried. 

Phil. 1 ſee it romy grief, pray countel him. 

d, | Col. This vanity in your nice Ladies humors 

Of being ſo curiovs inher royes, and dreſſes, 

Makes me ſuſpitious of her honeſty. 

Theſe Cobweb-lawnes catch Spiders. Sir, beleive itz 
You know that thoſe do not commend the man, 

s, But &ris rhe living ; rhovgh this age preferre 
A cloak of Pluſh, before a brain of arr. 'Y 
You underſtand whar miſery *tis ro have ' 

No worth bur that we owe the Draper for ; 

No doubt you ſpend the time your Lady loſes 

In tricking up her body, to cloath rhe foul. 

Lup. To cloth rhe ſoul ? muſt the ſoul roo be cloath'd? 
I proteſt fir, I had rather have no ſoul 
Then be rormenred with the cloathing of ir. 

Rolc, To theſe enter the extreams of modeſty, a neer hinſ- 
woman of the vertues, Anaiskynria or Impudence, a 
bawd, and Kataple&us an over-baſhful Schollar : where 
our Author hopes the woman will pardon him, if of 4 and 20 
ren he preſents but two (pride and impudence) of thery 
ex, 


SCEN. 
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SCEN. 2, 


Anai|yntia, Katapleins, 


Phil, Here comes Anaisbyntia too; --O fates ! 
Acolaſtus, and Aſotus have ſenr for me, 
And my brearh nor perfum*d yer ! Kat, O ſweet mothers 
Are the Gentlemen there already ? 
Anaiſ. Come away, | 
Are you not afhan'd to be ſo baſhful ? well 
It I had thought of this in time, I would 
As ſoon have ſeen you fairly hang*d as ſent you 
To th< Univerſity. 
Phil. What Gentleman is that ? 
Anaiſ. A ſhamefaſt Schollar, Madam 3 look upon her, - 
Speak to her, or you loſe your exhibition : 
--- You'l ſpeak I hope ; weare not away your buttons, 
Kat. What ſhould I ſay? \ 
Anarſ. Why tell her you are glad 
To ſec her Ladiſhip in hcalrh 3 nay out with it. 
Katap. Gaudeo te bene valere -- 
Phil. A pretty Proficient ? 
Whar ſtanding is he of i*th Univerſity ? 
Anaiſ. He dares nor anſwer to thar queſtion, Madam-- 
Philo. How long have you heen in the Academy ? 
Karap. Profe#o Do-Domina ſum Bac-Bac-Baccha- 
laureus Artium. 
Phil. What pitry *ris he 15 nor impudent. | 
Anaiſ. Nay all my coſt T fee is ſpent in van 5 
1 having as your Ladyſhip knows fuil well, 
Good pra&ice in the Suburhs ; and by reaſon 
That our morality there is very ſubject 
Toan infe&jon of the French Diſeaſe, 
T brought my Nephew up i*th< Univerſity, 
Hoping he might (having artain*d ſome knowledge) 
Save me the charge of keeping a Phyfitian 3 E 
ur 
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jur all in vain : he is fo baſhfull, Madam, 
;e dares not look upon a womans water. 
Colax. Sweet Gentleman, proceed in baſhfulneſs, 
Tis vertues beſt prelerver : 
Kata. Ree dicts, ſic inquit Ariſtoteles, 
Col. That being gone, 
The reſt ſoon follow, and a ſwarme of vices 
ers | Enter the ſoul; no colour bur a bluſh 
Becomes a young mans cheek : pure ſhameſaſtneſs 
Is porter ro theLips and ears, that nothing 
Might enter, or come out of man, bur whar 
Is good, and modeſt : Nature ſtrives ro hide 
The parts of ſhame, ler her, the belt of guides, 
Katap. Natzra dux optima. 
Colax. Teach us to do fo roo in onr diſcourſe. 
3 Katap. Gratias t1ht ago 
Phils. Inure him ro ſpeak bawdy, 
p Angiſ. A very good way 3 Kataplett.cs, here's a Lady 
Would hear you ſpeak obſcenely. 
Katap. Obſcenum eſt, quod intra ſcenam agi non 9portuit. 
Anaiſ. Oft goes your Velvet Cap! did I maintain you 
To have you diſobedient ? you*l be perfwaded ? 
Katap. Liber opcram dare. 
Anaiſ. What's that in Engliſh ? | 
Katap. To doe an endeavour for children, 
Anaiſ. Some more of rhis, it may be ſomething one day : 
Karap. Communis eſt omnium animantium conjunttionss 
appetitus procreandt cauſa. 
Phil. Conſtrue me thar. 
Katap. All creatures have a narural deſire, or apperite to 
be joyned rogether in the lawful bonds of Matrymony, 
That they may have ſons and daughrers. 
Anaiſ. Your Landreſs has beſtow*®d her time bur ill, 
Why could nor this have been in proper terms ? 
If you ſhould chatechize my head, and fay, 
Whar is your name, would it not ſay a head ? 
So would my skin confeſs ir ſelf askin; 
l Nor any part about me be aſham*d 
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Of his own name, althoughT catechiz«4d 
All over. Come good Nephew, ler not me 
Have any member of my body nicknam*d. 

Col. Our Sroique, rhe graveſt of Philoſophers, 
Ts juſt of your opinion, and thus argues 
Ts any thing obſcene ! rhe filthineſs 
Is either grounded in the things themſelves, 
Or in the words that fignihe thoſe rhings ; 
Nor in the things; that would make nature guilty, 
Who creates nothing filthy and unclean, 
But chaſt, and honeſt ; if not in rhe things, 
How 1n the words, the ſhadows of thoſe things ? 
To manure grounds, is a chaſt honeſt rerme ; 
Another word that ſ1gnifies the ſame, 
Unlawful : every man endures ro hear, 
He get a child ; ſpeak plainer and he bluſhes, 
Yer means rhe lame. The Stoique thus diſputes, 


That would have men to breath as freely downward, 


As they do upward, 
Anaij. I commend him Madam, 
Unto Your Ladiſhips ſervice, he may mend 
With counſel ; let him be your Genrleman-uſher 3 
Madam, you may in time bring down his legs 
To the juſt f1ze, now overgrown with playing 
Too much art foort-ball. 
Philo. So he will prove a Stoique 3 
T long ro have a Sroique ſtrut betore me : 
Here kiſs my hand. Come what is thar in Latin ? 
Katap- Deoſculor manum. 


Philo. My lip 3 nay fir you muſt if 7 command you. 


Karap. Oſculer te, vel ofculor a te. 
Philo, His breath ſmells ſtrong. 
Anaiſ. Tis bur of Logick, Madam. 


Philo, He will come to it one day -- you ſhall go with 


To ſee an excellent glaſs ro dreſs me by. (me 
Nay go! you muſt go firſt 5 you are roo mannerly. 
It is the othce of your place, ſo--on Exeunt. 


Colax. Slow Luparus riſc, or you'l be Metamorphos'd; 
Adteon*s 
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AFﬀeons fare is imminent, 
Lup. Where's mywile ?. 
Co!ax. She $ gone witha young Snip, and an old baud. 
Lup. Then I am cuckolded ; 1tT be, my comfort is 
She has pat me oN a cap, that will not trouble me 
With pulling oft 3 yer Madam I'le prevent you. 
Rolſc. The next are the extreams of juſtice. 


— —— — 
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SCEN, 3. 


Enter Fuſtice Nimis, Fuſtice Nihil, 
Plus and Parum their Clarks. 


Nim. Plus) 
Plus. What ſays your worſhip ? 
Nim. Have my tenants 
Thar hold their leaſe of Luſt here in the ſuburbs, - 
By copy-hold from me, their Lord inchief, 
Paid rheir rent charge ? 
Plus. They have, and *r pleaſe your worſhip ; 
I, Receiver general gave 'cem my acquittance, 
Parum. Sir I refigne my Pen and inkhorn ro you ; 
I ſhall forger my hand, if Iſtay here. 
I nave nor made a Mittrmus fince I (erv'd you: 
Were I a reverend Juſtice as you are, 
{ would not fir a Cipher on the Bench, 
Bur doe as Juſtice Nimis does, and be 
The Dominus fac-totum of the Seſſions, 
Nihil. ButT will be a Dominus-fac-miſericordiam 
Inſtead of your Totums : people ſhall nor wiſh 
To ſee my 1purs filid off, It does me good 
To rake a merciful nap upon thc Bench, 
Where T lo ſweetly dream of being pirtiful 
I wake the better for it. 
Nim. The yearly value 
Of my faire mannor of Clerkenwell, is pounds 
So many--befides New-years capons, the Lordſhip 
Of 
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Of Tarnbial fo --- with my Pich-hatch grange 


And Shoreditch farm, and other premiſes 
Adjoyning, very good, a pretty maintenance 
To keep a Juſtice of Peace, and Coram too 
Beſides rhe fines I rake of young beginners, 
With harriors of all ſuch as due, quatenus whores, 
And ruin*d bawds, with all Amercementrs due 
To ſuch as hunt in Purly, this is ſomething, 
With mine own Game relery*d. 
Plas. Beſides a pretty pittance roo for me, 
That am your worſhips Bayly. | 
Flt; WY pleaſe your worſhip fir, to hear the Cata- 
ogve 
Of ſuch offenders, as are bronghr before you ? 
Nth1l. It does not pleaſe me, Sir, to hear of any 
Thar do offend ; I would the world were innocent, 
Yer ro expreis my mercy you may read them. 
Par. Firſt here is one accus*d for cutting a purle, 
Nihil. Accus*d ? is that enough ? if it be guilt 
To be accus*d, who ſhall be innocent ? 
Diſcharge him P arum, 
Parum, Here*s another brought 
For the ſame fad, ra ncin the very Action. 
Nihil. Alas it was for need ; bid him take warning, 
Ando diſcharge him rooz 'Tis the firſt rime. 
Nimis. os lay, whar hopes of gain brings this days 
in ? 
Plus, Anaishyntia, Sir was at door, 
Brought by the Conſtable, 
Nimis. Ser the Conitable by rhe heels, 
He*s at certain with us. 
Plus. Then there*s Imtemperance the bawd. 
Nim. A tenant t00, 
Plus, With the young Lady, Madam Incontinence. 
Nim. Search ofre my Dooms-day book3is not ſhe, Plus, 
One of my laſt Compounders ? 
Plus. I remember ir. 
Then there 1s jumping Fude, Keroique Doll, _ 
Wirth bouncing Nan, and Cts, your worſhips ſinncr, Y 
| mn. 
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Nim. All ſubſidy women ; goe free m all, 
P arum. Sir, here's a known offender : one that has 
Been ſtockr, and whipt innumerable times, 
Has ſufr*d Bridewell often ; not a Jayle 
Bur he*s familiar with, burnt in the hand, 
Forehead, and ſhoulder ; hoth his ears cut off, 
With his noſe lit 5 what ſhall I do with him 7 
Nihi. So often puniſh*d ? nay, if no corretion 
Will ſerve his turn efen let him run his covrſe. 


Plus, Here*s Miſtreſs Fratlty too, the waiting-WOmar. 


Nim. For whart offence ? 

Plus. A fin of weakneſs too. 

Nim. Let her beſtrongly whipt. 

Plws.Anfrt pleaſe your worſhip, 
She has a noble mans letter, 

Nim. Tell her, Ply, ſhe muſt 
Have the Kings Picture too, 

Plus. Beſides 


- Sh*< has promis*d me I ſhould examine her 


Above ifth garret, 
Ntim, Whars all that ro me ? 
Plus. And ſhe intreats your worihip to accept. 
Nim. Nay, if ſhe can zntreat in Engliſh, Plus, 
Say ſhe is injur*d. 
Par. Sir, heres Snip the Taylor 


_ Charg*d with a rior, 


Nihil,P arum, let him go, 

He is our Neighbour. 
Par.Then there is a ſtranger for quarreling. 
Nthil, A ſtranger ! O *tis piry 

To hurt aſtranger, we may be all ſtrangers, 

And would be glad ro find ſome mercy, Parum. 
Plus. Here's a Gentlewoman of $. Joanes 13 

Charg*d with diſhoneſty . 
Nim. With diſhoneſty ? 

Severity will amend her, and yer Pls, 

Ask her a queſtion, if ſhe will be hv neſt ? 
Pius, And heres a coblers wite brought for a ſcol 1 - 


Ni. 
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'Nim. Tell her of a cucking ſtoole, rell herhere he 
Oyſter queans with Orange women, 
Carts and Coaches ſtore, to make a noyſe ; 
Yer if ſhe can ſpeak Engliſh, 
We may ſuppoſe her hlent, 
Par, Here's a Batchelor 
And a Cirizens wife for flat Adultery ; 
What will you do with them ? 
Nih. A Citizens wife ! 
Perchance her husband is grown Impotenr 
And who can blame her then ? 1 
Par. Yet I hope you'l bind over the Batchelor. 
Nth. No, enquire 
Firit it he have no wife; for if the Batchelor 
Have not a wife of his own, *twas bur frailty 3 
And] uſtice counts it venial, 
Plus. Kere's one Adicys, 
and Sophron, that do mutually accuſe 
Each other of flat felony ! 
Nim, Of the two which is the richer ? 
Plus. Adicus is the richer. 
Nim. Then Sophron is the thiefe. 
Plus. Here 1s withall 
Panurgis come with one call'd Fy9dotes, 
Lay treaſon Sir toone anothers charge 3 
Panurguy is the richer ? | 
Nim. Hef's the Traytor then, 
Plus. How Sir ? the richer ; 
Nim. Thou art ignorant Plus ; 
we muſt do ſome injuſtice for our credir, 
Not all for gain. 
Plus. Eutrapelus complains Sir, 
BRomolochus has abus<d him- 
Nim. Send Eutrapelis to tht Jaile, 
_ PlurIr 15 Eutrapelus that complains Sir. 
Nim. Tell him weare pleas*d ro rhink *twas he of- 
{ended. 
Will muſt be law : wert nor for Summumn Jus, 
| How 


of. 


L.noking- glaſs $3 

How could the land ſubfiſt ? 

Colax. 1, or the wean 
Maintain themſelves?go on--The Land wants ſuch 
as dare withrigour execute her Laws ; 
yer feſtred members muſt he lanc'r and rented ; 
He*s a bad Surgeon that for pitty ſpares ... .. 
The part corrupted, *till: che Gangrene ſpread, 
and all rhe body periſh; he that's merciful - 
Unro the bad, is cruel to rhe good. | 
The Pillory mult cure rhe ears diſeaſe. .. 
The Srocks the foors offences z..let the back 
Bear her own fin, and her rank blood purge forth 
By the phlcbortomy of a whipping poſt.; 
and.yerrhe ſecrer, and purſe-puniſhment 
Is held rhe wiſer courſe; becauſe at once 
It helps rhe virtuous and corre&s the vitious. 
Let not the ſword of Juſtice ſleep, .andruft . 
Within hex Yelver ſheath 3, preſerve her edge, | 
And keep it ſharp with cutting; Uſe muſt wher her 3 
Tame mercy is the breaſt. that ſuckles vice, 
Till Hydra-like ſhe mulriply her heads. ..... ... 
Tread you on fin, ſqueeze:our the Serpents brains ,_ 
All you cm find--for ſome have lurking holes | 


- Where they lye hid. Bur rhere*fs within a. glaſs 


Will ſhew you every cloic oflenders face. _ 5 
Nim. Come Plus, Ict's go in to find out. theſe ccnceal> 
ments 3 | ng. 
We will grow rich and purchaſe honour thus-- , 
I mean to he a Bayon of, Symmium 7ug.. Exit. Ni. Þ1us. 
Parum. You are the ſtrangeſt man, you will acknow. 
; ledge 1h eo | 0% N 
None for oftenders here's one, apprehended 
For Murther. 
Nihil. How ! 
Par, He kiil*d a man laft nizhr, 
Nth. How cam*r to pat: ? 
Par, Upana falling ovr. 
Nih, They ſhail befriends , Ile reconcile fem. Parum. 
() : Par. 
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Par. One of them is dead. 
Nth, Is he not buried yet ? 
Par. No Sir. 
Nth. Why then I ſay they ſhall ſhake hands. 
Col. As you have done 
Wirh Clemency, moſt Reyerend Juſtice Nihil ; 
A gentle mildneſfs thrones ir ſelf within you ; 
Your worſhip would have juſtice uſe her ballance 
More then her ſword ; nor can you endure to dyc 
The robe ſhe wears deep ſcarlet in the blood 
of pour offenders : How many men hath rigour 
By her t00 haſty, and ſevere proceedings, 
Prevenred from amendment, that perchance 
Might gt rurn*dhoneſt, and have prov*d good Chri. 
ians ? 
Should Jove nor ſpare his thunder, bur as often 
Diſcharge art us, as we dart fins at him, 
Earth would want men, and he him(ſclf want arms, 
And yer tire Vulcan, and Pyracmon too. 
You imirartethe Gods \ and he fins leſs 
Strikes not at all, then he ſtrikes once amitls. 
I would nor have juſtice too falcon-cy*d , 
Somerimes a wilfull blindneſs much becomes her ; 
As when upon the bench ſhe fleeps and winks 
Ar rhe tranſgreſſions of mortaliry : - 
In which moſt merciful poſture I have ſeen 
Your pitiful Worſhip ſnorting our pardons 
To the deſpairing finner ; there's within 
A mirror, fir, like you \ goe ſee your facc, 
How like Aftrea 'tis in her own Glaſs. 
Par. And Ifle petition Juſtice Nimiy*s Clerke, ©. 
To admit mefor his under Officer. E xeunt, | 
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SCEN. 4 | 


Azroicuts. 


Roſc. This s Agroicus, a ruſtique slowniſh fellow, whoſe 
diſcourſe is all Country 3, an extream of urbanity, whereby you 
may obſerve tbere is a vertue in jefting. 

Aero. They talk of wittie diſcourſe and fine conceits, 
and 1 ken not whar, a deal of prirtle pratrle would make 
a Car piſs to hear fem. Cannor they be content with 
their Grandams Engliſh ? They think they ralk learned- 

: ly, when I had rarher hear our brindled cur | howle, or 
Chri. Sow grunt. They muſt be breaking of jeſts with a mur- 
rain, when I had as live hear *em break wind, ' Sir reve- 
rence. My zonne Dich isa pretty bookiſh Scholier of his 
age, God bleſs him 3 he can write and read, and makes 
bonds and bills, and hobligations;God fave all. Bur bur 
Lady if I wotted it, would make him ſuch a Jackſawce, 
4s to have more wir then his vore-vathers, he ſhould have 
learnd nothing for old Agroicus, but to keep a talley : 
There is a new trade lately come up to. be a vocation, I 
wis not what 3 rhey call *em--Boers, a new name for 
beppars I rhink, ſince rhe ſtature againſt Gypſics.T would. 
not have my zonne Dick one ofrhole Boers for rhe beſt 
Fig in my ſtye by rhe mackins: Boers? Heav*n Tiield him, 
and Zend him to be a good Varmer ; it he can cry hy,ho, 
gce, hur, gee, ho, it is berter I rrow then being a Boct «. 
Boers ? I had rather zce him remirted ro rhe Jayle, and 
have his twelve God-vathers, good men and true, con-. 
remn him ro rhe gallowecs, and there fee him vairely 
eu perſecured. There is a Bom1[chus one of the Boets, now* 
a bors rake all rhe red-nofe tribe of fem for Azrorcus ! 
he does fo abuſe his berters! well *ewas a good wort? 
when I verſt held the Plow ! *2 

Col, They card nat then fo mvch for ſpeakip”, 
As rd) mean honeſt ; and in you (t:11 lives 's well 
The good fimplicity of the former times : 


2 When 


\ 
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When ro do well was Rhetorique, not to talk. 

The tongue-diſcaſe of Court ſpreads her infe&ion 

Through the whole Kingdom 3 flatrery, that was wont 

To he confin'd within the verge, is now 

Grown Epidemical, tor all our thoughts 

Are born between our lips : The heart is'made 

A ſtranger ro the tongue z as if it us*d 

A language that ſhe never underſtood. 

Whart 1s it ro be witty in, theſe dayes, 

Butto be bawdy, or prophane ? at leaſt 

| Abuſive ? Wit is grown a perulant waſpe, 

þ And ſtings ſhe knows not whom, nor where, nor why; 
| Spues Vinegar and gall on all ſhe meers 

Without diftindion,buys laughter with the loſs 

Of reputarion, Father, Kinſman, Friend ; 

Hunrs Ord*naries only to deliver 

The idle Tympanies of a windy. brain, 

Thar bears and throbs above the pain. of child-bed, 

| Till every care ſhe meets be made a Midwiſe 

| To her light Baſtard iflue z how many times 

| Bomolochus ſides and ſhoulders ake ; and groan ! 

| He's fo-witty---here he. comes--away-- ; 

| | Agro, His wit is dangerous,and1 dare not ſtay. Exit, 


Bomol>chius, 


Roſc. This is the other extreame of Urbani:ty ; Bomolo- 

chus a fellow conceired of his own wit , .though indeed. it bt 

nothing but the baſe dregs of ſcandal , and a lum} of moſt vi! 
| and loatbſome ſcurrility. | 
| Bird. I, this is he we lookr for all the while ! 

Scurrility , here ſhe hath her impious Throne, 

Here lics her heatheniſh dominion, 

- In this moſt impious cell of corruption : 
For *ris a Purgatory, a mecr Limbo. 


wht 
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where the black Devil and his dam- Scurrility 
Do rule the roſt, foul Princes of the aire ! 
vont F Scurrility { That 15 he that throwerh ſcandals, 
Soweth, and throweth ſcandals, as *rwere dirt, 
Even in the face of holinefs and deyorion. 
His preſence 1s contagious like a dragon 
He belches poyſon'torth, poyſon of the pir, 
Brimſtone, helliſh and ſulphureous poyſon ; 
[ will nor ſtay, bur fly as far as zeal 
Can hurry me--the roof will fall and brain me, 
If I endure to heare his blaſphemies, 
ny; | His graceleſs blaſphemies, 
Roſc, Heſhal vent none here; 
But ſtay, and ſee how juſtly we have us'd him. 
Flow, Stay brother, I do find the. ſpirit-grow ſtrong, 
Col. Hail ſacred wait !--Earrth breeds rior-Bayes enongh 
To crown thy ſparious merit, ab-[ ho 4 
Bomo. Oh--Onh--Oh-- 
| Col, Cratinus, Eupolts, Ariſtophanes,..'- 
Or whatſoever other wit.did give 4 4 1 2 
Old Comedies rhe reins and ler her looſe Silo IB. 
© To ſtigmatize what brow ſhe pleas*d with ſlander 
-x.j Of people, Prince, Nobility-:All muſt yeeld 
To rhis triumphant brain. - 
Bomo Onh--Oh--Ol- _ 
Col. They ſay you'l loſe a friend before a jeſt, 
,Tis rrue, there*s'nor a jeſt thar comes from you, 
Thar is the true Minerva of rhis brain , 
Bur 1s of greater value then a world 
0l0- Of friends, were every payre of men we meer 
t ho A Pylades and Oreſtes. 
Bomo, Oh--Oh--Oh-- 
Col. Some ſay you will abuſe your Farther roo, 
Rather then loſe the opinion of your wit 3 
Who would not rhart has ſuch a wit as yours ? 
©Twere better twenty Parents were expos*d 
To ſoorn and laughter, then the ſimpleſt thought 


Or leaſt conceir of yours, ſhould dye abortive. 
zere O 3 Or 


/ 
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Orc periih 4 brain-Embcio, 
Bom?, Oh--Uh--Ol-- 
Col. How*s this ? that tongue grown filent that 
Stood ſtill ro admire ? M7 har Syrens 
Bomo. Oh--Oh- Oh-- 
Col. Twere betrer thar the ſpheres ſhould loſe their 
And all the Choriſters of the wood grow hoarfſe : 
What Wolfe hath ſpied you firſt ! 
Bom». Oh--Oh-Oh-- 
Col. Sure Hermes envyſng that there was on carth 


An eloquence more than his, has ſtruck you dumb ! 
Malitious deity 


. Bomo. Oh-Oh-Oh- 5 


Col. Goe in fir, there*s a Glaſs rhat will reſtore 
That rongue whole (weerneſs, Angels might adore. 
Borg. Oh-oh-oh-oh-oh-oh-oh- 
Roſc. Thus, fir, you ſee how we have put a gagge 
In the licentious mourh of baſe ſcurrility ; 
He ſhall nor Ib4-like purge upward here, 
T<infe& the place with peſtilential breath 3 
wefle keep him rongue-ti*d ; you, and all, I promiſe 
By Phebw and his daughters, whoſe chalte Zones 
Were never yet by impure hands unricd ; ' 
Our language ſhall flow chaſt 3 norhing ſounds here 
That can give juſt offence ro a ſtri& earc. 
' Bird.This gagg hath wrought my good opinion of you, 
Flow- IT begin to think *em lawful recrearions. 
Colax, Now there's none left here, whereon to praiſe, 
Ile flatter my dear felf---O that my $kill 
Had but a body, that { might embrace ir ' 
Kifle it, and hug ir, and beger a brood, 
Anorher brood of pretty skils upon it ! 
were divided I would hare all beauties. 
And grow enamour*d with my other halt! 
Self-love, Narciſſus, had not been a faulr. 
Hadſt thou, inſtead of ſuch a beauteous face, 
Had bur a brain like mine ; Ican gild vice, 
And praiſe it inte Alchymie, till ir goe. 
y For 
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For perfe& gold, and cozen almoſt the touchſtone. 
] can perſwade a Toad into an Oxe, 
Till ſwell*d roo big with my Hyperboles 
She burſt aſunder; and *ftis vertues name 
ys Lends me a mask to ſcandalize her ſelf. 
& vice, if itrbeno more, can norhing doe : 

That art is great makes virtue guilty too. x 
Thave ſuch ſtrange varieties of colours, & 
Such ſhifts of ſhapes 3 blew Proteus ſure begot me | 
On a Cameleon, and Tchange ſo quick | 
TharT ſuſpe& my mother did conceive me, , 
As they ſay Mares do, onſome wind or other. 
"| File peep tofec how many fools T made 
With the report of a miraculous glaſs, 
--Heaven bleſs me, I am ruinfd ! Omy brain 
Witty to my undoing ! Thave jeſted 
My ſelfro an crernal miſery. | 
| ſe lean hunger with her meager face 
Ride Poſt to overtake ine, 7 do prophecy 
A Lent iminortal; Phebw, I could curſc 
Thee and thy brittle gifts 3 Pandorats hox 
Compar*d wirh rhis,might be eſteem*q a bleſſing. 
The Glaſs which I conceiv*d afabulous humour, 
Is to the height of wonder prov*da truth ; 
The rwo extreams of every vertue there 
Beholding how they cirher did exceed, 
Or want of juſt proportion joyn<d rogerther, 
| And are reduc*d into a perfet Mean : 
As when the skilful and deep learn*d Phyfitian 
Does take two different poylons, one that*s cold , 
The other in the ſame degree of hear, 
And blends them both ro make an Antidote ; 
*  Oras the Lureniſt rakes flats and ſharps, ' 
| And ont of thoſe ſodiflonant nores, does ſtrike 
| Araviſhing Harmony. Now there is novice, 
Tis a hard world for Colax :-whar ſhift now ? 
Dyſcolus dorh expe& me ſince this age 
Is grown too wiſe ro entertain a Paraſite, 

O4 | 
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He ro the Glaſs, and there turn vertuous too, 

Still ſtrive to pleaſe, though nor to flatter you. 
Bird. There is good uſe indeed-la to be made 

From thcir Converfion, i 
Flow. Very good inſooth-la 

And edifying. 
Roſc. Give your eyes ſome reſpite. 

You know allready what our.vices be, 

In thenext AR you ſhall our yertues ſee 


"IE 


ACTUSs. SCEN. 4 
Roſcius. Flowrdew, Bird. 


Flow. NOW verily: I find the devour Bee | 
May ſuck the hony of good Dottrine thence, 

And bear ir ro the hive of her pure family, 

Whence rhe prophane and irreligious ſpider -. 

Garhers her 1impious Venome | T have pick*d 


Our of rhe Garden of this play a good EEO 


And wholeſome ſalad of inſtru&ion! 
What do you next preſent ? 
Roſc. The ſeveral verrues, \t 
Bird. TI hope there be no Cardinal vertues there ! 
Roſc., There be not. 
Bird. Then Ifle ſtay, I hate a vertue_ 
That will be made a Cardinal: Cardinal yertues; 
Next to Pope vertues are moſt impious. 
Biſhop-verrues are unwatrantable.: 
I hate a verrue in a Morris dance... 
7 will allow of none bur Deacon-yertnes, 
Or Elder-vertues. Bene gs 
Roſc. Thele are Moral-verrues. . 
Bird, Are they lay-vertues ? 
Roſc. Yes ? 
- Bird, Then they are lawful ; 


Vertues 


L ooking- ptaſe, 12 
Yertues in Orders are utifan&ified: v4 2 42) 
Rioſoi' We do preſent them royal, as they are _ - 
Inall their ſtare, in'a fall dancec- - | gs 2. 
Bird. What dance ? TUE. 
No wanton Jig I hope," no datice is lawful 
But Prinkum Prankam Yoo Oo 
Flow, Will vertues dante? 
0 vile, abturd, Maypole--Maid Marrian vertue! 
Roſc. Dancing'is lawful, &c. | 
eunt Flourtſh, 


Entey Mediocritie, 

l Flow. Who's this ? 4" 

fy Roſc. Ir is the Mother of vertues. 

Flow, Mother of Peart T think the 1s ſo gawdy, 
Roſe. Ir is rhe golden Mediocririe. 

Flow. She looketh like the Idol of C:hap-ſide. 


Mediocritie. 
Med. T am that even courſe that muſt be kepr 
To ſhun rwo dangerous gulfes ;z .the middle tra& 
| 'Twixt 8cyl/a and Charybdts ; the ſmall..ithmus 
Thar ſuffers not th" Agean tide ro mcert 
The violent rage of the Fontan wave. 
I am a bridge o'rean impetnous ſea 5 
Free, and ſafe paſſage to the wary ſtep : 
But he whoſe wantonneſle, or folly dares 
Decline ro cither fide, tals deſperate 
Into a certain ruine,--Dwel] with me, . | 
Whoſe manſion is not plac'd ſo neer the Sun, , 
As to complain of's neighbourhood, and be fcorch'd 
; Wirh his directer, beams ; nor ſo remote | 
From his brighr rayes as to be fituate 
Under rhe Icy Pole of the cold Bear 3 
Bur in a Temperate Zone : *tis I am ſhe, 
Iam the golden Mediocritie - _ 
| The lahourof whoſe wombe are all rhe vertues, 
| Andevery pafhon roo commendable ; 
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Siſters ſolike themſelves, as if they were 


All bur one birth 3 no difference ro diſtinguiſh them, 


Bur a reſpe& they hear to ſeveral objes : 

E1ſc had their names been one as are their features, 
So when eleven fair Virg'ns of a blood, 

All Sifters, and alike g: own ripe of years, 

March into ſeveral houſes, trom each family, 
Each makes a name diſtin&, and all are different : 
They are not of complexion red or pale, 

Bur a ſweet mixrure of the fleſh and blood, 

As ifhorh roſes were confounded there. 

Their ſtature neither Dwarfe nor Gyantiſh, 

Bur in a comely well diſpos*d proportion ; 

And all ſo like their Mother, that indeed 

They are all mine, and I am each of them. 

When in the midſt of dangers I ſtand up, 

A wary confidence betwrxt fear and daring, 

Not ſo ungodly bold, as nor ro be 

Fearful of heaven's juſt anger when ſhe ſpeaks 

In prodigies, and tremble ar rhe hazard 

Of my Religion, ſhake ro ſee my Countr 
Threarned with fire and ſword, be a ſtark coward 
To any thing may blaſt my reputation : 

Bur I can ſcorn the worſt of poverty, 

Sickneſs, Capriviry, Baniſhmenr, Grim dearth, 

If ſhe dare meet me in the bed of honour ; 
Where, with my countries caufe upon my.ſ{word, 
Not edg*d with hope or anger, nor made bold 
With civil blood, or cuſtomary danger 3 

Nor che fools Wherſtone, in experience 3 

I can throw valour as lightning from me, 

And thenTamthe Amazon fortirude ! 

Give me the moderate cup of lawful pleaſures, 
Anda Tam Temperance. Take me wealths juſt ſteward, 
And call me Liberality ; with one hand 

Ifle garher riches home, and wirh che other 
Righrtly diſtribute *em, and there obſerve 

The perſons, quantity, qualiry, time and place : 


And 


cm, 


Looking-giaſs. 
And if in great expences I be ſet 
Chief Arbitreſs, I car- in glorious works, 

as raiſing Temples, Starues, Alrars, Shrines, 
veſtures, and ornaments to Religion, be 

Neither roo thrifty nor t- o prodigal. 

and ro my country the like mean obſerve, 

In building Ships, and Bulwarks, Caſtles, walls, 
Conduits, Thearers, and whar ,clſe may-ſerve he, 
For uſe or ornament : and at home be royal 

In buildings, Gardens, coſtly furniture, 

In entertainments free and hoſpitable, 


"With a reſpe& to my eſtate, and means, 


And then I may be nam*d Magnrficence 3 

As Magnammity, when I wiſely aime 

Ar greateſt honours, if T may deſerve *em, 

Not ſor ambition, bur for my countries good, 
And in that vertue all the rcit. do dwell, 

In leſſer dignirties I want a name 3 

And when T am not over patient, . 

To put up ſuch groſs wrongs as call ine coward, 
But can be angry, ycr in that obferve 

What cauſe hath mov*d my anger, and with whom, 
Look that it be nor ſuddain, nor roo thirity 

Of a revenge, nor violent, nor greater 

Then rhe offence ; know my time when, where 
I muſtbe angry, and how long remain {03 
Then, then you may firname me Manſuctuds. 
when in my carriage and diſcourſe [kecp 

The mean that neither flatters nor offends 

T am that vertve rhe well nurtur*d Court 
Gives name and ſhould do being - Courteſey, 
Twixr fly diflembling and proud arrogance 

] am the Verrtue Time calls daughter, Traih, 
Give me my ſword and ballance rightly (wayd, 
And Zuftice is the Title I deſerve. 

When on the ſtage I come with innocent wit, 
And jeſts that have more of the ſalt rhen gall, 
That move rhe laughter and delight of all, 


Without 
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Without the gricfof one ;-free, chaſt conceits, 
Not ſcurril, baſe, obſcene ; 1[libera}, 

Or conrumelious flanders, Tam then- 

The verrue they have term'd Urbanity : 
To whom if your leaſt countenance may appear, 
She vowes to makeher conſtant dw. lling here. 
My daughrers now are come, 


The Songs 
SCEN.' 2. 


\ 


The Maſque, wherein all the Vertues dance together. 


Medioc, You have feen all my daughrers, Gentlemen) ! 


Chuſe you wives hence; you tharare Batchelours 
Can find no better ; and the married roo | 
May wed'*em, yet not wrong their former wives. 
Two may -have the ſame wife ,, and the ſame ' man 
May wed two Vertues, yer no Bigamic 3 
He that weds moſt is chatteſt 3 Theſe are all 
The daughrers of my womb ; I have five more, 
The happy iſſue of my Intelle&, 
And thence ſyrnam'd the intelle&ual Verrues, 
They now attend not at their mothers train, 
we hope they A in cach ſpeRarors brain. 
I have a Neece befides, a beauteous one, 
My daughters dear companion--lovely Friendſhip 
A Royal nymph ; her we preſenr nor roo, 
It is a vertue we expedt from you. 

Exit cum Choro cantantium. 


SCEN. 3. 


Bird. O Siſter what a glorious train they be 1 

Flow. They ſeem tobe the Family of love, 
Bur is there ſuch a Glafſe, good Roſers ? 
,Rgſc, There is ! ſent hither by the grear Apollo A 
wno 
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who in the worlds bright eye and every day 
Set in this Car of lighr, ſurveys the earth 
FromEaſt to Weſt ,, who finding every place 
Fruitful in nothing bur fantaſtique follies, 
And moſt ridiculous humours, as he is 

The God of Phyſick, rhoughr it appertain*d 
To him to find a cure to purge the carth 

of ignorance-and fin, two grand diſeaſes, 

And now grown Epidemical : many Receits 


. He thought upon, .as trohave planted Hellebore 


In every Garden--Bur none pleas*d like this. 
He rakes out water from the Muſes ſpring, 

And ſends it to the North, 'rhere to be freez*d 
Into a Chriſtal--Thar being done, he, makes 
A Mirrour with jt : and inſtills this vertue, 
That it ſhould by refle&ion ſhew each man 
All his deformities borh of ſoul and body ; 
And cure 'em borh-- | 

Flow, Good Brother lets goſee it! 

Saints may want ſoracrhing of perfe@ion. 

Roſe. 'The Glals is bur of one dayes continuance 3 
For Pluto thinking if it ſhould cureall , | 
His kingdom would grow-empty (for fris fin 
That peoples hell) wenr ro rhe fates and bid 'em 
Spin 1t roo ſhort a thread; (for every thing 
As well as man is meaſur'd by their ſpindle.) 
They, as they muſt obey, gave it a thread 


No longer rhen the Beaſts of Hippanis , 


That in one day is ſpun, drawn out, and cut. 

Bur Phebw to requite rhe black Gods envy , 

Will when rhe Glaſs is broke, transfute her vertue 

To live in Comcedie--If you mean.to {ee it, 

Make haſte-- 
Flow. We will go poſt ro reformation. Exeunt, 
Roſc. Nor is the Glaſs of ſo ſhort life I fear _ 

As this poor lahour--our diſtruſtful Author 

Thinks the ſaine Sun thar roſe upon her cradle, 

\W1ll hardly ſet before hex funeral! : 
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Your gratious and kind acceptance may 


Keep her alive from dearth, or when ſhees dead. 
Raiſe her again, and ſpin her a new thread. 


SCEN. 4. 
Enter Flowydew and Bird. 


Flow. This ignorance even makes Religion fin, 
Eets zeal upon the rack, and ſtretches her 
Beyond her length : Moſt blefſed Looking-glaſle 
Thar didft in{tru& my blinded eyes to day. 

I might have gone to hell the narrow way ! 
Bird. Rereaftter I will viſit Comedies, 
And ſee them otr, they are good exerciſes ! 
Ifle reach devotion now a milder remper, 
Not that it ſhall lofe any of her heat 
- Or Purity, but henceforth ſhall be ſuch (Exeunt, 
As ſhall burn bright, alrhough nor blaze ſo much. 
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Roſcius ſolus. 


Y Hove ſeen the Muſes Looking Glaſs, Ladies faire, 
'+ And G-r:tleyouths, andothers too who ere 

Have fill*7 this Orbe : it #s the end we meant, 

Tour felt; ito your ſelves ſtill to preſent, 

A ſoldter (ai himſelf in HeRor ſee, 

Grave Coun/ellors; Neſtor, view themſelves in thee, | 
FN 
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When Lucrece P art ſhall on our Stage appear, 
Every chaſt Lady ſees her ſhadow there. 
Nay come who will, for our indifferent Glaſſes 
Will ſhew both fools, and knaves, and all their faces, 
To vex and cure them : But we need not fear, 
We do not doubt but each one now that*s here, 
That has a faire ſoule and a beauteous face, 
Will viſit oft the Muſes Looking Glafs. 
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Ao: 


Drammatis perſone. 


Pilumnus, The high Prieſt of Ceyes : Father ro Damyy: 
| and #;anid, ? 
eMedorus. Father to Lauriada. 
Claiuss, A wildSylvian, Father to Amyntas and 
Amarylls, 
Chorymbus, An under-Prieſt, 


Damon. , 
- Two Rivals in Lauiinda*s Loves 
Alex, 

Amyntas, A man Shepherd, 

Lauiindg, A wavering Nymph. 

Krania, A fad Nymph, enamourzed on Amyatas .- 
Amaryllis, A diſtreſſed ſheperdeffe, in love with Daman, 
Theſtylis- An old Nymph, ſiſter to Elatus, 

Focaftus, A phantaſtique ſhepherd and a fairy Knight, 
Bromius, His man, a blunt Clown, 

Mopſus, A fooliſh Augur. enamoured on Thefizlis, 
Dorylas, A knaviſh bony. + 


Echo, 
Priefts, 
Chorus of IShepherds, 
Nympbs. 
Duorun, fit, menzios 
Phileous, / 
Lalaze. C . 
Mycoas The Scene Cicilie, in the 
holy vale, 
The time an Aftrologicall day from 


Noonto Noon, 
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PROLOGUS. 


N mph. Shepherd, 
AXymbpb, ]Ee ſpeak the Prologue, 


Shep, Then you do me wrong. 
* Nymph. Why, dare your Sex compare 
with ours for rongue ? 
Shep; A Fewale Prologue ! 
Nym: Yes, as well as Male, 
Shep: That's a new trick; 
Nym: And t'other is as ſtale, 
Shep: Men ate more eloquent then women made. 
Nym: Bur women are more powerfull to perſwade, 
Shep: It ſeems ſo; for 1 dare no more contend, 
Nymz Then beſt give ore the ſtrife, and make an end, 
Sbep* 1 will nor yield, 
Nym: Shall we divide it then ? 
Shep: You to the women ſpeak, 
Nym: You to the Men, 
Shep: Gentlemen, look nor from-us Rurall Swaifis 
For poliſh*d ſpeech, high lines, or Courtly ſtrains ; 
Expe& not we ſhou}d bring a labour'd Scene, , 
Or complements : we ken not what they mean. 
Nym:And Ladies,we poor Country Girles do come 
With ſuch behaviour as we learn'd at home. 
Haw ſhall we talk ro Nywphs ſo trim and gay, 
Thar nere ſaw Lady yet , but at a May > 
Shep: His muſe is very baſbful , ſhould you throw 
A Snake into her Cradle, I do know SF 
She is no Hergutgs io ourliye your Ire, : 
TS Nms 
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Nym. One Hifle would make the fearfull fool expire; 
Wirhour a ſting, : | 
$þ, Gentlemen, do but you 
Like this , no matter what the women do, 
Nym, It was a ſaucy Swaine thus to conclude ) 
Ladies, the Gentlemen are nor ſo rude, 
If ever they were ſchool'd by powerfull love , 
As to diſlike the things you ſhall approve. 
If you bur like him, 'twill be greater praiſe 
Then if each Muſe of Nine had fetch'd him Bayes ) 


AMYNTAS. 
ACTUS I SCENA I. 


Lauriada, Dorylas. 


Dor,”T'ls news, Laurinda, that will raviſh you ! 
Lau, How | raviſh me if*t be ſuch deſperare news 
I pray conceal it« | 
Dor, So I will. 
Lame Nays Dorylas- 
Pray tell it though. 
Dan Tis deſperate news, I dare not, 
Lau, Bur preethee do, 
Dor. I muſt conceal ir, 
Lau, Do nor. 
Dor. Miſtrefle, you have prevail'd: I will relate ics 
Lau. No matter though wherher you do or no, 
Dor.” No then will nog cell you, 
Laur. Yer 1 care not 
- Much i$ I hear it. 
Dor. And1 care not much 
Whether I tell ir orno, 


Lair. 
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Lau, What is it > 
Dor, Nothing, 
Laur, Sweet Dorylas , let me know, 
Dor, Whar pretty weather cocks 
Theſe women are 1 I ſerve a Miſtreſſe here 
Fit to have made a Planer : ſhee*t wax and wane 
twice IN a minute, 
Laur, But good Dorylas, 
Your news, 
Dor, Why, excellent news) 
Laur, Bur what 
Dor, Rare newes 2 
News fit,— 
Larr. For what > 
Dor. To be conceal'd : why MiRreſle, 
The Rivalls, thoſe on whom this powerfull face 
Does play the Tyrant. —— 
Laur. Dorylas. Whar of them » 
Dor. Now, now ſhe wanes : O for a dainty husband 
To make her a full Moon \ The amorous couple, 
Your brace of ſweet. hearts, Damoa and Alex#s, 
Defire your audience, 
Laur, 1s this all your news > 
You may conceal it, 
Dor. Now you haveheard it told, 
I may conceal it ! well, I rhank thee nature, . 
Thou . didſt create mee man ; for I want wit 
Enough to make up woman : but good Miſtreſle, 
Whar do you think of Damon ? 
Laur., ASa man ' 
Worthy the beſt of Nymphs. 
Dor. What of Alexis ? | 
Laur. As one that may deſerve the faireſt Vixggin 
In Sicily. 
Dor. Whar Virgin > 
Laur, Proſerpine, + 
Were ſhe yet Geres daughrer, 
Dor, And what Damon > 
0 & : Lag, 
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Lau. He ? Ceres ſelf, were ſhe not yet a mother” * 

Dor: Creet.Creet:There is no Labyrinth but a woman} 
Laurinda, gentle Miſtrefſe, rell me which 
Of theſe you love ? 

Lau: Why, Damon beſt of any. 

Do;,. Why ſo, that's well and plain 2 

Lan: Except Alexis -- 

Dor; Why then you love A/erp beſt, 

Lau. Of any. Dor, I amglad on'c, 

L1u; But my Damon, 

Dor: Re this true, 

Andlle bz ſworn Cupid is turn'd a jugler ; 
Preſto \ You love Alexis beſt but Damor;z 
And Damoz but Alexis | love you Damon 3 

Lau. 1 do, Dor: And not Alexis > 

Lau: And Alexis > 

Dor: She would ha*both, I think, 

Lau: Neor'l by Ceres, 

Dor: Then you love neither > 

Lan: Yes I do love cither, 

Dor: Either, and yer not both, both be, yer neither; 

Why do you torture thoſe with equal Racks, 
That both vowe ſervice to you z If your love 
Have prefer*d Damon, tell Aicxis of it 3 
Or if Alexis, let poor Damon know it, 
That he which is refus'd, ſmothering in his flame, 
M3y make another choice, now doubrfull hope 
Kindles dehire in both, 

Lau: Ah Dorylas, 

Thy yeares are yet uncapable of love! _ 
Thou haſt nor learn'd the myſteries of Cup!d! 
Dolt rhou nor ſee through all S:czlra, 

From gentleſt ſhepherds to the meaneſt Swains, 
Whar inauſpicious torches Hymez lights 

At every wedding > what unfortunate hands : 
Link in the wedding ring ? Nothing but fears, 
Jais, diſcontents, ſuſpirions, Jealouties. 

T1:cle many years meer inthe bridal ſbects 3 
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Or if all theſe be miſting , yet a barrenneſle, 
A curſe as crnel, or Abortive births 
Are all the bl:Gings crown the Genial bed, 
Till the iuccefle prove happier , and I find 
A bleſl:d chavge , Il: temper my affe&ion , 
Conceale my flames , diflemble all my fires, 
And ſpend thoſe years I owe to love and beauty, 
Only in chooſing on whoſe love ro ix 
My love and beiury, 
Por. Rare Feminine wiſdom ! 
Will you admit *em ? 
Lak, Yes, go call them hither, 
Yer do net, nov; I think on't ; yer you may too 3 
And yer come back again, 
Dor. NaylI willgo, 
Lau. Why Dorylas. | 
Dor. What news ? Las. Come back I ſay, 
Dor. Yes; to be ſent again, 
Lau. You'l ſtay, I hope, 
Dor. Nor I, by Ceres, 
Lau. Dotylas. 
Dor, No, good Miſtreſle, 
Farewell, for 1 at length have learn*d to know 
You cali me back only to bid me go, Exit, 
Lau, Tis no great marter, firrah :-when rhey come | 
He bear my {elf ſv equa} unto both, 
As both (hall rhink I love him beſt, this way 
I keep both fires alive, that when I pleaſe 
I may take which 1 pleaſe, Bur who cames here > 


SCEN. z; 


Laurinda, Theſtylis, 
O Theſlytzs, y*are welcoine ! in 
Theſt: 1f, Lauiinda, G - 
My too abrupr intrufjon come ſo rudely 
As to diſturbe your private meditations, 
1 begge your pardon, | 
> bY P 4 Lak 
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Laur. How now Theſtylis > | 
Grown Orator of late > has learned M9pſus 
Read Rherorick unto you, that you come 
To ſee mee with Exordiums > 

Theft. No Laurinda ; 

Bur if there be a charin call'd Rhetorique ; 
An art, that woods and forreſts cannot kill ; 
That with perſwaſive magick could command 
A pity in | = ſoul, 1 would my toygue 
Had learn'd that powerfull art | 

Linr, Why Theſtylis, 

Thou know'ſt the breſts 1 ſuck'd were neither Wolves 
Nor Tygers, and 1 haye a heatrt of wax, 
Soft and ſoon melting ; try this amorous heart, 'ris not 
Of flint or matble , | 
Theft. 1f itgwere, Laurinda, 
The teares of her, whoſe Oraror 1 come 
Have power-to ſoften it. Beautcous Amaryllzs, 
She that in this unfortunate age of love, 
This hapleſle rime of upids Tyranny 
Plac'd her affeQion on a ſcornfull (heapherd, 
One that diſdains her love, 
Laur, Diſdains her love ! 
I tell rhee, Theſtylis, in my poor judgment, 
(And women if no envie blind their eics, 
Beſt judge of womens beauties) 4 maryllis 
May make a bride worthy the proudeſt Shepherd 
In all Sicilia: pur wherein can I 
Pity this injut'd Nymph > 
T heſt. Thus ſhe' deſires you, 
As you defire tothrive in him you love 3 
As you do love him whom you moſt defire , 
Nor to love Damen : Damon alas repaies 
Her love with ſcorn ; tis a requeſt ſhe ſaies 
She knows you cannot grant, bur if you do not, 
$he will nor liveto ask again, 
Laur, Poor Nymph ! 
My A maryllis knowes my fidelity, 
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How often þave we ſported on the Lawns ; 
And danc'd a roundelay to Focuſtas pipe > 
If 1 can do her ſervice , Theftylis, 
Be ſure 1 will : Good wench, 1 dare not ſtay, 
Leſt 1diſpleaſe my Father ; who in this age 
Of haplefſe lovers, watches me as cloſe 
As did the Dragon the Heſperiaz fruit, 
FarewelL Exit Liur, 
Theft. Farewel, Lauriada\ Thus, poor foal, 
toil for others, like the painfull Bee, 
From every flower cull hony drops of loye 
To bring to others hives : Cupid does this 
*Cauſe I am Claius fiſter, Other Nymphs 
Have their variety of loves, for every gown, 
Nay, every petricoat ; I haye onely one, 
The poor tool 2Mopſus | yer no matter, wench, 
Fools never were in more requeſt then now 2 
Ie make much of him ; for that woman lies 
In weary ſheets, whoſe husband is too wile, 


SCEN. ;. 
Theſtylis, Mopſus, Jocaſiuts 


Mop: Jocaſtus, 1 love Theſtylys abominably, 
The mouth of ay afte&ian waters at her. 
Foc. Be wary, Mopſus, learn of me to ſcorn 
The Mortals 3 chooſe a b:tter march : go love 
Some Fairy Lady | Princely Oberon 
Shall ſtand thy friend : ard beazteous Mab his Queen 
Give thee a Maid of Honour > 
Mop. How, Fo: aſtus ? 
Marry a Popper > Wed a mote i*th Sun > 
Go look a wife in nur-ſhels ? wooe a gnat 
That's nothing bur a voice ; No, no, Focaſtus, 
I muſt have fleſh and blood, and will have Thef;!:s, 
A fig for Fairies ! 
Theſt, »»-» *Tis wy lweer- heart, Hopſus » F 
| Pe” 
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And his wiſe brother 3 O the twins of folly ! 
Theſe do 1 enteitain only to ſeaſon 
The poor Amyatas madneſle, 
Moy: Sacted red and white, 
How fares thy reverend beauty ? 
Theſt. Very ill, TG 
Since you were abſent, Mopſus | where bave you 
Been all this live-long hour ? 
Mop. 1 have been 
Diſcourfing with the birds, 
Theſt, Why, can birds ſpeak > 
Fo. In Fairy land they can ; 1 have heard'em chirp, 
Very good Greck and Latin, 
Mop, And our birds 
Talk better far than they : a new-laid cyge 
Ot $7czly ſhall our-ratk the braveſt Patror 
In Oberons Utopia. 
Theſt: But what languages 
Do they ſpeak, ſer vant ? - 
Mop, Several languages, 
As Cawation, Chirpytion, Hoot ation. 
ubiſileation, Crowatiea, Cackleation, |, 
Sbreebation, Hiſſation. 
Theft. And Foolation ? 
Aov.No,thar's ow: language,we our ſclyes ſpeak that, 
"That are the leaned Augurs, 
Theſt, Whar ſucceſle 
Does your Art promiſe ? 
Mop. Very 2ood. 
: Theſt. Whar birds 
Mer you then 1 ; 
Mop, A Woad- cock and a Gooſe, 
Theft. Well mer. 
Moy, 1 told*m fo, 
Theſt.And what might this portend? (and Cock, 
Mop, Why thus--= and firſt the Wood-cock --- Wood 
Both very good ſignes, For firſt the wood doth fignifie 
The fite of our love ſhall never go our, 
Becauſe 
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Becauſe it has more fuel : wood doth Ggnifie 
More fuel. 
Theft: Whar the Cock ? 
Mop. Betrer then rorther : 
That I ſhall crow over thoſe that are my- Rivals, 
And rooſt my ſelf with thee. 

Theft, But now, the Gooſe ? 

Mop, I, 1, the Gooſe likes me b:ſt of all, 

Th'aſt heard our gray beard ſhephards talk of Rome, 
And what the Geeſe did there ; rhe Gooſe deth ſignifie 
That 1 ſhall keep the Capitol, 

Theſt. Good Gander ! 

Fo.- It cannot chooſe bur ſtrangely pleaſe his Highneſs! 

Theſt. Wha ate your ſtudying of, Focaſtus, ha? 

Fo: A rare device, a Maſque to entertain 
His grace of Fairy with. 

Theft. A Maſque £ What iſt > 

Fo. An anti-maſque of fleas, which I have taught 
To dance Curtranto's on a ſpiders thread, 

Mop, An anti: maſque of fl:as + brother me rhinks 
A Maſque of birds were better , that could dance 
The Morice in the air, Wrens,and Robbin-red-bteaſts, 
Lennets, and Titmice, 

70. So | and why nar rather | 
Y-ur G:eſe and Wood-cocks > Mortal hold thy rongue, 
Thou doſt not know the: myſtery, | 

Theft, Tis rue, 

He tells you, Mod[ns , leave your Augiry, 
Follow his counſel, and be w:ſe. 
Moo, Be wilt ? 
I {corn the morion ! follow his counſel, and be wiſe 7 
That*: a fine trick 'fairh | is this an age 
For to be wiſe in ? 
Theſt. Then you mean, I ſee, 
T*expound the Oracle, 

Mop, 1 do mean to be 

;Th'interpreter, 


fo, -»- And then a Jig of Piſmires 
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Ts excellent; 
Mop. Whar, to interpret Oracles < 
A fool muſt be rh'interprerer, 
Theſt. Then no doubt 
Bur you will have the honour, 
Mop. Nay, 1 hope 
I am as fair for*r as another man. 
1f I ſhould now grow wiſe againſt my will, 
And catch this wiſdom ? 
Theft. Never fear it Mopſus. w_ 
Mop. *Twere dangerous yenr'ring, Now 1 thinke 
on*r too, 
Pray Heaven this a:r be wholſom ! is there nor 
An Antidote againſt it ? what do you think 
Of Garlick every morning > 
Theſt. Fie upon 't, 
*Twill ſpoyle our kiſſing 1 and beſides 1 rell you, 
Garlick's a dangerous diſh , cating of Garlick 
May breed the Sicknefſe, for as I remember, 
*Tis the Philoſophers dier, | 
Mop. Certainly 
] am iffeRted, now the fit's upon mee ! 
*Tis ſomething like an Ague, ſure 1 caught it 
Wirth taſking with a Scholar next my heart, 
Theft. How ſad a | fe live I 
Betwixt their folly and Amyntas madneſle ) 
For, Mopſus,I preſcribe you ſuch a diet 
As ſhall ſecure you, 
Mop, Excellent (hc-DoRar 1 
Your women ate the beſt Phyfitians, 
And have the beſt praftice. 
Theſt. Firſt, my Mopſus, 
Take heed of faſting, for your hungry meals 
Nurſe wiſdom. 
Mop. True | O what a Rtomack have 1 
To be her patient | 
Theft. Beſides, take ſpecial care 
You wear not thred-baze cloaths ; "twill breed at leaſt 


Suſpirion 
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Suſpition you are wiſe, 
0, 1 warry will it. 
Theſt, And walk not much alone ; or 5f you walk 
With company, be ſure you walk with fools, 
None of the wiſe, 
. No, no, 1 warrant you, 


Ile walk with no body hut my brother here, 


Or you, or mad Amyntas, 

Theſt. By all means 
Take heed of Travel, your beyond-ſea wit 
Is ro_be fear'd, 

Mop. If ere Itravel hang me, 

0, Nor to the Fairy-land ? 

Theft, Thither he may. 

But above all things wear no beard, long beards 


Are ſigns the brains are full ; becauſe the excrements 


Come our ſo Plentifully, 
7o. Rather empty ; 
Becauſe they have fine ſo much our, as if 
Their brains were ſunk into their beards : King Ober6a 
Has ne*cea beard, yer for his wit I am ſure 
He might have been a Gyam,, Who comes here ; 


Enter Dorylas 


Dor, All hail untothe fam'd Interpreter 
Of Fowls and Ocracles ! 
Mop. Thanks good Doryl as. 
Dor, How fares the wing'd cattel?are the Wood-cocks, 
The Jays, the Daws, the Cuckoes, and rhe Owls 
In health > 
Mop. Ithank the gracious ſtars, thzy are. 
Dor, Like health unto the Prefidenr of che Jigs, 
I hope King Oberon and his Royal Mab 
Are well, 
Jo, They are, I never ſaw their Graces 
Ear ſuch a mcal before. 
Dor, Enc much good do'c'em ! 
* Fo. They rerid a hunting. ; 
OTE a, Dor. 
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Dor, Hare, or Deer, my Lord ? 
Fo. Neither, a pair of Snailes of the firſt hegd, 
. Theſt. Bur Dorylas, there's a mighty quarrel here, 
And you are cholcen Umpire, 
Dor. Abour what ? 
Theft. The expoſition of the Oracle, 
Which of theſe rwo you thipk the verier fool. 
Dor. Ir is a difficult cauſe, firſt ler mepoſe*rm, 
You Mopſus,cauſe you are a learned Augur, 
How many are the ſeven liberal Sciences 2? 
Mop. Why, much about a dcezen, 
Dor, You Focaſtus, 
W hen Oberon ſhav'd himſelf, who was his Bai ber 2 
Fo. 1 knew him well, a little dapper youth, 
Thcy call him Perriwinkle, 
Dor. Thellylis, 
A weighty cauſe, and abks a longer time, 
Theſt.Wee'l in the while to comfort ſad Amynt as. 
Excurt Tbeſts Mop. Jots 


SCEN., 4. 
Dorylas, Laurinda, 


Lau, 1 wonder much that Do:yl as ſtays ſo leng 3 
Fain would I hear whether thcy'l come or no, 

Dor. - Ha > would you fo > 

Lay, 1 ſec in your Meflages 
You can go faft enough, 

Dor, Indeed forſooth, 
I loiter*d by the way . 

Lau. Whar will they come ? 

Dor. Which of chem 2? 

Lau. Damon. 

Dor, No, 

Lau. rAlexis will ? 

Dor. Nor he. 

Lay, How, neither 2 am1 then negleQed? 


Dot. 
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Dor. Damon will come. 

Lau, And not Alexis too ? 

Dor, Oncly Alexu comes, 

Lan, Let him not come, 
] wonder who ſent for him; unleſs bath, 
Ile ſpeak with none, 

De/, why, both will yi6t you. 

Lak. Both? one had been roo many, Was c're Nymph 
So vex* d as I > you ſawcy Raſcal you, 
How do you ſtrive to croſs me? 

Do7. And fweet miſtreſs, 
Still 1 will croſs you, * tis the onely way 
Truly to pleaſe you, 
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Enter Medorus 


Med, So, you*1 all pleaſe her,, 
I wonder who'l pleaſe me ? you all for her 
Can run on Errands, carry lovesfick Letrers, 
And amorous Eclogues from her howling Suirers 
To her, and back sgain , be Cupid*s Heraulds, 
And point out meetings fur her, 
Dor, Truly Sir, 
Not 1, pray ask my Miſtreſs: 
Your Sweer- hearts, ſpeak, ſpeak, nay ſpeak if you can, 
Dol? 
Lau, why no, 
Dor, Nay ſay your worſt, 1 care not, 
Did 1 go ever ? 
Lau, Never, 
Dor. La you now ! 
We were deviſing nothing bur a ſnare 
To catch the Pole-cat, 
Med. Sirrah, ger you in ; 
Take heed 1 do nor finde your baunts, 
Dor, Whar haunts ? i is. | 
- W% + Med,” 
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Med. You'l in ? 

Dor, 1 know no haunts 1 haye bur to the Dairy, 
Toskim the milk-bowls like a lickoriſh Fairy, 
/ | Exit Dir, 

Med. He rhat*s a womans keeper ſhould haye eyes 
A hundred morc then Argus, and his ears 
Pouble the number, Now.che news, what Letters 2 
What Poſe, Ring or Bracelet wooes to day 2 
what grove to night is conſcious of your whiſpers > 
Come tell me, for 1 fear your truſty Squire, 
Your little cloſet blabs into your car 
Some ſecrer, let me know it, 
Lau. Then you fear, 
Leſt 1 ſhould be in loye, 
Mid. Indeed I do, kg 
Cupid's a dangerous boy , and often wounds 
The wanton roving eye, | 
Lan, Were 1 1n love, Sh $754 
Not that 1 am (for, yer by Diana's bowe 
1 have not made my choice,) and yer ſuppoſe, 
Suppoſe 1 ſay I were in love, what then 
Med .So 1 would haverthee, bur not yer my Girl, 
Till loves prove happier, till che hea of a, Claius 
Hath ſatisfied the gods, 

Lan. Why Claius, Father? 

IHMed. Haſt thou nor. heard it > 
' L 44, Never. Med. Tis impoſſible. 

Lan, How ſhould 1,fir? you know that wy diſcourſe 
Ts all with Walls and PiRtures, I nere meer 
The Virgins on the Downs, 

Med, Why, 1 will tell thee, 

Thou know*ſt Pilumaus ? 

La#, The high Pricſt of Ceres ? 

Med, Yes : This Pilumnus had a ſon Philabys, 
Who was, while yer he was, the onely joy 
The ſtaff and comforr of his fathers age, 

And ay eu have fil] been ſo, had nor fond love 
ne him, 


Las, 
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Lau.How did love undoe Philebus > 
Mcd. Why thus : One Lalage , a beauteous Nymph 
| Akver eye admuir'd, Alpbefts daughcer, 
 * | Was by herfatherpromig'd him to marriage, 
Lau;:Why hitherto his love had good ſucceſs, 
Med, But only promis'd'; for the ſhepherd Claius 
(Aman accurſed in Sicilian fields ! ) 
Being rich, obrain'd the beaureous Lalage - 
. | From ſweer Philebus. He, ſad heart , being robb'd 
Of all his comforr, having loſt the beaury  - 
Which gave him life and motion, ſceing Glaius 
Enjoy thoſe lips, whoſe cherries werethe food 
That nurs'd\his ſoule, ſpent all-his time in ſorrow 
In melancholy fighs and diſcontents 3 
Look'd like a wither'd tree o're grown with moſs, 
His eyes were ever dropping Iceacles. 
Diſdain and ſarrow made Polumnus rage, 
.."| Andinthis rage he makes his moan to Ceres, 
(Ceres, moſt ſacred of Sicilian powers, ) it 
And in thoſe moans he proſfecures revenge ; 
And that revenge to fall on Lalage. 
Lau: Would Ceres hear his prayers ? 
Med, Silly Maid ! 
His paſſions were not cauſeleſſe;and with what juſtice 
Could he deny Pilumaus > how oft hath he ſprinkled 
The fineſt flower of whear, and the ſweeteſt myrrhe, 
Upon her Altary > Lalage ru'd the time | 
She flouted brave Philebus. Now ſhe was great 
 Withrwo ſweer twins, the fair chaſte Amaryllis, 
And mad Amyatas ; (an unlucky pair! ) 
Theſe ſhe brought forth, bur never liv'd to ſee them; 
Lucina caus'd her ſorrows ſtop her breath, 
Leaving this matchleſle pair of beaurcous infants, 
In whom ill now ſhe lives. 
Lau. After her death, 
How far*d the ſorrowfull Philebas ? 
Med, Wotſe | 
Then evzr ; She being dead, whoſe "i was bis, 


Whoſe 
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| Whoſe looks did hold his eyes from ſhutting vp -- » 

He pin'd away in ſorrows; grief it was | 

To ſee ſhe was not his, bur greater far 

Thar (he was not at all. Her Exequies being paſt, 

He caſts him down upon that turf of earth, 

Under: whoſe roof His Lalage was bous'd, 

And parlied with her aſhes, till his own lamp 

Was quite extinguiſh'd with a fatal damp, 

Here ended th'noble ſhepherd, ' 

Lau, Unhappy lover ! | + + 

"Tis pity but'the Virgins once a-year 21 

Should waſh hs romb with maiden.tears ! bur new 

Borh Lalage bzing, dead, and her Philebus, 

How comes ir, other loves ſhould-prove unſortunate? - 

M:d Pilumaus having loſt his hopeful Son, 

Though he had two more Children, fair Vrania 

And noble Damoz ; yet the death of Lalage 
Suthc'd not. his revenge, buthe anew implores (thuy 
His Goddeſs wrath *gainſt Clatzus—Doth Ceres Prize me 
Shall Claizs tread upon the flowery plain, 

And walk upon the aſhes!of my body? 

Will I be Archi. flamen, where the gods 
Are ſoremiſs ? Let wolves approach their Shrines z 
Their howlings are as Powerfull as the Prayers 
Of ſad Pilamays \— Such diſguſts at laſt 

A waken'd Ceres : with hollow murmuring noiſe 
Her Ompha like a thunder ? gins to 10ar, 

( The Ompha, it it menace, ſpeaks ar large 

In copious language, bur perplexed rerms ) 

And laid this curſe on all Trinacria, 

Sicilian ſwains, ill luck ſhall long betide 

To every bridegroom, and to every bride : 

No ſacrifice, no vow ſhall ſtill mine ie, 

Till Claius bloud both quench and kindle files 
The wiſe ſhall miſconceive me, and the wit 
Scorad aad neelefted ſhall my meaning hit, 

Laur. B.ngry and intricate ) Alas for love ! 

Whar then became of Claiys ? 


Ma 
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Med, Why, the Ompha METEL 
Having denounc'd againſt him, and he knowing 
The hate of old Pilumnus , fled away : 
1 think he's ſail'd ro the Aztipodes, | 
No tidings can be brought whar ground receives him, 
Unlefle Corymbus make a. happy voyage ; 
Corymbus, that will ſearch both Eaſt and Occident ; 
And when he finds him, ſpill his captive blood ; 
Which Ceres grant he may. Tender Lauriada, 
Now doſt thou ſee the reaſon of my care, 
And why my watchfull eyes ſo cloſe obſerve 
Thy ſteps and aQtions, 

Laur. And I promiſe, Father, 


by 


'To remper my affeRions, *rill the Goddeſſe 


Do mitigate her anger. 
AMed. Do ſo then : . 
For now you-ſee with what unforrunate.choice 
Pilumnus daughter, delicate Vrania, loves' 
The mad Amyntas; for the angry Goddeſs, 
Though ſhe repaid the wrong done ro Philebys, 
Yer not approving the revengfull mind 
Of great Py[umnus,ſcourg*d him with his own asking, 
By threatning an ny Keg marriage 
To his #rania, unlefle he that wooes her 
Pay an impoſlible Dowry ; tor as others 
Give portions with their daughters , Ceres Prieſts 
Uſe to receive for theirs, The words are theſe, 
That which thou baſt aot, maiſt not, canſt not baves 
Amyntas, is the Dowry that 1 crave, 
Reſt hopeleſs in thy love, or elſe divine 
To give Urania this , aud ſhes thine, 
Which while the poor Amyatas would interpret, 
He loſt his wits, Take heed of love, Lauriada, 
You {ce th*unhappineſſe of it in others 
Ler nor experience in thy ſelf inſtru@ thee 2 9 
Be wiſe my Girle ; ſo come and follow mer Ext, 
Lau, T'lc make a Garland for my kid,and follow you. 


What a ſad tals was hggs } bow full of ſerroy 
'* 2 Happy 


21s Andjites, 
Happy that heart that never felt the (hafs 
Of angry Cupid | 


SCEN, 6. 


Damon, Alexis. 
womens. TD) aON and Alexis ? 


Tok Oe _ purs theſe copgitarions 

Our of my mind « Poor ſouls, I faine would pitty t 
And yer I cannot ; for to pitry one, 

*T were norto pitty t'other ; and to pity 

Both, were to pity neither, Mine old temper 

Is all the (hift I have ; ſome dew of comforr 
Toeither of them, How now, bold intruders, 

How dare you venture on my privacie ? 

If you muſt needs have this walk, be it ſo, 

Vie ſeck-anorher : Whar > you'l ler me go 2 

Da. Cruel Lauriada ( Xa word ſo foul 
Can have ſo fair a dwelling) ſeal nor up 
Thy ears, bur ler a oy enter there, 

And find a paſſage to thy heart, 

Alex. Laurinda, | 
| (The name which bur to ſpeak I would not wiſh 
For life or breath)ler not thy: powerfull beauty 
Torment us longer ; tell us which of us 
You value moſt. 

Dam: And r'other for old friendſhip, 
Stranglirg- his bitter corroſiye in his hearr, 
Hath promis'd todeſiſt from further ſuir. 

Alex: Or if he cannot ſo, as ſure he cannot, 
Yet he will rather chooſe to die, then live 
Once«o oppoſe your liking, 

Lax. Since you are 
Grown ſo importunate, and will not be anſwer'd 
Wirh modeſt filence ; Know, I wiſh you w6lly 

Alex. How me, Laurinda > 
I were thy wits , 


= 


Dam, 


Awyut al. 7 
Dan, Then moſt unhappy me ! 
Alex, Thar word doth reliſh immortality; 
Las, And1 do wiſh thou wert my husband, Damon. 
Alex. Still more perplexed | what do you think I am 
Lak. My head, Alexis, 
Dam. And what I > 
Lau: My heart, 
Dam. Which hand am I ? 
Laus Damon, my right. 
Alex, Which I ? 
Lau; My left, Alexis . 
Alex, Thus you ſcorn my love. | 
Laur, Not I, Alexis ; th'art wy only hope, 
Dan, Then I am all diſpair, no hope for me. 
Laur, Why ſo,my Damon + thou art my defire, 
Alexis is my flame, Damon wy fire: | 
Alexis doth deſerve my Nuprial Bed, 
And Damon's worthy of my Maiden-haad, 
Exit Laur, 


Alex. Damen, deſiſt thy ſuie, or loſe thy life: 
Thou heard*ſt Laurinda wiſh ſhe were my wife, 
Dam, Thy wife, Alexis ? Bur how can it be 
Withour a husband > and I muſt be he. 
Alex: I am her head ; that word doth ſcem t'impore 
She means me marriage, 
Dam, How 3 without her heart > 
For that am I : Beſides, you heard her ſay , 
1 was the right hand, you the left ; away 3 - 
Deſiſt, Alexis, mine's the upper hand. 
Alex; Bur Damon,l next to heart do ſtand, 
I am her hope ; in tha you plainly ſee, 
The end of her intents doth aim at me. ; 
Dam. Bur 1 am her defice ; in that *tis ſhawn, 
Her only wiſh is to make me her own. 
Alex, 1 am her flame. 
Dam. Tis true ; but I her fire, 
. Alex, The flame's the hotter,chereforg hes defire 
Moſk anus at we, | ' 
ER Q3 Dany 


\ 


218- Anna. 
Da, Yer when the flame.is ſpent, , 
The fire continues 3 therefore me ſhe meant, 
Al. She promig*d now I ſhould enjoy her Bed, 
Da. Alexis do, ſo | her Maiden: head. 
Al, 1ſce ſhee iIl conceals ir, and with ſpeeches 
Perplext and doubrfull masks her ſecret thoughts. 
Dam, Let's have another meeting ; ſince her words 
Delude us thus, wee*l have a. pregnant ſign 
'To ſhew her mind, | 
Alex, 1 go that way a hunting, 
And will call for her, 
Da. Vle the while retire 
Inco the Temple 3 1f I linger here , 
- 1 am afraid of meeting Amarylls 
Who with unwelcome love ſollicirs mee, 
Aiex, And would ſhe might prevail ! 
Da. Till then farewell, 
Alex, All happinefle ro Damon be, 
Except Laurinda, 
Da, All bur her ro thee, 
Alex, Thus we in love and courtefie contend, 
Da. The name of Rival ſhould nor loſe the Friend, 
Fins Atlus 1x, Exeunt, 


——— 


AC;TUS 2. 'SCEN. 1, 


* \Pulumans. UVrama, | 

Uran.FArher perſwade me not; the power of heaven 
Can never force mee from Amyntas love 3 

Tis rooted here ſo deep within my heart, 

Thar he which puls ir out , pulls out at once 

Thar and my ſoul togerher, 

Pil. Fond W#rania | 

Can ignorant love make thee aftc& the ſeed, 

The hatefull ſeed of curſed Lalage 2 ON 

Did I for this beger thee ? f 


Wran. Father, yoy know eats 1. 
abs Dina 
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Divinity is powerfull, Cupids will = 
| Muſt notbe queſtion'd : when love means to ſporr 
(1 have heard your ſelf relate it ) he can make 
The Wolf and Lamb kiſs friendly ; force the Lion 
T'forget his Majeſty, and in amorous dalliance 
Sport with the frisking Kid : When Venus rides, 
qhe' link the ravenous Kite and milder Swan 
To the ſame Chariot ; and will yoke rogether 
The necks of Doves and Eagles : When as ſhe - 
Commands, all things loſe their antipathy, 
Even contrarieties + can I alone 
Reſiſt her will > I cannor z my Amyntas 
Shall witneſs that, 
- Pil, I blame thee not ſo much 
For loving him, while yer he was Amyntas : 
But being mad, and having loſt himſelf, 
Why ſhouldſt nor thou loſe thy affeRion roo » 
Uran. 1 love him now the rather ; he hath loſt 
"Himſelf for me, and ſhould he loſe mie rov ? 
It were a fin he ſhould, 
Pil. What canſt thou love 
In his diſtemper*d wildnefle > 
#43, Only that, 
His wildnefle ; *tis the comfort I have lefr 
To make my teares keep time to his diſtrations ; 
To think as wildly as hertalks ; to marry 
Our griefs together, ſince our ſelves we cannot : 
The Oracle doth ask ſo ſtrange a Dowry , 
Thar now, his company: is the only bliſte 
My lovecan aime art, But ſtay too long, 
le in to comfort him, 
Pil. Do not, Vrania, 
#ran- Do not? 4h Lak 
I muſt, and will : Nature commands me noy' s 
But loye more powerfull ſaies it muſt be ſo. Exit, 
Pil. The Gods did well to make their Deftinies 
Of women;-thar their wills might Rand for law | 
Fix'd and unchang'd, Who'sehis 2 Cormbys ? + 
1 ws - Q4 SCEN, 
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| SCEN. 2 


Pilumnus, Corym! us, 
Pil. Corymbus,—welcome. 


Cor, Sacred Pilumnus, — hayl ; 
And fruirfull Sicily, 1 kifſe thy duſt. 

Pit, Whar news, Corymbus ? is our Countreys miſchief 
Ferrer'd in chains ? | 

Cor, Thrice the Sun hath paſt 
Through the twelve Innes of heaven,fince my diligence 
Has been imployd in queſt of him, whoſe dearth 
Muſt give poor lovers life, rhe hatcfull {laius 3 
Yer could I ne*re here of him, —— The mean while, 
How fare the poor Sicilians > Does awtull Ceres 
Still bend her angry brow ? Find the ſad Lovers 
No reſt, noquiert yer ? 

Pil, Corymbus, none ; 

The goddefle has not yer deign'd to accept 
One ſacrifice; no faynurable Echo 
Sounded from her Ompha ; all her anſwers 
Are full, and doubtfull, 

Cor, The true fign, Pilumnus, 

Her wrath is not appeas'd, 

Pil. Appeas'd ſay you > | 
Rather again incens'd ſo far, Corymbus, 

As that my ſelfam plagu'd ; My poor #wrania 
Dotes on Amynt as. 

Cor, Firſt ſhall our hives ſwarm in the venomous yew 
And goars ſhall browze upop our myrtle wands : 
—— One of our blood, Pilumaus (is it pollible) 
Love Lalage and Claius brood ? 

Pil. The chain of fate 
Will have it ſa ; and he lov'd her as much, 

- Cor. That makes it ſomething better, 

Pl. Ah, thou knoweſt nor 
Whar ſting this waſpiſh Fortune pricks me with ! 
I ſeeing thei jones ſocanſiane, fo inflexible 
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Chid with dam Ceres *cauſc ſhe us*'d me thus, 
My words were inconſiderarte, and the heayens 
Puniſh'd my rough expoſtularions, 
Being Archi- flamen of Triaacria, 
1 did demand a Dowry of that Shepherd 
That asks my daughter, — Ser the price, ſaid T, 
Thou goddeſs, that doſt cauſe ſuch hatefull loves , 
If that Amyntas be thy darling ſwain, 
Ak thou, and ſet a Dowry for #ania. 
With that the Altar groan'd, my hair grew Riff, 
Amyntas look'd agaſt, Wrania quiver'd, 
And the Ompha anſwer'd, 
Cor. With an Echo > 
' Pail, No. 
Cor. Then I preſage ſome ill. 
Pil. This dark demand I 
That which thou baſt not, maiſt ot, cant uot have , 
Amynras, is the dowry that I crave : 
Reſt hopeleſs in thy love , or elſe divine 
To give Urania this , aud ſhe is thine, 
And ſo he did ; bur the perplexed ſence 
Troubled his brains ſo far, he loſt his wits 2 
Yer ſtill he loyes 3 and ſhe, _— My grief,(orymbus, 
Will not permit me to relate the reſt, 
Ie in into the Temple, and expreſs 
Whar's yer behind in tears, Exit, 
Cor. Sad, ſad Pilumnus \ 
And moſt diſtreſs'd Sicilians ) other Nations 
Are happy in their loves, you only are unfortunate ; 
In all my travels, ne're a ſpring but had 
Her pair of lovers, ſinging to that muſick 
The gentle bubling of her waters made. 
Never a walk unſtor'd with amorous couples, 
Twin 'd with ſo cloſe embraces, as if both 
Meant to giow one together : every ſhade = 
Shelter'd ſome happy loves, that counting daifies, - 
Scor'd up the ſums on one anorhers lips , 
That mex ſo oft and cloſe ; as if rhey bad 
% Pe TER 7 ſen Chang 
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Chang'd ſouls ar every kiſs, The married ſort 


As ſweet and kind as they: at every evening 
The loving husband, and full breſted wife 

Walkr on the Downs fo friendly , as if thar 

Had been their Wedding -day. The boyes of five 
And girles of four, ere that their liſping tongues 
Had learn'd to prattle plain, would prate of love, 
Court one another,and in wanton dalliance 
Return ſuch innocent kifles, you'd have thought 
Yau had ſcen Turtles billing, 


SCEN:. 3. : 
Movſus. Corymbus, 


Mop, Whar air is that > The voyce of <<» Turtles billing? 

Of Turtles \ a good Omen \ ſhe is chaſt— 
And billing, billiag, O delicious billing ! 
T har word preſages kiſſing — 

Cor, Whois this ? 

Mopfus, wy learned Augur ? 
Mon: Stand aſide, 
—— The other ſide: 1 will not'talk to thee 
UnlefſeI have the wind, 
Cor, Why, what's the matter Mopſus > 
- Mop. Tivart infe&ed, 

Cor, Whar, with the Plague ? 

Mor, Worſe then the Plague, the Wiſdom ! 
You have been in travel, and that's dangerous 
For getting Wiſdom, | 

Cor, Then ne're fear it, Mopſus, 

For I come home afool juſt as 1 went, 

Mop. By:Ceres > 

Cor. Yes. - 

Mop. By Ceres welcome then, 

Cor: Bur Motſus, why do you walk ligrg alone 2? 
'T har*s dangerous too, 


', Mop. 1, bur 1 come to meer w04.2;.2.a0T 
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The Citizens ofthe air £ you have heard my «kill 
In Augury ? | ' 
Cor. Why 1 have heard your name 


Nat mention*'d any where inall my travels, 


Mop. How > not mention'd > 
Cor, Y*are roo haſty Mopſus, 
Not, --» withour admiration, 
Mop. 1 know that, 
Cor, How ſhould you know it ? 
' Mop. Why ſome birds or other 
Fly fcom all Countries hither, and they tell me, 
Cor, But how dare you converſe with birds that travel 
Mop. With an antidote I may, But my Corymbus, 
What ſtrange birds have you ſeen beyond ſeas ? 
Cor, Brave ones ! 
Ladies withs fans and feathers ) dainty fowls ! 
There were brave raking augury., 
Mop. But Corymbus, 
Are thoſe fine Lady- birds ſuch. pretty things ? 
Cor. As tame as Sparrows,and as ſweet as Nighringals, 
Mop. Is the Cock-lady-bird , of Hen. lady-bird 
The better ? 
Cor, All are Hens, 
Mop, O admirable ! 
Would you had brought me one ! bur what's the Fan > 
Cor, A fan's a --- wing of one fide. 
Mop. Delicate ! 
And what's their Feather 2 
Cor, Like the copple crown 
The Lap wing, has, 
Mop. The Lap-wing ? then they 1--»ly. 
Cor, With men they will, 
Mop, Delicious Lady-birds ! 
Bur have they ſuch brave trains, ſuch curious tails 
As our birds have > | 
Cor. Like Peacocks, there's the head 
Of all their pride. | 
Mops Nay, tis vhe tail;Corymbus, 


- 


Surely 
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Surely theſe things you call the Lady-birds + $ 
Are the truce birds of Paradice ! | | 
Enter Corymbus's Carriages, 
Cor. Very right — | 
Mopſus, I cannor ſtay, I muſt attend 
My carriage to the Temple : gentle Mopſus, 
hay a . 4 

Mop. Farewell Corymbus, By my troth, 
I never longed for any thing a any life 
So much as Lady-birds ; dainty Lady-birds ! 
I would fetch one of them ; bur 1 dare not travel, 
Pex fear 1 catch the wiſdome. O ſweer Lady- birds ! 
With copple crownes, and wings bur on one fide 1 
And tails like Peacocks ! curious Lady -birds 1 


SCEN, 4. 


Exit, 


mnt as, Urania Amaryllis, manet Mop ſus. 
"Amyn. That which I bave not, may not cannot have--- 
Ir is « Moon ! Vrana , thou ſhalt wear 
The horned goddeſs at thy beaurcous ear, 
-—— Come hither Pegaſus, I will mount thy back, 
And {pur thee to her orb, 
Mop,. O good Amynt as \ ; 
"Almynt as -- Why, art thou founder'd Pegaſus 2 Amaryllys, 
Ferch him a peck of Provender, 
tra. Sweet Amynt as \ 
Amyntas. What ſayes my {ytherea ? wouldſt thou car 
A Golden Apple > jf thou wilt, by Veaus 
' Ule rob th #1 ' rabrn Orchard, 
Mop. Ha, ha, he \ 
Amy. Haz doſt thou laugh old Charen;'Sirrah Sculler, 
Prepare thy Boar ! | 
Ama. For what > dear brother, ſpeak 1 
Amyn. Art thou my Siſter Helen ? were we hatcht 
In the ſame eg- ſhell ? Is your Cock-boat ready? 


Mop. It is, an't pleaſe your worſhip, 
, Amb, Very wells CR 


Rowe 


Exit, 
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Row me co Hell— no faſter > 1 will baye thee 
Chain' d unto Pluto*s Gallies, 
Ura, Why to hell, 
My dear Amyntas ? 
Amyn, Why > to borrow money ! 
Ama. Borrow there > 
Amyn. 1 there ) they ſay there be more Uſurers there 
Then all the world behides—ſee how the winds 
Riſe 1 Puff—puſf Boreas— what a cloud comes yonder? 
Take heed of that wave {hayos | ha > give me | 
The Oars 2 ſo ſe: the Boar is overthrown, 
Now Charon's drown'd : bur I will ſwim to ſhore ——» 
' ra, O Ceres, now behold him ! can thy eyes 
Look on ſo ſad an objeR, and not melt 
Them and thy heart to pity 2 
Ama, How this grief | 
Racks my rormenred ſoul ) bur the negleR_. 
Of Damon more affliats mee: the whole Scnare 
Of Heaven decrees my ruine, 
#ra, And minetoo, 
Come Amaryllis let's weep together, 
Contending in our ſorrows ! 
Ama. Would ro Ceres 
That { were dead ! 
Ura. And 1 had nere been born ! 
Ama, Then had nor I bcen wretched ! 
#Ura, Then Amyat as 
Might have been happy, 
Mop, Nay, if you begin 
Once to talk wiſely, *ris above high time 
That 1 were gone : farewell B:Ulerophon, 
I wuſt go ſeck my Theſtylis ; ſhee*s nor here, Exit3 
Amya. My armes are weary,---now I fink, [ fink } 
Farewell #ania. 
Ama. Alas, what firange diſtractions, 
Toſfe his diſtemper'd brain ! | 
VUra. Yer ſtill his love to mee 
Lives conſtant, 
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Amyn, Styy, 1 thanke thee ! that eurPd waye 
Hath roſs*d me on the ſhore--come Syſspbus, | 
I'le rowl thy ſtone a while : me thinks this labour 
Dorh look like love ! dos it nor, Tyſsphone 2 

Ama, Mine is that reſtleſs toil, 

Amyn: 1s ſo, Erynnis > 
You are an idle huſwife , go and ſpin | 
Art poor Ixton's wheel | 
' + . tia, Amyatas. 

Amyng Ha: 

Am 1 known here» = 

Uta, Amyntas , dear Amyntas -=+= 


amyn, Who calls Amyatas ? beauteous Preſerpine 7 


"Tis ſhc--- Fair Empreſs of th' Elyſ6az thades, 
Ceres bright daughter intercede for we 

To thy incenſed mother : prethee bid her 
Leave ralking Ricdles, wilt thou ? 

U#ra, How ſhall 1 
Apply my ſelf to his wild paſſions ? 

Ama. Seem to be 
W hat he conceives you, 

Amy, Queen of darkneſs, 

Thwu ſupreme Lady of eternal night. 
Grant my peritions | wilt thou beg of Cere 
Thar } may have #tana > r 

Ka, Tis my prayer, *: 

And ſhall be ever, 1 promiſe thee 
She ſhall have none but him, 

Amyn. Thanks Proſerpine \ 

Ura, Comic ſweet Amyntas,reſt thy troubled head 
Here in my lap :>— Now here 1 hojd at once 
My ſorrow and my comfort ; Nay lye ſtill, 

Amyn. 1 will , but Proſcrprne--- 

Ura. Nay, good Amynt as -=- 


Amy. Should Pluto chance to ſpy me, would not he 
5 


Be jealous of me 2 
Ha, No, . 
Amy. Tyſitboaes 


Tcll 


be? 


Amyntas. 


Tell nor #ranja of ir, leſt ſhe fear 
L am in love with Proſerpina : do not fury ! 
Ama. | will nor. 
#ra, Pray lie till, 
Amy. You Proſerpine, 
There is in Sicilie the faireſt Virgin 
Thar ever bleſt the land, thar evcr-breath'd, 
Sweeter than Zephyrys ! didſt thou never hear 
Of one #/ana ? 
Ura, Yes. 
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Amy. This poor #Urania (phone, 
Loves an unfortunate Shepherd, one that's mad, Ty. 


Canſt rhou believe ir > Elegant #razia | 
(1 cannor ſpeak it without tears ) till loves 


' Amyatas, the diſtrated man, mad Amyntas. 


Ist not a conſtant Nymph >—Bur 1 will go 
And carry all Elyſum on my back, 
And that ſhall be her Joinrure, 
#Kta; Good Amyntas, 
Reſt here a while— | \ 
Amy. Why weep you Proſerpine > ; 
tr, Becaule #ranta weeps to [ce Amynt as. 
Soreſtleſs and unquier, | 
A myn. Dozs ſhe (o > 
Then will 1 lie as calm as doth the Sea, 
When all the winds are lockt in «olus Jail, 
I will not move an hair, nor let a nerve 
Or pulſe to bear leſt 1 diſturbe her , Huſh ———» 
She ſleeps ! | 
#14, And ſo do you, 
Amyn. You talk roo loud, 
You'l wake my #ranta. 
uUra.lf Amyntas, 
Her dear Amyatas, would but take his reſt, 
Hranta could not want If, 
Amyn. Not ſo loud | 
Ama, What a ſad vair are we 2? 
U1a. How miſerable, 


He 


' 
"2ad Ampnt as; 
He thatT love is nor. 
Ama, And he thar I 
Do love, loves nor ; or, if he love, not me, 
Ura.l have undone xAmyntas ! 
Ama, and my Damen 
Has undone me, 
#ra, My kindneſs ruin'd hitn, 
Ama, But his unkindneſs, me; unhappy me / 
#14. More wretched 1, for Damon has his reaſon, 
And he may love, 
Ama. Burt does not thy Amyntas 
Return thee mutual love ? 
#ra. True, Amaryllis 
Bur he has loſt his reaſon ; mine has loye, 
No reaſon, 
Ama. Mine has reaſon, but no love. 
O me ! | 
#ra. My Amaryllis, how thy griefs 
Meet full with mine ro make the trueſt ory , 
Of perfe& ſorrow that ere eye bedew*d 
Wath rears of pity / 
Ama, Come Wraria, 
Ler's fit together like rwa marble monuments 
Of ever weeping miſery— 


Enter Damon 


Da. Minds in love, 
Do count their days by minutes, meaſure houres 
By every ſand that drops through the flow glals 5 
And for each vie a tear. 

Ama. \f ſo my Damon, 
How many times hath thy unkindneſs ruin'd 
Sad .Amaryllis > every frown is mortal. 


Da. 1 II luck, to ſeck my love and finde my hate ! 


Ama, Be not ſo cruel to mie ! Gentle Damon, 
= Accept this witneſs of my love, it is 
The ſtory of poor Eccho, that for love 
Of her Narciſſus pin'd into a YOICGe 


"ny 7 YF YT 
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Bam. Do thou ſooo, 
Amai, Damon, ſuppoſe I ſhould, 
And then the Gods, for thy contempt of mee, 
Should plague thee like Narcifue! | 

Dam, Amaryllis, | 
They cannot do it : I have fixt my love 
So firm on my Lauriada, that for her 
I ere ſhall hate my ſelf, | 

' Amar, —- Prerhee, love, accept it, 

"Twas wrought by my own hand, 

Days. For that I hate ir, 

U#ran, Fie, brother,can you be of the ſame ſtock, 
Iſſue, and blood with mee, and yer ſo cruel ? 

Dam, Nor can I,fiſter, dote, like you,on any 
Thar is the curſed brat of Lalage, 

Amyn. Saiſt thou ſo, Centaure } — 

tran. Good A myntas, hold ; 
This is the ſacred Valley : here *cis death 
For to (hed humane blood, : 

Dam, Still idlie you complain 
Tocrofſe me, Amaryllzs, bur in vain, Exit, 

Amar, O, lam Pk to death! 

Amy, What a brave ſhow 
The monſters brains would make ! 


SCEN, 5+ 
Theſtylis. Mopſus, Amyntas. Amaryllis, t#1anids 


Amay, My grief o're-weighs mc! 

Theſt, How fares my Amaryllis > 
Amar, Like a taper 

. Almoſt burnt our : ſomerumes all a darkneſſe, - 
And now and then a flaſh or two of comfort, 
Burt ſoon blownour again. Ah. Theſtyli, 

I cannor Jong ſubfiſt ; for the vain labour : 

' Ayay; I hate thee, cay ſs my Damge docs, 
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And for thar reaſon too } hate ny ſelf, 


And every thing, but him, 

UVraa, Come my ſad partner, ; I 
Ponr rival of my ſorrows : Go with me 
Into the Temple ; I'ic intreat my Brather S 
To uſe thee kindly ; if in me it lie, 
Vie help thee, 1 


Ama, Do, #renia, or I die, Exeunt Urania. Amaryli, 


Amynt as. Theſlylis. Mopſus. 

Theſt, What a ſtrange thing js Love ! of 
Amyn: It is a madneſs ; | 

See how it ſtares 1 —have at thee, thou blind Archer) 

—— Ol have miſt him ! -— Now le ſtand thee, Cupid, | B 


Looke how the raſcal winks with one eye, Theſtylis | T 
Nay draw your arrow home, boy; Juſt ith heart ! 
——— -O | am ſlain) I 


Theſt. Amyat as \ 
Amyn, Doſt not (ee ? 
My blood runs round about mee « 1 lie ſoaking 
In ared (a ; take heed ! ſee, Theſtylis, A 
Whar fine crimſon *cis | 
Mop. Where ? 
Amyz . Here, you Pupper, 
Doſt thou not ſee it ? 
Mop. Yes, I ſce it plain, 
Bur I ſpy nothing, 
Amya. Then thou art a mole, 
Mop. Now I looke betrer on*r, I ſee it plain 5 
Does it not hurt you ? 
Amynt, Strapgely, Have at thee— C 
How think you now > 
Theſt, Be quiet, geod Amyatas. 


Mop, You'l fright away the birds clſc,and clean ſpoil | & 
My Augury, | 
Amya. Go abour it, I am quiet. 8-4 
Mop, Now for ſome happy Omen ! a Cuckoow 610% 1 


Amya, Haz ha, he ! 


1 0}, 
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Mop, Why laughs the mad- man > 
Amysz. Who can chooſe but laugh 2 

The bird cried horns, 

Th.ſft. What hapyineſle potrends it, 
Sweer Mopſus 2 

Mop, Conſtancy in love, my Theſtylis 
This b,rd is alwayes in a note, 
 Th.ſt, Moſt excellent! (thee? 

Mop. Bird of the ſpring, I thank thee , Mopſyus thanks 

Amyn, This is a man of skill, an Oedipus, 
Apolio, Reverend Phabus, Don of Delphos. 

M07, Whata brave manam I ! 

Amy. Thou canſt reſolve, 
By thy great Art, all queſtions : Whar is that, 
That which 1 have not,may not, cannot have > 

Mop.That which you haye not,may not,cannot haye 3 
It is my $kill: you cannot have my *kill, 

Amya, Where lyes that $kill ? 

Mop, *Lyes within this noddle, 

Amyn, Fetch me my woed-knife, I will cur it off 
And ſend it to Urania for a dowry. 

Mop. No,no,I am deceiv'd , it is not thar. 

Amya. You dolt, you affe, you cuckooe, 

Mop. Good Amyatas | 


SCEN.6. 
Dorylas. Monſus. Focaſius, Theſiylis. Amyni at. 


Foc, Iſt nor a brave fight,Dorylas ? can the mortals 
Caper ſo nimbly > | 
Dor, Vetily, they cannor, | 
Foc. Does nor King Oberon bear a ſtately preſence 2 
wMab is a beauteous Emprefle, 
Dor, Yer you kiſs'd her 
With admirable courtſhip. 
Foc, 1 do think 
There will by of Jocaſtys ne in Fairy. 
A 


z3% Amyntas. 
Mop. You Cuckold-maker, 1 will tell King Oberon? 
You lie with Mab his wife, 
Joc. Do not, good brother, 
And Lie wooe Theſtylis for thee, 
Mop, Do ſo then, 
Foc. Canſt thou love Mopſus, mortal > 
Theſt. Why ſuppoſe 
I can, Gr, what of that > 
Foc. Why then be wiſe, 
And love him quickly. 
Mop. Wiſe > then Ile have none of her;thar*s the way 
To ger wiſe children ; *croth, and I had rather 
They ſhould be baſtards, 
Amyn. No, the children may 
Be like rhe father, 
Foc, True, diſtrated mortal, 
Theſtylis, 1 ſay, love him , he's a fool. 
Dor, Bur we will make him rich, then *ris no marter, 
Theſt, But whar eſtate ſhall he aflure upon me 2 
Foc, A royall joynture, all in Fazry-land, 
Amya. Such will 1 make #iania, 
Foc, Dorylas knows it, 
A curious Parks 
Dor. Pal'd round about w;th Pick»teeth. 
7c, Beſides a houſe made all of Mother of Pearl ; 
An Lyory Tennis-court, 
Dor, A Nutmeg Parlour, 
Fos. A Saphire dining-room, 
Dor, A Ginger Hall, 
Foc, Chambers df aan 
Dor, Kir:chins all of Chryſtal, 
Amyn. O admirable | this is it for certain! 
Foc. The Jacks arc Gold. 
Dor. The Spirs are Spaniſh-needles, 
Foc. Then there be walks, 
Dot. Of Amber, 
Foc, Curious Orchards, ; 
Dor, That bear as wel in Winter as in MR 
nll. Goal iran xt W 
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Pic. Bove all,the fiſh-ponds ! every pond is full, 
Dor, Of Near : Will rhis pleaſe you > every grove 
Stor'd with delighttull Birds, 
Mop, But be there any 
Lady-birds there ? 
| Tac. Abundance, 
Mop. And Cuckooes too 
Topreſage conſtancy ? 
Dor, Yes. 
Theft. Nay then ler's in 
To ſeal the writings, ; 
Amyn. There boy, ſo ho, ho, ho, Exeunts 
Dor, Whar prerty things are theſe both to be born 
To Lands and Livings ! we poor witty knaves 
Haye no inheritance but brains ; —Who's this 2 
Exter Alexis, 
—One of my Miſtreſs Beagles, 
Alex. Dor ylas, 
I have had the braveſt ſport, 
Dor, In what, Alexss ? 
Alex, 1n hunting, Dorylas : a brace of Grey-hounds 
cours'd a Stag 
With equa]! ſwiftneſs, till the wearied Deer 
Stood bay at both alike : the feartull dogs 
Durſt neither faſten : 
Dor. So : and did not you 
Compare the Stag to my fair Miſtreſs > ha ! 
Purſn'd by you and Damon, caught by neither 3 
Alex. By Cupid, heart i*th right, 
Dor. Alas poor whelps, 
In troth 1 pitty you . Why ſuch a hunting 
Have we had here : two puppies of a litter, 
a—_ and wiſe Focaſtus, hunting Folly 
With a full mouth, 
Alex, 1 much wonder, Dorylas, 
Amyntas can be ſad, having ſuch to}ies 
To provake mirth, + 
Dor, And to thay end his fiſter 
Ore, SR © Keeps 
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Keeps themabour him ; bur in vain, his melancholy 
Has took ſuch deep impreſlion, 
Eater Damon. « 
Dam. My Alex 
Well mer ; I've been ar your cortage to ſeck you, 
Alex. Burt 1 am ne*re at home ; thou and 1,Damnn, 
Are abſent from our ſelves. | 
Dor, Excellent application | 
To ſee the wit of love! 
Dan, Let us goſcck her, 
To have a finall judgment, 
Alex. That may end' 
Pne of our miſeries,and the others life. 
Dor, O lamentable ! who would be in loye ? 
Dam, Cpntent, 


SCEN, 7: 
Laurinda, Dorylas. Alexis. Damon. 


Dam, Here comes my joy,or death, 

Dor, O pitifull 

Alex, My ſweer affliQion, 

Doy. Pitifully ſweet ! 
Ne're fear your father,Miſtrefſe, kiſle ſecurely; 
I'le be your Mercury; and charm aſlecp 
Old Argus. 

Laur, Do. 

Dor, Bur if he chance ro ſpy 
You and your {weet- hearts here, I know not of it, 
Law, You do not ! | 

Dor. Nay, you know, if 1 had ſcen them, 

Laur, Y*are a truſty ſervant ! 

Dor. Poor Doryl as is blind z hee ſees nor here 
Damon, no, nor Alexis, 

Laur, No not he ! | 

Dor, Alack I am innocent ; if the belly ſwell, 
I did not ferch rhe poyſon, 


r 
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Laur, Not be gone. | Exit Dotylas, 
Dan. Lauvrinda, now for mercies ſake give period 
Toour long miſeries, 
Alex. You now are like cruel 
To both, and play the tyrant equally 
On him you hatezas much as him you love. 
Damn, Depriving one the comfort of his joy. 
Alex. The other the ſure remedy ef his death, 
Lau, Damon, yu have a love, fair Amaryllis, 
Content your ſelt with her, 
Dan, lle rather kiſs 
An Ethiops criſped lip, embrace a Viper : 
Deformiry it ſelf to her is fair, 
Alex, Damoz, thou haſt thy anſwer, 
Laur, And Alexis, 
There be in Sicily many Virgins more 
Worthy your choyce ; why did you place't on me 3 
Go ſeek ſome orher. 
Alex. O thoſe words to me 
Are poyſon, 
Dam, Bur to me an Antidote, 
Alex, Thus ſhe gave life to me to take'r away. 
Dam. And mc ſhe flew to raiſe me up __ 
You (hall not {light us thus ; what do you think 
Of me > 
Laur, Thou art the glory of the woods, 
Alex, And what am | > 
Laut, The pride of all the plains, 
Alex. Theſe your ambiguous terms haye now too ofc 
Deluded us. 
Dam, Shew by ſome ſign, which of us 
You have deſign'd for happineſle, 
Laur, So 1 will, 
She takes Damon's Garland,and wears it on bef 
owa bead ;, and puts her own on Alexis, 
Damon, as 1 affe& thee, ſo' 1 vow 
To weare this Garland that adorns thy brow : 
This wreath of flowers, Alexis, which was mine, | 
arent / a 


— 
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Becauſe thou loy*ſ me truly, ſhall be thing 

This is plain dealing + ler no Cupid's wars 

Drive your affeRions to uncivil jars, Exit, 
Dam. Now happy Damon,ſhe thy Garland wears 

'T hat holds thy heart chain'd in her golden bairs. 
Alex. Moſt blefled 1 | this Garland once did twine 

Abour her head, that now embraces mine. 

Dan. Deſiſt, Alexis, tor ſhe defigns to have 
The Garland that was mine, / 
Alex. Bur me ſhe gave 
That which was hers, 
Dam, *'Twas more to take then give. 
Alex, 1 think*tis greater kindneſs to receive, 
Dam. By this yaur (bares the leſs, you bur receive. 
Alex. And by your argument, yours you did bur give, 
Love is the GuJand, 
Dam. Then ſhe did approve - 
Of wy affe&ion beſt, ſhee took my love. 
lex, Fond Damon, ſhe accepted love from thee z 

Bur which is more, ſhe gave her love to me ; 

In giving that to me, ſhe proves wy right. 

Dam, Why took ſhe mine,bur meaning to require ? 
Alex, 1 will diſpure no more, 
Dam. Then ler our ſpears 

Plcad for us, 

Alex. And. determine of our fears, 

Come, Daman, by this argument let us prove, 

Which *tis of us Lauriada beſt doth love. | 
Pam. Yet *cis, Alexis, clean againſt our oath. 
Alex. True, Damon,and perchance may ruine both, 
Dam, So neither ſhall enjoy her, 

Alex. Cruel breath ! 

Pefides, this is the Sacred Vale, *tis death 

To ſtain the hallowed graſs but with one drop 

Of humane blood, 

Dam, So Both ſhould loſe their hope. b 
Aler. And which/is more,'tis againſt her commands. 


' Da, Whoſe: very:breath has power to ſtay our bands-' | 


: , AK. 
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ve, 


Finis Altus ſecunds, 


lex. Wee'l have her anſwer make a certain end, 

Dam. Till then, Alexis, let me be thy friend. 
Alex. Come Damon, let's togerher ſeck relief. 
Dam. *Tis fit,being Rivals both in love and grief, 


Damon, Alexis, Lauiinda. 


Pam. Awinds, by thy ſelf, the ſweeteſt oath 
Thar can be ſworn, — 
Al. By thoſe fair eyes, whoſe light 
Comforts my ſoul. 
Da, Whoſe heat enflameth mine, 
Al. Unleſs you deign atlength rg end our ſtrife, 
Da. We both have vow'd to ſacrifice our life, 
Al. On one anorhers ſpear, 
Eau. Whar (hall I do» 
T finde an equal war within my ſoul ; 
My ſelf d:vided ; now 1 would ſay Damon, 
Another time Alexis, then again 
Damon, and then Alexis : like a ſhepherd, 
Thar ſees on either hand a ravenous Wolf, 
One ſnarching from his Ew a render Lamb, 
The other watch.ng for gentle Kid, 
Knows nor poor foul which hand to turn to firſt, 
Now he wauld fave his Lamb ; bur ſeeing his Kid 
Half inthe jawof death, turns back in haſte 
To reſcue rthat,where viewing then his Lamb 
In greater danger; runs to that again 3 
As doubtfull which to ſave , as which ro-loſe : 
Sofares ir now with-mee , Bur love inſtru& me 1 
Dam. Reſolve, : 
Al, Or wee'l xefolve, 
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Lau, No trick lefr yer > 
Enter Dorylas. 
Dor: If ever one was pepper'd look en me! 
Lau, Why, what's the matter > 
Dor: You talk of Love and Cupid, 
1 have been plagu'd with a ſwarm of Cupids, 
Alex. Whar ſhould this mean > 
Dor: 1 know not, but I am ſure 
T have a thouſand natural rapiers 
Stick in myfleſh, 
Dam. The meaning of the Riddle > 
Al. The Moral ? 
Doj, In plain terms, I have heen driving . 
Ove of your ſwarms of Bees , gentle Laurinda ; 
Lau, The pureſt Wax give Damonz: and, good ſain 
The hony to Alexis « this is plain. 
Dor, Now will the Hony and the Wax fall together 
by thears. 
Dam. Alexis, this plain figne confirmes her grant, 
She gave me Wax to ſeal the covenant. 
Dor, Well argu*d for the Wax; now for the Honey, 
Al. To me ſhe gave the Honey, that muſt be 
'T he ſweeteſt, and the ſweereſt ſweer is ſke, 
Dor: The Honey is the ſweeter argument, 
Dam. But bythe Wax ſhe ſaies rhat ſhe from none 
Bur me will take true loyes impreſſion, 
Dor: The Wax is very forwardrto the bargain ; 
He would be ſealing of her. 
Al, Burt plain the Honey ſpeaks , no other gueſt 
Bur 1, ſhall taſt in her a lovers feaſt, 
Dor, Delicious reaſon | my mouth warers ar it. 
Dam. The Wax muſt make the Taper that muſt lighr 
The wedded pair to bed on Hymen's night, 
Beſides *tis Virgins Wax, by that you ſee 
To me lhe deſtines her virginity, 
Dor, Two excellent 'twin-arguments born ar a birth, 
Al. And Honey ſhews a Wedding ; that muſt knead 
A Cake for Hymer ere we goto bed, _ 
q AKC 
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Take you the Wax , the Honey is for me; 


' There is no Honey in the world bur (he. 


Dor. His diſputation tilt has ſome good reliſh in't, 
' Dam. I ſee Alexis, all Laurinda's bees 
Serve but to ſting us both, 
Dor. Now, whar's the matter ? 
The Moral ? | 
Liu. See whar 'tis to live a maid! 
Now two at once do ſerve us and adore, 
She that weds one, ſerves him ſerv'd her before, 
Dam. Alexts, come | 
Al. Come Damon ! 
Dan. Cure my fear. 
Al. There's no help left but ina Pelian ſpear. 
Lau, O ſtay your hands, for by my maiden-h2ad— 
Dor. Mappy the man ſhall quit her of chat oath, 
Al. Moſt happy Dorylas ! 
Dor, 1 knew that before ! 
Lau. I have proteſted never to diſcloſe 
Which *ris that beſt 1 love $ bur the firſt Nymph 
As ſoon as Titan gilds rhe eaſtern hills, 
And chirping birds, the Saints bell of the day, 
Ring in our cars a warning to devotion, 
Thar lucky damſel what ſoc're ſhe be 
Shall be the goddeſs ro appoint my. love, , 
To ſay, Laurinda this ſhall be your choyce : 
And both ſhall ſwear ro Rand on her award. 
Both. By fair Lauriada's hand we {wear, 
* Lau, Till then 
Be friends, and for this night it is my pleaſure 
You {lcep like friendly Rivals arme in arme, 
Both. Thanks to the fair Laurizdas 
Al, Come Damoa, you this night with we ſhall reſty - 
Da. Wert thou bur my Laurinda, I were bleſt, | 
Exeunt Damon, Alexis. 
Dor, Miſtreſs, if they ſhould dream now — 
Las, And they ſhould 2 | | 
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SCEN, 2. 
Amaryllis, Urama, Dorylas, Lau'in da, 


#14, Sweet Amaryllzs | 

Ama, Stay me not, Vraxia. 

Dor, More Cupids, more Bees, more ſtinging yet ! 

Ama. Diſhever'd hair, poor ornament of the head, 
Ile tear you from my crown | what doſt thou here ? 
Weak chains | my pride prefum'd you had a power 
To fert=r Heroes ) and in amorous Gives 
Lead any Shepherd captive ! 

tra, Amanylls, 

Ama, Bur Damon breaks thee like a Spiders l_om: 
And rhou poor face, that wer'*r ſo oft beli*de 
For fair and beauteous, by my flatrefing glaſs ; 

Yle tcar thoſe crimſon Roſes from thy checks, 
That but my ſelf ne*re yer enchanted any, 
My will is fixt ! 

Lau. Where gv you,” Amaryllis ? 

Ama, Since Damoa hates my life, I'le go and ſee 
If 1 can pleaſc him in my death : if he*le but deign 
To kiſs me, and accept my lateſt breath, 

F ſhall ſalure the gods a happy ſoul, 

— This dart Vle give him 3 and upon my knees 
Beg rill I have obrain'd ir roo by him : 

Death from that hand is welcome. 

Lay. 1 will ſhew you 
A way woſt piobable to redeem his love, 

Ama. 1 ſhall wrong yeu, Lavriada, No, enjoy him, 
The treaſure of the earth : my lateſt words 
Shall be prayers for you: milde #rania, 

Siſter in bloud to Damon, not in affeRion, 

Nymph take this whiſtle, twas a Tritoa's once, 

With which1 call my Lamb-kins when they ſtray; 
"Tis Awaryllis laſt bequearhment ta you, -- | 

#ra Live happy Shepherdeſs and wear it ill, 

& Am 
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Ama, Laurinda, wy great Legacy is yours, 
Gentle-ungentle Damon. 
Lau I re-quearh him to my Amaryllis : 
Come therefore amorous maid,be rul'd by me ; 
This night we?l ſleep rogerher, 
Dor, And ſhe roo 
Should dream of Damon— 
Lau, Dorylas, go to Theſlylis, 
T*excuſe her this nights abſence. Amarylli, 
Wenches are nere ſo witty as a bed, 
And two togethcr make a Statcs-man's hcad, 
— Be gone to Theſtylis, 
Doy. So, 1 am ſure 
Still Cypid's faRor 3 well;ere long I ſce 
There will be many an heir rhe more for me, 
Wra. My Belamore, y'are under good proteQion, 
The Templc gates will cloſe, unleſs 1 haſte, 
Lau, tUrana, a happy night unto you, 
#14, The like ro her thac pities the diſtreſſed: Amaryilts) 
Excunt Lau. Ama, U{an' 
Dor. So, ſo, this Honey with the very thought | 
Has made my mouth ſo 1:quariſh, that 1 muſt 
Have ſomething to appeaſe the appetite, 


.S& 


Have at Focaſtius orchard! dainty apples, (hears 
How lovely they look ) why theſe are Dorylas ſweet 
Now muſt 1 be the Princely Oberon, Bice) 


And in a royal humour, with the reſt 
Of royal Fairies attendant, go in ſtate 
To rob an Orchard : 1 have hid my rebes 
On purpole in a hollow tree, Heavens bleſs me | 
( laius, Dorylas. 

Whar puck, what Goblin*s this? 

Cl, Thrice ſacred valley, 
I kiſs thy hallowed carth | 

Dor. Another lover, 
Enamour'd of the ground, 

Cl. Fain would I ſpeak 
And ask for Amarylly ; bur my fear ; 
Will not Permixg me Dor; 
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Dor. S'lid, 1 think he takes me 
For Oberon already. 

Cl, Youth, can yon tell me 
How 1 may ſpeak to night with Amaryllis ? 

Dor, Age,by no means to night: this night ſhe lodges 
With fair Laurinda, old IMedorus daughter, 

Cl, Can you inſtru me then how 1 may meet 
Amynatas ? 

Dor, Who, the mad-man ? Every evening 
He walks abroad into the valley here d 
With Theſtylts, Farewell old walking Ivie- buſh, * 

Exit Dor, 
Claius ſolus. 

Cl. 1 ſee the ſmoak ſteam from the Corrage top, 
The fearfuil huſwife rakes the embers up, 
All huſh to bed. Sure no man will diſturb me. 
O blcſled valley! 1 the-wretched Claius 
Salute thy happy ſoil, 1 that have liv'd 
Peired with angiy curſes in a place 
As horrid as my griefs , the Libyas mountains, 
Theſe fixteen ficzen winters, there have 1 
Been with rude Our-laws, living by ſuch fins 
As run o*th'fcore with juſtice *gainſt my prayers and 

wiſhes. . 

And when 1 would have tumbled downe a rock, 
Some ſecrer power reſtrair?d mee, There I lately heard 
By a diſconſolate Pilgrim thar ſought death, 
That wy Amyat as wits (ha me! ) were mars'd; 
*T was not a time to think to ſave my ſelf, 
When my poor boy was loft, Loſt ſaid 1 » — O Phzbys 1 
If there be ſcycraign power in Juice of herbs. 
And that the reeming earth yeild medicinall flowers 
To cure all maladies, I haye ſought the «ill, 
No leaf, no root hath ſcap'd mee : I may boaſt ir, 
I have bcen natures diligent Apothecary. 
Be lucky my Emplaiſter > 1 have remper'd 
The ſureſt Recipe the worlds garden yields 5 
*Twould pur Oreftes in bis wits again, 


| | 


Leg 


Amyntat, 243 
| know I Rep upon my death : the Oracle 


Defires my bloud for acrifice, and Pilumnus 
For his old hate till ſeeks itz make long ſtay 


] darenor, onely I defre t'apply 


My medicine and be gone, Who's this I ſpy ? 
SCEN.. 2. 
Th:ftylis, Amyntas, Mopſus. 


1 do reraember now that countenance z 
Itis my fiſter Theſtylis , Le Rand cloſe 
T*obſerve their ations, 
Theſt. Would ro Ceres 
She would be Pleas'd at length to end her anger, 
And pity poor Amyatas ! 
Cl. Sopray I, 
Amyn. 1 have the bravc{t Spaniel in the world, 
Of aſharp ſent and quick, ſo ho ho! ſo ho ho ho, 
Ringwood, Jowler, Whitefoot, ſo ho ho! ſo ho ho ho! 
Mop. 1 ſhall be a whole kennel of dogs anon, 
Amyn, Funo, Vulcan, Venus! foho ho ! ſo ho ho! 
Mop.Lord,what a heavenly Puppy he makes me now ? 
Amya, There Lady, there ! 
Mop.Hazbe there Ladyedogs as well as Lady-birds roo? 
Amyn, Beauty, Beauty, 
Mop. S'lid, I was never call'd that name before, 
Theſtylus, Amyatas calls me Beagty, 
] Prethee come kiſs me, 
Theſi, Thus 1 ſpend my life 
Laughing amidſt my rears. 
Amyn, Now Veitue, Vertue \ 
Mop. 1s that a dogs name too? would I were hang'd 
If Le have any of it for that trick, 
Amyza. Doſt thou not ſent ir yer + Glole, cloſe you 
rogue / | 
By Pan,gthe cur hunts counter, ; 
Mop, O good Maſtes/ Bow wow,bow wow wow" | 
"me | Ann 
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A4myn. So now he has't again, 
Whar at a faulr, you mungrel ; will you never - 
Start mie this Oracle > , 
Mop.” Start an Ogacle > 
As if an Oracle were an Hare ? 
Amy, So * tis, - 
And $kuds away ſo {wiſt we canthort take it, 
Starr me this Oracle. 
Mop , Start is who will for me ; 
For 1'le not art it. 
Amyn, Then unkennel it, 
Mop. Unkennel it, 
Amyn. 1,tis a Fox, a Fox, 

A cunning crafty rogue ? no body knows 

which way to finde him. Ha ? what is this > 

Doſt thou nor {mell 
Mop. What > 
Awmyn, The meaning of the Oracle. 

Unkennel ir, or 1 will laſh thee, 

Mop. Good fir, | 

1 have no $kill in ſtarring or unkennelling, 

Bur if you'l have me ſpring an Oracle— (cle, 
Amyn, And wilt thou do it 7 ſpring me then this Ora- 
Mop, 1 that x will, wy $kill lies all in birds, 

Whoſe flight I fear 1 have obſerv'd ſo long, 

That 1 am meramorphoſ'd to a Spanie}, 

Amya. Look how my Hawk of underſtanding ſoars 

Abour the partridge Oracle /— 11] luck ! 

*Tis a rericat again, 
0p, O (hall I never 

Rid me of this misfo:tune ! (thanks good ovien ) A 

Cras,cras,ſhe ſays,to morrow 'cw;ll be bettere Crow 


Black bird I thank rhce / CaWwi, 


Clatus to them. | 
Theft, Little thinks the wretched C laiys now 
How fad a life Poor Amyatas lives ! | 
Cl. Too well unto his gricf—Vle go unto him, 
And {ollow him in his humour; —You have gor 


A dainty Spaniel, fir, Amyn, 
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Amys. 1 think the worid 
Cannot afford his equal, 
C1, Whar breed is he > 
Amyn, True _—_ Le aſſure you, 
Cl. Was the fire _ | 
Of the ſame Countrey ? 
Amyna. No, ag | remertber, 
He was an Iriſh Grey-hound, but the damme 
Came of Aft: ons brood, 
Cl, As how I pray ? | 
Amy. Why thus 3 MHelampus was the fire of Lelaps, 
Lelaps to Lagon, Login to Icbnobates, 
Ichnobates to Pamphagyus ,, and Pamphagus 
To Dorcews, he'to-Labros, that was fire 
To Oreſitrophus, Oreſatrophus 
To fleet Theridamas, Theridamas 
To ſwift Nebrophonos, Nebrophonos 
Tothe quick-nos'd Aellus,he ro Dromas,' 
Dromas to Tigris, Tigris to Oribaſus, 
Oribaſus to Pterel as, he to Nape, 
The damme of Mopſus, : 
Alop, So then Oribaſus 
Was my great grandfather, Though 1 be a dog, 
I come of a good houſe ; my anceſtors 
Were all of Noble names paſt underſtanding. 
Whar a brave man's my Maſter | where learn'd he 
All this ? Neere ſtir now, I could find in wy heart 
To leave my Augury, and fiudy Herauldry ; 
A man I think may learn*c as well as other, 
Yer never fear of growing too wiſe upon't, 
And then will 1 record the pedigree. 
Of all the dogs i th? world. O that Thad 
The Arms of all our houſe by th* Mothers fide } 
Cl. Sir, 1 have brave things in a basker for you 
Give me your dog, and you ſhall have *em all, 
Amyn, Take hm, + _. | 
Mop. O. heayen !. andhall 1 change my maſter, 
One mad mad for an other > : 
os I vAMmyn, 
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Amya, Curre, be quietz  - 
I have ſaid ir,and my will ſhall be a law. 
Mop. O good Sir, for Mclampus ſake, and Dorcens, 
Lelaps, Ichonobates, Lagon, Melanchetes, 
Labr0s , Nebrophonos, Oreſitrophos, 
Tigris, Oribaſus, Theridamas, 
Aellus, Dromas, Nape, and all the reſt 
Ot all my noble anceſtors deceas'd, 
Be merciful unto me 1 Pity, pity. 
The only hope-of all our family, 
Cl. Sir, can he fetch and carry ? 
Amyn. You ſhallſce him, 
Fetch, firrah : — there ; — the curre is run away ; 
Hclp me to catch. my dog: You'l bring , you mungrel? 
Mop. Yes,much the birds will not adviſc me to it Exit, 
Theſt. Sylvan,why gaze you on us > would you frolick 
.W ch poor Amyntas's madneſs ? *twould i!1 beſeem you 
To make our grief your paſtime» 
Cl. Not 1, by heaven! | 
My joys are counterfeit, my ſorrows real : 
(1 cannor hold from weeping ) ah, you know nor 
What grief lies here with:n, (tears, you*l betray me! } 
Give we wy eyec-full of this noble ſhepherd ! 
Win hath not heard how he hath chac'd the Boar ? 
And how h's ſpear hath rorn the panch of Wolves > 
On the bark of every tree his name's engrayen'; 
Now planet truck, and all that vertue vaniſh'd! 
Theft. Try looks are fierce, thy words beſpeak rhee 
Amyn. Why wepr he, Theſtylts > (gentie, 
Theft. 1 4d not mark him, 
Amyn, It was a mote in's eye, Ile kiſs it out 
V'le curl thy ſhackled locks, and criſp thy hair 
Like the ſtraight-growing Cypreſs, Comezler's pur - 
Our heads togerher : Thou art more then mortal, 
f.nd thalt.expound to Ceres what (he asks, 
It is a gallant Sylvan, Theſſylis. | 
Cl. I ar not ski1l'd in riddles, no interpreter | 
Of divinations ; but dare comend _ 
| It 
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With any  Emperick to do a cure, 
Whether 'the, body , or the mind be fick 3 
That is my ſtudy : I bur crave the leave 
To try the power of Art upon this ſhepherd 
If Aſculapius be propitious ro him, 
After the dew of one nights ſofrer flumbers, 
I dare be bold to ſay he ſhall recover. 
Amyn, My dog again, doſt read it in rhe ſtars > 
What a ſtrange man is this ! 
Cl, Thy wits Amyntas, 
1 mean ; O caſt thy arms in my embraces : 
Speak, careful Nymph, how came he thus diſtrafted > 
Amy1. 1,do you mean? with a very-very: very- very mad 
By making verſes, (rcicks 
Cl. Reſt, reſt, deluded fancy, 
Theft. There was a time ( alas that e*re it was! } 
When my poor ſhepherd fell in love. 
Cl, With whom ? (rania 
Theft, The ſtar of beauty, Pilummus much admir'd #- 
Cl. O the croſs darts of fare | 
Theſt, She, ſweer Nymph, inlodged 
The casker of his love in her own boſom ; 
But Ceres ſet a dowry, Out alas ! 
Would ſhe had ask'd our flocks, our kids, our groves ! 
Would ſhe had bid us quench the flames of <Atna 
In Aiethuſa's ſtreams 1 it had been eahie : 
We fight with words, and cannot conquer them, 
This her imperious Ompha ask'd, and thundered, 
That which thou haſt not, maiſt not, canſt not have, 
Amyartas, is the dowry that I erave. 
Te find our her commanids, he loſt himſelf. 
Cl. Your ſtory's piritul. 'Tis my poſleflion 
To wander through the earth; and in my travel, 
I am inquifirive after rhe fick ro heal *em 3 
Their cure, and kind acceprance, is my pay. 
You will not fear to lodge me for a night ? 
Theft, We have but homely hoſpiraliey. , 
amy V'lo feaſt rhee EY Vedtfen brave Manta? 
A g 
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Cl, Thy reſticurion is my feaſt, Amyntas 3 
Your curds and cheſtnurs,and your countrey fare, 
Is bounteous for ſo mean a gueſt as I : 

But ſend for that #rania ; her ſweet voice 
Muſt fing a lullaby ro drown his ſenſes, 
And charm ſoft ſl:epupon his croubled fancy ; 


And »fore the grey eyed morn do prep, be confident 
He pur the mulich of his brains in tune, | 
You'l call #rania, | 
Theft. Doubr not, fir, I will 3 
Or ſend my ſervant Mycen by the Yale. 
Amyn. Come Sylvan,if the dogs do bark, Ile brain %m; 
Wee'l ſleep to night rogerher, and ro morrow 
Cl. Will end, 1 hope, thy madneſs, not my ſorrow, 
Amyn.Wee'l go a hunting,fo ho ho ! ſo ho ho 1 Exeunt, 
Mopſus from the Urchard, 
Mop. Are the mad dogs gone yer > 
A little more would haye perſwaded me 
Into a Spaniel ; and I way be one, 
For any thing I know; yer ſure I am nor, 
Becauſe me thinks 1 ſpeak : bur and this ſpeaking 
Shou'd be but barking now > if 1 be a dog, 
Heaven ſend me a better maſter then the former > 
Ceres defend me, what tirange Elves are there ! 


SCEN, 4. 
Dorylas , with a Bevy of Fairies ? 


Dor, How like you my Grace? is not my countenance 
Royal, and full of Majeſty > Walk 1 nor 
Like the yourg Prince of Pigmies ? Ha > my knavyes, 
Wce?l fil vur pockets, Look, Jook yonder Elves, 
Would not yon;apples tempt a berrer conſcience 
Than any we have, to rob an Orchard >- ha? 
Fairies, like Nymphs with child, myſt have the things - : 
hag hp an You ſing here.a Fairy carch',” * . 
Ja char ſtrange rongae” Lyaught you while wy {elf Þ, 


Sy 
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Doclimb the trees, Thus Princely Oberos 
Aſcends his throne of State, 


Nos Beata Fanni proles, 
Elves, JL uibus non eſt magna moles, 

Duamuy Lunam tneolamus, 

Hortos ſepe frequentamus, 

Furto cuntio magis bella, 

Furto Dulcior Pxella, 

Furto omnia decora, 

Cum poma dulciora, 

Cum mortales lecto Jacent, 

Nobis poma noftu placent, 

Illa tamen ſunt ingrata, 

Niſ furto ſent paratas 


Focaſtus. Bromins. (mony 
Foc. Whar div.ne noiſe fraught with immortall har- 
Salures mine cars ? 
Brom, Why this immorral harmony 
Rather {alures your Orchard : theſe young raſcals, 
Theſe peſcod ſhellers do ſo cheat my maſter, 
We cannot have an apple in the Occhard, 
Bur ftraight ſome Fairy longs for*s : Well, if 1 
Might have my wi'l, a whip again ſhould jerk *em 
Into their mortality. 
Foce Dar*ſt thou, Schreech-ow], 
Wirth rhy rude croaking interrupt cheir mulick, 
Whoſe melody hath made the ſpheres to lay 
Their heavenly lutes aſide, only to liſten 
To their more charming notes 2 
Brom. Say what you will, 
I ſay a cudgel now were excellent muſick, 


Oberon deſcende citus, 
Elves. Ne cogarts hinc invitus, 

Canes audio latrantes, 

Et mortales Nas 


Tor, 
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Foc. Prince Oberon ? 1 heard his Graces name; 
Brom. O ho, 1 ſpie his Gcace : Moſt noble Prince, 
Come down, or 1 will pelr your Grace with ſtones, 
Thar I believe your Grace was ne'fe ſo pelted 
Since *rwas a Grace, 
Dor, Bold mortal, hold thy hand. 
Bro. Immortal thief, come down, orl will ferch you; 
Me thinks it ſhould impair his yo honour, 
To ſteal poor mortals apples. Now have at you. 
Dor, Focaſius, we are Oberon, and we thoughr 
That one ſo near to us as you in favour, 
Would not have ſuffered this prophane rude groom 
Thus ro impair our royalty. 
Foc. Gracious Prince, 
The fellow is a fool, and nor yer purg'd 
From his mortality. 
Dor, Did we out of love, 
And our entire affeRion, of all Orchards 
Chooſe yours, to make it happy by our dances, 
Li ght airy meaſures, and fantaſtick rings 3. 
And you, ungrarcful mortal, thus requite us, 
All for one apple ! 
Foc, Villain, th*aſt undone me ; 
His Grace is much incens'd-. 
Dor, Yow know, Jocaſtus, 
Our Grace have Orchards of our own, more precious 
Then mortals can have any: and we ſent you 
A preient of them r*octher days 
Foc, *T is right, 
Your Graces humble ſervant muſt acknowledge ir, 
Bom, Some of his own, I am ſure, 
Dor, I muſt confeſs, 
Their our-fide look*d ſomething like yours indeed 3 
Burt then the raſte more rel;\h'd of Eternity, 
The ſame with Near. 
Foc, Your good grace is welcome 
To any thing 1 have ; Nay, Gentlemen, 
Pray do not you ſpare neithgr, 


Elves 


Amyntet; 257 
Elves. Ti-ti-ta-ti. 
or, Whar ſay theſe mighry Peers, great Oberon ? 
or, They cannot ſpeak this language, bur in ours 
They thank you 3; and they ſay they will bave none, 
Elves, Ti-ti ta-11 Thiitatie, 
Foc What ſay they now + 
» They do requeſt you now 
To grant them leave to dance a Fairy ring 
Abour your ſeryant, and for his offence 
Pinch him 2 do you the. while command the traitor 
Not dare to ſtir, not once preſume ro mutrer,” "|" 
Foc, Traitor, for ſo Prince Oberon deigns to call thee, 
Stir not, nor murter, 
Bio, To be thus abus'd ! 
Foc, Ha ? mutrterſt thou ? 
Brom, I have deſerved betrer; 
Foc, Still murcerſt rhou ? 
Brom. 1 ſce I wuſt endure it, ; 
0c, Yer murterſt rhou > Now, noble Lords, begin 
When i ſhall pleaſe your Honours, 
Dor, Ti ti ta tie, 
Our nable friend permits T#itatie, 
Do you nor, fir ? 
aa How ſhould I ſay 1 do? 
or, T3 1; ta tie, | 
Foc, Titi ta tie, my noble Lords. 


Quoniam ptr te violamur 
Elves, Ungues bic experiamur, 

Statim dices tibi datam 

Cutem valde variatam, 


They dance. 
| (ficks 
Foc. Tititatie ro your Lordſhip for this excellent mu- 
Bro. This tis to have a coxcomb ro ones maſter, 
Foc, Still murrerſt thou ? : hs 
OY Exit Bromius. 


—_ 


7 Doiylas 
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Dbryl as from the tree, Jocaſtus falls on his knees; 


Dor,” And rife up Sir Focaſtus, our dear Knight, 
Now hang the hallowed bell about his neck, 
We call it a melliſonant Tinele*tangle, 
(Indeed a ſheep-bell toln from*s own fat werher) aſd! 
The Enfign of his Knighthood, Sir Focaſtus, 
Wecall ro mind we promis*d you long ſince 
The prefdent of our Dance's place 3 we are now 
Pleas'd to confirm it on you ; Give him there 
His Rtaff of dignity, 
Foc. Your Grace is pleas'd 
[To honour your poor liegematt, 
Dor, Now be gone, 
Foc. Farewel unto your Grace, and cke to you, 
Tititatie, my noble Lord , farewel, Exit, 
Dor, Tititatie, my noble fool, farewel, 
Now my Nobility and honoured Lords, 
Our grace is pleas'd for to pat ſtakes; here, Jocalo, 
Theſe are your ſhare ; theſe his , and theſe our Graces, 
Have we nor gull'd hin bravely ſee, you raſcals, 
Th<ſe are the fruits of witty knavery, 
| Mopſus enters barking. (Lords ! 
Dor. Heaven ſhield Prince Oberos, and his honoured 
We ate betraid, 
Mop. Bow wow wow, | 
Nay, nay, ſince you have made a ſheep of my brother, 
I'ic be a dog ro keep him, . 
Dor, O good Mopſus ! (1ylas, 
Mep. Does nor your Grace, moſt low and mighty Dos 
Fear whipping now ? 
Dor. Good Mopſus, bur conceal us, 
And I will promiſe by to motrow night 
To. ger thee Theſlylh, 
Mop. 1 will ask leave 
Of the birds firſt, An Owl ? the bird of nightz An Owl 
That plainly ſhews, that by ro morrow pight ks” 
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fle may perform his promiſe. 

Dor, Ang I Wilt. re S1 

Mop. Why then I will conceal you, Bur yaur Grace 
Muſt think your Grace beholding ro me, 

Dor, Well, 
We do. | | 

Mop. And thank the Oyl, ſhe Rood your fricnd, 
And for this time my witty Grace, farewel. 

Dor, Nay, be nor ſo diſcourteous 3 ſtay and take 


"An apple firſt : you Focalo, give him one, 


And you another, and our Grace a third. 

Mop. Your Grace is liberal : bur now I fear 
I am not he that muſt interpret th'Oracle, 
My brother will prevent me, to my gricf : 
I much ſuſpe& ir, for this Boryl as 
A ſcar-crow cozen'd him moſt ſhamfully, 
Which makes me fear he's a more fool then 1, 

Exit Mo"ſus, 

Dor, So, we are clean got off : come noble Peers 
Of Fairy, come attend our Royal Grace. 
Ler's go and ſhare our fruit with our Queen Mab, 
And th*other Dairy maids : whereof this theam 
We will diſcourſe amidſt our Cakes and Cream, 


Cum tot pama babeamus, 

Elves, Triumphos leti jam canamus. 

Faunos egocredam ortos 

Tantum ut ſrequentent bortos, 5 


I domum Oberon ad ill as 

Qu# nos manent nunc ancillas,, * 
L uarum oſculemur ſinum, 

Inter poma, lac, & vinium. 


Finis Altus tertii, 


—  - —_ 
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ACTUS 4. SCENA =: = 


eu 7 
Fa eMopſus, Theſtylis, \ 

1op. | 
[ Would have you ro know, Theſtylis, ſo I would, a 

1 am no dog, bur mortal fleſh and bloud It wa 

As you are. 

Theſt, O be patient, gentle Mopſus. 

Mop. Y lid, ferch and carry ! 

Theſt, Nay, good ſweer-heart 
Be nor angry. 

Mop. Angry > why, *rwould anger 4 
A dog indeed to be fo us'd, a dog ! He 
I would not uſe a dog ſo ; bid a dog ; Fol 


Thar comes of a gvod houſe to ferch and carry ! 
Diſcourteous |! let him get dogs of his own, Br 
For 1 have got wy neck out of the collar, Re 
Let him utkennels Oracles himſelf D 
For Mopſus, if 1 ſtart or ſpring him one, | B 
Lle die the dogs death, and be hang'd : mad fooL C 
The, Bur Mojſus, you may now ſecurely viſir T 
Me and my houſe: Amyntas, heaven be prais'd, 1} 
Is now recover*'d of his wits again, ] 
Mop. How ? and grown wiſe ! | 
Theſt. Ceres be praiſ'd as ever. 
Mor. Shut up your doors then ; Carduns Benedifus, 
Or Dragon water may do good upon him, - 
Theſt, What mean you, Mopſus > 
Mop. Mcan 1» what mean you 
To invite me to yapr houſe when tis infeRed > 
Th: InfeRed > 
Mop. 1, Amyntas has his wits 
And do you think 1'le keep him company > 
Though as | told you, fill 1 am ſuſpicious 
Focaftius is the man that muſt— 
 Theſt. Do what > 
Mop. It grieves me to think cf it, | | 
I Theſt, 
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Theft, Our with't man, | 

- Mop. That muſt interpret ; I have cauſe to think 

(wich ſorrow be it ſpoken)he will prove 

The verier fool, but leyhim ; yer now my Augury 

That never fails me, tels me certainly 

That 1 ſhall have thee Theſtylis,yer ere night ; 

It was an owl— 


SCEN.z. 
. Claizs, Amyntas, 


And --- {ce ſee, Theſtylisy 

Here comes the Ivy-buſh, lie Rand afide, 

For I am ti]! moſt bodily afraid. 

Amys. Whar Deity lives ? the ſoul of Phebyus 
Breaths in this powerful man 2 ſure <Aſculapius 
Revifits earth again z .and in this ſhape 

Deals health amongſt ug | I before was nothing 
But bruir and beaſt. O rell me by what relicks 
Of heavenly fire have you inſpir'd me with 
This berter ſoul of reaſon ) wortby fir, 

If y'are ſome god (as leſs I cannor deem you) 
That pitying of my miſeries,came down 

From heaven to cure me,tell me, that I may 
Wirh ſacrifice adore you, 

Mop. Adore him > 

Are there ſuch ruffian- gods in heaven as he ? 
Such b:gearly Deiries > 

Amyn. If you will conceal it, 

And I by ignorance omit to pay 

Thoſe ſacred duties thar I ought, be pleas'd 
To pardon me. 

Mop. Heigh-day ! well Theſtylis, 

You may be glad your houſe is nor infeQed ; 
He's ten times madder now then ere he was, 
To deifie this rude ill- favour*d Sylvan, : 
This fellow with the beard all over 5 Theſtylis, 


I dare 


— — 


| 
| 
| 
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I dare not ſtay;unleſs my heels maintain 
My ſafety, 1 ſhall turn a dog again, 

Cl. 1 am as you are, mortal; *tis my skill 
In Phyſick,and experience in the rare 
Virtue of herbs, thac wrought this miracle, * 

No divinity or power 3n me, 

Theft. Amynt as,when ſhall we requite this kindneſ; 2 

Amynt. Never, would willingly 
Have ſacrific*d unto him, bur his modeſty 
Will not permir itz though he will nor ſuffer us 
T adore him as a God,yer we may pay 
A reverence to him as a farther, 

Cl. O thoſe words do touch the quick ! ' 

Amya. For it he be 
A father that begor this fleſh, rhis clay, 

What's he to whom we owe our ſecond birth 
Of ſoul and reaſon ? Father I muſt call you 
By that name Father, 

{{l. Now the flood gate's open, aſide, 
And the full fiream of tears will iſſue our # 

Traitors you will betray me ! 

Theſt. Sir, why weep you ? 

Cl. To think of this mans father—O I loy'd him 
As dearly as my ſelf ( my words and all 
Break out ſuſpitious;) has he not a daughter > 
As I remember well, he ſaid her name was ——- 

Theft, Amaryllis, 

* Cl. Yes, | had almoſt 
Forgor it, I would tain have ſeen her roo; 

Theſt. You cannot now, becauſe to night ſhe lodg'd 

With one Laurinda, | 


Exit Mow 


SCEN., 3. 
trania, 


Amyat, O my #ranza, welcome z 
Amyntas bids thee ſa,Ithar till now 
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ms not Amyntas ? come my joy, and meet mee 


Full of our happineſle 


Vra, Grant Ceres how _- | 
My bopes be faithfullro me,my A myntas. 
How come your thoughts ſo ſerled > 

Amn. O Vrania, 
Here,here he ſtands, ro whom I owe my ſelf, 
And thou oweſt me: we reverence in our Temples 
Matble and brafle, whoſe ſtatues ſerve for nothing 
But tv hang cobwebs an : Oh! how much rather 
Should we adore this deity, that beſtow'd 
Such happineſs upon us / 

Ura, Would we knew 
How to deſerve it, 

(1. So you may, Vrania, 
If you will grant mee one requeſt, 

Ura, Command it, 

Cl. 1 would intreat you preſently to vow 
Virginity to Ceres, that Amynias | 


No more may toil his brain in thinking what 


Togive you for a Dowry, 
W#ra. Sir, 1 will 
Preſemily abour ir, Ile only firſt 
Ger ſome unknown diſguiſe, 
C}, 1 dare ſtay here 
0 longer, for I muſt be gone ere yet 
The hgh betrays me. 
Ura, Happineſs attend yau, 
Cl, Remember it Vrantis, 
Amyn, Farewell father, 
| _  Exeunt Uran., Amyn. Theſd, 
(laius ſolus, | 
Cl, Thus like a Bac, or Owl 1 ſpend my age 
In night or datkneſs, as aſham'd of day, 
And fearful of the light : rhe Sun andl 
Dare never be acquainted, Oguilr, guilt, 
Thou and thy daughter fear are puniſhments 
Perperual, every whiſtling of the wind- Rs 
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Doth ſeem the noiſe of apprehenders ; ſhadowy 
Aftright me more then men, Eachſtep | tread 
Is davger, Life > why to live longer ſhould we 
Nox live at all 7? hear a noiſe : falſe rimorouſneſs 
Deceive me not, —my eyes inſtru& mee wo, 
Heaven ſhjcld me, ——— 


SCEN, 4. 
Alexis, Damon . 


Fain I would enquire of them 
For Amaryllis, bur if one of theſe 
Be Damon, | am loſt. 
Al. How early, Damen, do lovers riſe 2 
El. *Tis he, I hear his name, good mole away, Exit, 
Da. No TLarks ſo ſoon, Alexis. 
Alex, He that of us ſhall have Laurinda, Damos, 
W311 not, be ſo ſoon, ha | would you. Damon? 
Da. Alexis,no: but if 1 miſs Laurinda, 
My ſleep ſhall be crernal, 
A/.. 1 mnch wonder the Sun ſo ſoon can riſe, 
Da, Did he lay his head in fair Lauriada's lap, 
We ſhould have bur ſhort days, 
Al, No Summer, Damen. 
Da. Thetis to her is brown, 
Al. And he deth riſe 
From her to gaze on fair Lauriada's eyes. 
Da. O now 1 long to meet our Arbitreſs, 
Al, On whom depends our only happincfle, 
Da. it muſt be the firſt Virgin that we greer 
From Ceres Temple, 
Al, Yes,the firſt we meer, 
Da. 1 hear no. noiſe of any yet that move, 
Al, Devotion's not {o early up as Love, 
Dam, See how Aurora bluſhes | we ſuppoſe 
Where Tithon lay ro night, 
Al, That modeſt Roſe 


He 
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He prafced there. 

Da. O heaven,” tis all 1 ſeek, 

To make that colour in Laurinda's cheek, 

Al. The Virgins now come from the Temple, 
Da, Appeal unto the firſt, 


SCEN. xs. 


The Vireias paſs over the Stage with wax - candles in 
thcir bands, Amaryllis goes the firſt, but ſhe is taid 
by Damon, as unkagwn to be Amaryllis, ſhe being 
vaiPd, and having on ber head the Garland that 
Laurinda took from Damon, 


Chaſt beaureous Nymph, 

Ceres ſo grant your prayers, as you determine 
Juſtly our caule ! 

Amas« Ceres has heard my prayers; 

For all my morning oriſons begg*d no more 
Then one kind word from Damon, 

Da, Amaryllis ! 

Al. That name breaths life and ſoul to poor Alexis, 
Ama, The ſamezy—why tartle you? you have not mer 
A poyſon, Damon > 

Da, Yes, a thouſand vipers 

Have ſtung my ſoul. 

Al. As many joys crown mine 

W:th happineſs. 

Da. would 1 had mer this morning 

Infe&jous yapours, nurſing plagues, not thee, 

No curſe bur that had power to ruine me ! 

Al. No other blcfling hath preſerv'd me. 

Ama, what ſhould chis mean,my Damon?how have T 
Diſpleas*d you,ſweer ? heaven knows it is my prayer 
More then 3s heaven, to pleaſe you, 

Da.O my torture | 

Fly hence as far as hell, and hide thy head 

Lower then darkneſs 3 would thou had been ating 


Inceſt 
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Inceſt or murder, when thou cam'ſt to pray, 
Thou hadſt in avy thing finn'd leſs then this 
Unſeaſonable devotion ! 
Am:,Can it be 
A {in to pray for Damon > 
Da, Thou hadſt bleſt me 
Had thou ſare all this while in ſome dark cell 
Loading my head with curſes, | 
A ma. Innocence, 
Let me nor underſtand you. 
Da, Vie not ftand , 
To her award, ſhe is a partial judge, | 
And will decree unjuſtly, 
Ama. How to Damon ? 
To him ſhe loves ſo dearly ? 
Da. That's the reaſon ; 
She docs confeſs, Alexis, that ſhe Toves me, 
That's argument enough againſt her, 
Ama, Ceres, theſe obſcure paſſions move me, 
Al, Vile inſtru you, | 
Take here the Paper, pen and Ink. 
Ama, Why yet fir, 
T know no mote, 
Al. You are to'pa(s your cenſure, 
Being the firſt Nymph that we have mer this morning, 
Which of us two muſt have the fair Laurzada, 
Write your award z our mutual oathes do binde us 
Not to deny't, 
Da.”Tis a meer plot contriv d 
Berwixt this curſed Nywph and you, Alexis. 
Al. Damon,you wiong us buth, 
Da. where did you ſteal 
This Garland > it was mine, 
Ama, For that I love ir, 
Becauſe ir once was thine, 
Da. For that 1 hate ir, 
Cauſe it is thine, had it been true to me, 
Mcthinks as ſoon as it had rouch'd thy head 
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{ſt ſhould haye witherd, 

Amar, $0 it would have done, 

Had it not firſt rouch'd yours. Laurinds gave me 

This Garland, bur nerc rold me of this accident, 
Dam. Alexis, you deal falſe; tis a conſpiracy 

'Twixt you and her, 

Alex, How can it ? you know, Damon. 

] have not been one minute from your preſence. 
Dam. You took your time while 1 was ſleeping. 
Alex. Neither, | 

Nor 1 nor you could ſleep one wink this night; 

The expeRarion of this morning trial 

| Did keep us both awake, 

Dam, 1 do not know, 
But there is (ome trick in'r, and Ile appeal 


From her too parrtiall ſentence, (you ſtand 
Alex. lle the while go ferch Lauriada, ſhe ſhall force 
Unto her trial, Exit. 


Amar, Damon,thy harſh language is more then dearth 
Unro me, 
Dam. 1 charge you to tear the paper, 
And refuſe to judge between vs. 
Amar, No, I am reſolv*d to write what I determine. 
Da. Now thou haſt indeed a time wherein thou maiſt 
Revenge my ſcorne; take it: but 1k prevent thee. 
He ſtrikes ber. 
Amat, Welcomegdeath ! 
From him all things are ſo. Damon, fly henee; 
Thou haſt ſhed blood here iv the Sacred Valley, 
Make haſte away,or thou art loſt for eyer. 
Daw, Thy counſel's good, nu matter whofe the guilc, 
Exit Damon, 
Amar, What was it he ſaid laſt 2 — Thou haſt indeed 
A time wherein thou maiſt revenge my ſcorn, 
—— With love, no otherwiſe ; and there thou ſhalt nor 
Prevent-me, Damon. 1 will write— This ink 
Deſerves not to record the name of Damoxr ; 
'Tis black and ugly ; thou "” ſelf haſt furnjſhr we 7 
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With that of berrer colour. 'Tis my bleod 
That's truly Cupids ink ; love ought to write 
Onely with that : —This paper is roo courſe ; 
O that I had myhearr, ro write it there ! 
But ſo it iz already. Would 1 had 

A parchment made of my own kin, in thar 
To write the truth of wy affe&ion, 

A wonder to poſterity | — Hand, make haſt 
As my blood does, or 1 ſhall faint } fear 

Ere I have done wy ſtory —» 


SCEN, 6 


Enter Dotylas. 

Dor, Theſe milk maids are the daintieſt rogues! 
As {weer as fillibubs 1 ſurely Oberon (ki 
Lives a delicious life ? Ha, who lies here > 
A Nymph > if *rwere but now in Oberoas power 
To ſteal away her maid-n- head as ſhee ſleeps, 

O *rwould be excellent ſport, to ſee how ſhe 
Would nuls it when ſhe wakes : what miſery it is 
To be a boy | why could not my good father 
Have got nice five years ſooner > here had been 
A purchaſe, Welly *ris bur five years longer, 
And 1 ſhall hope to ſee a merrier world. 

No body necr too! S'lid the very thoughts 
Enough to make me man o'the fadden, Well 

Ile kiſs her though, 

Amar. Oh I faint, 

Dor. She dicams ; 

Now ſhall 1%now all ſecrets; Theſe ſame women 
Are given ſo much rtotalk when rhey are awake, 
That th:y prate ſleeping roo, 

Amar, My blood congeals 
Within my quill, and 1 can write no more, 

Dor, Love-letrers > ſhe was troubled yeſternight 
Abour indiring, and ſhe dreams on't now, 
Poor ſleepy Secretary | F 

| Amar, 


th 
(5 
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Amar, 1 will fold it up, 
And ſend it : Who's thar's here > my eyes 
Are dim; ha, Dorylas ! 
Dot. Now ſhe dreams ſhe gives it me to carry : 
I half fear I uſe to carry lerrers in my ſleep, 
Wearying my ſelf all night ; and that's the reaſon 
I am ſo loth to riſe i'tch morning, 
Amar, Dorylas, carry this letter for me, 
Dor. 1thought ſo; 
That's all 1 that can do, carry their letters, 
Or run of errands ; well, come, five years hence 
They may imploy me berter, Unro whom is it > 
Amar, Unto Lautrinda, take it , 
Dor, How, a red latrer > 
Amar. Say 1 wiſh all health to her and Damoz ; 
And being nor able for to bear wy griets, 
1 ſought a remedy from mine owa ſpear,and died, 
Dor. How, dead ? Oh me, 
See how her bload hath ſtaind the holy Valley ! 
Well, you have done me wrong, to kill your ſelf, 


 Onlyto have me ſacrific'd on the Altar z 


1 nere deſery'd it, 
Amar, Fear not, Dorylas.- 
Dor, Fear not,ro die ſo like a Calf > Oh Dorylas,oh— 
Amar. Good Dorylas, be gone, while yer my breath 
Will give me leave to ſay it was not you, 
Dor, See that you do,and ſo farewell, Exits 
Amar, Farewell ! | 
How fearfull death is unto them, whoſe life 
Had any ſweetneſs in it | my daies have all 
Been ſo ore-worn with ſorrow, that this wound 
Is unto race rather a ſalve then ſore, 
More phyſick then diſeaſe. Whirher my journey 
Shall lead me now,through' what dark hideous place, 
Among what monſters, Hags, and ſnake-hair'd Furics 
Am I to go, 1 know not : bur my lite 
Hath been ſo ſpotleſs, chaſte, and innocent, 
My death fo undeſcty'd, I baye no reaſon 
dS (13 
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(1f there be goils) but to expe the beſt : \ 


Yet what doth moſt tormenc me, is the thoughr 
How long twill be ere 1 again enjoy 

My Damoz's preſence; untz] then, Elyſian 
Will be no place of pleaſure : and perchance, 


When he comes thither too,he then may ſleight me 


As much as now— Thar very fear doth make thee 
Dic, wretched Amaryllys | 


SCEN, 7. 


M Enter Claims. 

Cl. How, no fear 
Can make me loſe the Father | Death or danger 
Threat what you can : 1, have no heart togo 
Back to the mountaing,till my eyes have ſeen 
My Amaryllis, 

Amir, O was ever love 
So crofs'd as mine z was ever Nymph ſo wretched 
As Amaryll:s ! 

Ct, Ha !I heard the ſound 
Of Amaryliis ; where's that bleſſed creature 
That owns the name 2 are you the Virgin 2 

Amar, Yes, 
That fatal name is mine, I ſhallanon , 
Be nothing but the name. 

C1. O ſpeak, what hand, 
Whar barbarous Tigers ifſue, what curſed whelp 
Ot Bears,or Lions, had the marblc heart 
To wound fo ſweet a Nymph > 

Amar, O fir, my blood 
Calls none but Fortune guilty ; I by chance 
Stumbled on my own dart, and hurt my own ſelf, 


Cl. Then I have herbs ro cure ir : Heaven,I thank rhee 


That didſt inſtru& me hither ! Still che blood 
Flows like a ſcarler torrent, whoſe quick ſtream 
Will not be checkr « ſpeak, Amarylhis, quickly, 
Whar hand this fin hath Raind,upon whoſe fonl 
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This blood writes murther 2 till you ſee the man 
Before your eyes, that gave the hurr, all hope 
In Phyſick is diſpair,—She will nor ſpeak, 
And now the cure grows to the laſt. Yet here 


I bave a receipt will revive her ſpirits, Applies 
And till the laſt drap of her blood be clean a menl1= 
Exhanſted from thoſe azure veins,preſerye her; cine, 


But then ſhe's loſt for ever ! Then O Ceres, and rubs 
If there be any in theſ: groves, men, virgins, ber tem- 
Beaſt,bird,or trees,or ary thing dereſting ples, 
This horrid fa&,reveal it | Sacred grafs, : 
Whoſe hallowed green this bloody deed hach ain'd, 

Ask Nature for a tongue to name the murtherer } 

He to the Temple— If this place contain 

Any Divinity,Piery, or Religion, 

If there be any god at home , or Prieſt, 

Ompha,or Oracle,Shrine,or Altar, ſpeak 

Who did it : who is guilty of this fin, 

Thar dyes the earth with blood,and makes the heavens 

- Alham'd to ſtand a witnels > . 


SCEN, 8, 
Enter P;lumaus , Corymbus. 


Pil. Whar ſad voice 
Diſtm bs our pious Orgyes > 
Cor, Sec, Pilumaus, - 
A Virgin all in gore, 
Pt, Ceres defend us, 
The Sacred alley is profan'd,. 
Cor. The place 
So dear to Ceres,all defil'd with blood. 
Pil. By Ceres,and her holy Ompha, he 
Thar did it with his blood (hall ſarisfie ) 
The Goddeſs anger z Who by blood offends, 
By his own lacrific'd muſt make amends. = 
Cl, 1 dur preflume upon the power of Arty 4 
LE Ti Did 
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Did I bur know the murtherer; h By 
Pilum. Howſoever, | 

"Tis death ro him that did it, 
Cor, Speak his name, 

Fair Virgin, 
Amar, O, —if it bedeath ts him 


That did it, 1 have nox the power to live An 
Behind him. Q1 
Cor. Why, who was it then 2 | Lo 
Amar, My ſelf, Le 
And therefore in my death, your Law is ſatisficd, | Bl 
The blood and a& both mine, ol 


Cl, Ir is not ſo, 

For had it been by her own hand, my skill = 

Could have preſery'd her life, R 
Amar, It was my ſelf, ( 

Or one as dear, 7 
Cl, Who's that ? \ 
Amar, le rather die | 

Then name him, though it be a name I uſe 

Ofc to repeat, and every repetition 

Is a new ſoul unto me 2 'cis a name 

I have taught the birds to carrol, every 

Laurel and Cedar bears it regiſtred 

Upon his render bark ; it is a name 

In which is all the life 1 yer have left 3 

A namel long to ſpeak, yer 1 had rather 

Die all the ſeyerall ſorts of death twice over, 

Then ſpeak it once, 
(1, T chaige thee by that duty 

Thou ow'ſt ro me, Amaryllis, that thou oweſt to me 

Who gave thee life, — 
P;!. What ſhould this mean, Corymbus ? 
Cl. And by the womb that bare thec,by the breaſts 

Of rhy dead mother, Lalage. | 
Cor, This, is ſtrange, | 
Cl. Conceal him not ! in plain, I am thy father, 

Thy tacher, Amaryllis, that commangs thee | | 


By 
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By cheſe gray hairs to tell mee, I am Clains; 
Pil, How, Claius ! and ſo fortunately found ! 
Cl. I, gion your hate, Pilumnys ; let your ſou!, 

That has ſo long thirfted ro drink my blond, 

Swill till my veins are empty; and carouſe 

Deep in wy heartzrill you grow drunk, and reel, 

And vomit up the ſurfeit that your crueltic 

Quaffr oft with ſo much pleaſure. 1 have ſtood 

Long like a fatall Oak, at which great 7ove 

Leyels his thunder ; all my boughs long fince 

Blaſted and witherd ; now the trunk falls too. 

Heaven end thy wrath in me ! 

Pil. Blefſed be Ceres ! 

+ What unexpeRted happineſs is here !/ 

Rejoyce Sicilians, miſerable lovers, 

Crown all your brows with roſes, and adore 

The deiry that ſent him : he is come 

Whoſe blood muſt quench the fire of Ceres wrath, 

And kindle more auſpicious flames of love 

In every breaſt, 

Cl, I, do, 1 fear not death, 

Let every Virgins hand, when 1 am flain, 

Ring me a knell of plaudirs ; let my Dirges 

Be amorous ditries ; and inſtead of weeping, | 

Dance at my funerall | *T:s nogrief for me 

Todie to make my Countt y-men ſame ſport, 

Here's one in whom I only wiſh to ve 

Another Age. : | 

Amar, Whart joy hayec I to live, | 

Thar nere liv'd yer > therime that I have ſpent 

Since firſt I wepr, then when I firſt had entrance 

Into this warld,this cold and ſerrowfull world, 

Was bur a ſcene of forrow. Werched I ! 

Fatal to both my Parents | For my birth - 

Ruin'd my morher, and my death my father, 

O tragick life 11 either ſhould have been 

Nere born, or nere haye died . When 1 began 

To be, my fin began ; why ſhould ic hen 

| {ite 
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Ourlive me ? for, though now I ceaſe to be, , 


That till continues. Eyes, flow forth apace, 
And be aſhan'd to ſee my wound run blood 
Faſter then you drop tears 
Enter Damon, 
See hzre he comes, 
His abſence never untill now I wiſhe, 
Dam. My conſcience brings me back;rhe feet cf guily 
Go flow and dull: 'tis hard to run away | 
From that we bear about us ! 
C!. The murtherer * 
Is in this place, the iflue of her blood 
Is ſtopt &'th ſudden, Cruel wan, *ris thou 
Haſt done this bloody a& , that will diſgrace 
The ſtory of our Nation, and imprint 
So deep a blemiſh in the age we live in 
For ſavage barbariſin, thar eternity 
Shall nere were out, Pilumnus, on my knees 
] beg the juſtice of Sicz/zaz Laws 
Ggainſt this monſter, 
Pul, Claing, *tis your hate, 
And old revenge inſtruts you to accuſe 
My ſon + you would have fellows in your death, 
And to that purpoſe you pretend 1 know nor 
Whar myſteries of Art | 
C!, Speak, Amaryllis, 
Isr not this Wolf ? 
Pil. Say, Virgin, was it he ? 
Amar. O, | am angry with my blood for ſtopping ! 
This coward'ebb againſt my will berraies me 3 
The ſtream js turn'd, my eyes run faſter now, 
Pi). Can. you accuſe my ſon 3 
Amar. By (eres, noz 
1 have no heart to do it, Does thar face 
Look cruel ? do thoſe eyes ſparkle with hate 
Or malice > tell me,father, :looks that brow. 
As if [rt could bur frown 2? Say, can you think 


:Tis pollible Damon ſhould bavg the heart 


Buily 


Amputas.. 

To wound a Virgin 2 ſurely barbarous crueſry 
Dwels nor in ſuch a breaſt ; mercy; and mildne 
Courteſfie, love, and ſweerneſs breathe in him, 
Not anger, wrath, or murder = Damon was not 
Fed at a Thracian teat, Venus did ſend 
Her Doves to nurſe him, and can he be cruel ? 
Whence ſhould he learn ſo much of barbariſm 
As thus to wrong a virgin 2 If he wound me 
Tis onely from his eyes, where Jove's blind god 
Whers his pid arrows 3 He b:fides, you know, 
Had never cauſe ro wrong me, for he knows” 
Always I lov'd him : Farther, do not wrong 
An innocent ; his ſoul is white, and pure, 
'Tis fin to think there lives a fin in him, 
Impiety to accuſe him; 

Cl. In his louks 
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He carries guilr, whoſe horcour breeds this ſtrange 


And obſtinate Glence ; ſhame, and his conſcien 
W11l nor permit him to deny it. 
Ama, *Ti1s, alas, 


His modeſt, baſhful nature, and pure innocence 


ce 


Thar makes him ſilent ; think you that bright roſe 


Thar buds within his cheeks, was vlanzed there 
By guilt or (ſhame ? no, he has always been 
So unacquainted with all a&s of fin, 
That but to be ſuſpeRed ftrikes him dumb 
With wonder and amazement, For by Ceres 
(1 think my oath be Jawful) I my fclf 
Was cauſe of this, 

Cl, Still I am confident 
Twas he. 

Pil, Ir is your envic makes you [0, 


fw 


SCEN, 


Amnias, 


SCEN, 9. 


Alexs, Laurinda, 0ffo 


Lau, —1 will Alexrs, 


And ſo he muſt, if oaths be any tie. L 
Al, To lovers they are none, we break thoſe bonds | xy c 
As eaſily as threds of filk : a bracelet A 
Made of your maidens- hair*s a ſtronger chain Tet? 
Then twenty cobweb oaths ; while we break, / 
Venus but laughs : it muſt be your perſwaſion L 
That works himrto it, Is 
Lau. Damon, you muſt ſtand | f 
To what you premis*d, how ſhall | believe No 
Thoſe other oaths you ſwear, if you reſpe& Ne 
This one no berrer > It was my device Fl 
To have her judge, was it not, Amaryllis ? 
How, all in bloud 4 | Be 


Cl. Yes, this unmerciful man 
Cf he be man that can do ſuch a crime) | 


Ama. Pray believe her nor, 
She ſpeaks it out of anger, I ne're ſaw 
Damon to day before, 
Al, And when we left'em 
He was incens d, 
Amae You are no competent witneſs; 
You are his Rival in Laurinda's love, 
. And ſpeak not truth but malice ; *tis a plot 
To ruine innocence. 
Lau. O ungrateful man! 
The Wolf that does devour the breaſt that nurſt ir 
Is not fo bad as thou ,, here here, this Lerter | 
a _** Thierernal 


Flas wounded her. p 
Ama, Indeed it was not he; 
Pil. You ſee her ſelf frees him, d 
Lau. When laſt we left her | 
She was with Damoz. | 


\herernal Chronicle of affe&ion, 
That ought with golden charaQters to be wrie 


In Cupids Annals, will (falſe man) convince thee 
Offoul ingratitude : you ſhall hear me read it, 


The.Letrer, 

Laurinda, you bave put it unto me 
To chufe a husband for you, 1 will be 
A judge impartial, upright, juſt, and trues 
Tet not [6 much unto my [elf as you. 

Al. Now I expe& to hear my bleſſed doom, 

Lau, Alexis well deſerves, but Damon more, 
I wiſh you bim 1 wiſht my ſelf beſore. 

Al- O, 1 am ruin*din the height of hope 
How like the herb Solftztial is a lover > 
New born, now dead again, he buds, ſprouts forth, 
Flouriſhes, ripens, withers in a,minute. 
Lau, Take him the beſt of men, that ever eye - 


Bebeld, and live with hun for whom | die. 
Amaryllis, 


Here look on't—- 
Da. Wric with bloud ? O let me kiſs 
My bill of accuſation | here my name 
Looks like my {oul, all crimſon, every line, 
Word, ſyllable, and letter, wear the livery 
Of my unnatural a&ion, A maryllzs 
That name of ail is black. which was alone 
Worthy ſo pretious ink ; as if diſdaining 
The charaRer of cruelty, which the ref 
Were clorh'd in : for as it that word alone 
Did wear this mourning colour, to bewail 
The funeral of my virtue, that lies buried 
Here in this living comb, this moving ſepulchre, 
Lau. Know murderer, I hate thy bed, and thee, 
Unkind, unthankful villain, 
Ama, Nay, Laurinda, 


You have bogad your {&lE ro ſtand ro my award, 


The 
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The ſentence now is paſt, and you muſt loye him? 

It cannot be divers'd ; you are deceiv'd, Ar 

He is not guilty of this fin, his love Are 

To me for mine, makes him againſt his conſcience Is cea 

Scem to confeſs it, but believe him not, 
Lau, Nor will 1, he is all falſhood, and ingratitude, | 1n C 


Da. Laurinda, you may ſpare in this harſh languzz | ye + 
To utrer your diſlike : had you a beauty 2a | 


| 
More then immortal, and a face whoſe glory hr 
Far out ſhin'd angels, 1 would make my choice Am 
Here, and no where but here; her virtue now Ha 
Moves a more noble flame within my breaſt And 
Then ere your beauty did ; Iam enamour'd '| An 
More of her ſoul, then ever yer 1 dored Aft 
Upon your face, I do confcis the faR ; Va 
Pardon me virtuous maid, for though the ation W: 
Be worthy death, the obje& moſt condemns me ! |} Be 
Take me to death Corymbus, 4maryllis At 
1 go to write my ſtory of repentance Ci 
With the ſame Ink, wherewith thou wrote before A 
The legend of thy love, farewel, farewel, A 


Exeuat Corymbus, Damon, 

P:l. Laurinda, and Alexis, do you call þ 
The Shepherds, and the Virgins of Sicilia I 
To ſee him ſacrific*'d, whoſe death muſt make \ 
Ther loves more fortunate ; this day ſhall be ( 
Happy to all Sici{iazs, but ro me. | 
Yet come thou curſed Clains, the ſweet comfort 
Which 1 (hall take when my revenge is done, 
W.ll ſomething eaſe the ſorrow for my ſon. 

Cl. Amaryllis, prithee call Amyatas to me 
And Theſlylts : 1 fain would have mine eye ' 
Behold them once again before 1 dic, _ Exit Pl. Clu, 
* Al, Come my Lauriada, through how many chances, 
Suſpitians, errours, forrows, doubrs, and fears 
Love leads us to our pleaſures 1 many ſtorms 
Have we ſail'd throug'n, my Sweet, bur who could feat | 
A tempeſt, that had bope to harbour here, Ex, Ale Faw 

| a 


Amyntas, 


Amaryllis ſola, 
Ama. All, all but the diftretled Amaryllis 
Ace happy, or leſs wretched ; fair Laurinda 
Is ceady tor a wedding, old Pilumnxs 
Hath loſt a ſon, yer mitigares his gricf 
In Clains death; my father Clains dics, 
Yer joys to have the ſon of his old enemy 
A partner of his ſorrows ; my father loſes 
Onely himſelf, and amen roo no more 3 
Amyntas bur a father, only I 
Have loſt all theſe 3 ] have loſt Claius, Damon, 
And my ſelf too 3 a father with Amyntas, 
And all the reſt in Damon, and. which more 
AﬀeRs me, J am cauſe of all ; Pilumnus 


Had not e!ſe loſt his fon, nor had Amynt as 


Wepr for a father ; nor poor Theſty/is 
Bewail'd a brother, Damon m:ght have liv'd, 
And Cla'us bur for me ; all circumſtances 
Concur to make my miſerics compleat, 

And forrows perfeR ; for J loſt my father 
As ſoon as ] had found him, and my Damoz 
As ſoon as J had found he loy'd me ; thus 
All J can find is loſs; O roo too wretched, 
Diſtreſled Virgin ! when they borh are dead 
Viſit their aſhes and firſt weep an hour 

On Clatus Urn, then go, and ſpend another 
At Damoas, thence again go wet che tomb 
Of thy dead father, and from rhence return 
Back to thy lovers grave, thus ſpend thy age 
la ſorrows 3 andrtill dearh do end thy catcs 
Berwixt theſe rwo equally ſhare thy treats, 


Finis Aftus quart, 


Amynt as. 


AGCTUSs, SC ENA x: 
Dorzlas, and a ( harus of Swains, 


Doy. (j0"* neighbours, lct's go ſee the Sacrifice 
Muſt make you happy lovers, oh *cwill be 

A fortunate ſeaſon} Father {orydoz, 

You and old mother Bauczs ſha}l be friends, 

TT he ſheep-hook and the diſtaff ſha!l ſhake hands, 

You lovely fieeze-coats, nothing now but kiſbng, 

Kiſſing and culling, culling and kiſling, heigbday, 

In hope ir will be one day fo with me 

1 am cotent to live, Now let's aſcend. 


SC EN. 2, 
Alexis, Laurinda, Medorns. 


Al. Now my Lauiinda, new, (O happy now! ) 
A11 lets that ſtood berween my Joy and me, | 
Arc gone and fled, 

Lay. Lorg, O roo long, Alexs, 

My doubtful tancy wavered whom to love, 

Damoz, or you ; in buth was happineſs, 

Bur doudle happineſs was wy fingle miſery, 

So far'd it once, Alexis, (for 1 well 

Remember ir) with one of my poor ewes, 

Equally mey d between two tufts of graſs, 

'T his rempring one way, that inticing t other, 

Now (hc would this, then that, then this again, 

Until the poor foo! (true embleme of her miſtreſs) 

She almoſt ſtarv'd in chooking which co f.cd on; 

At Jaſt (ſo heaven pitied the innocent fool) 

A weſtern pale nipr one, which being blaſted, 

She fed upon the other, ; 
Al, Pretty fool , let's now no more defer our nupti- 


a] jOyS, 
Ned, 
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Med. How ſweet a folly isthis love } But rafb youth 
Alexis, , 
(As youth is raſh) runs indiſcreetly on, 
While mature ——_ ripened by cxperience 
Stays for loves leaſon, 
Al. Seaſon > why, can love 
Be ever out of ſeaſon > 
Med. Yes, Alexis, 
Nothing's born ripe, all things ar firſt are green, 
Al. Lau, And ſuch ſhall our affeRion til] be ſeen 
Med, You are too haſty reapers that docall 
For Sickles in the Spring, 
Al, Loves Harveſt ſhall 
(Lovers you know) his Harveſt ought tobe 
All the year long, 
. Lau, In Cupids husbandry, 
Who reaps not in the Spring, reaps nor art all. 
Med. Women indeed too ſoon begin their fall, 
Yer till curſt Clais die, as now he muſt, 
Alexis, and Laurinda, let my counſel 
Aflwage the hear of youth ; pray be perſwaded 
A while for ro defer your nuprial bliſs ; 
'Tis but a while, 
Al. A while in love's an age. 
Lau, Maids in a while grow old. 
Med. Temper loves fire. 
Al. *Tisbur cold love that's temperate in deſire, 
Med, Yer loving pair, ſtay till a fairer gale; 
He deſerves ſhipwrack, ('Tis che Mariners flour) 
And juſtly too, thar in a ſtorm ſets our. 
Lay, 1 will ſuppreſs my flame. ( ah ill ir glowes, ) 
Al. And 1, but how unwilling Cupid knows ! 
Med. *Tis well ; now let's go take our place, to {ce 
For our ſad grief a {adder remedy. 


SCEN, 


Amyntas. 


; SGEN. 2. 


Amyat as, Amaryliiss 


Ama. —Ves it was he : he's in temple brother 
A place wherein he doth deſerve a (ht ine, 
Yer iSto him a priſon ; can you gods 
Suffer the place that's rear*d unto your honours 
Be made ſo vile a thing ? 
Amyn. Pray give me entrance 
J am nor mad, (and yer J would } were) 
Am } not mad towiſh ſo? Let me come 
And ſee him, ſure you had your ſelf a father 
Did you riot wiſh to ſee him ere he died ? 
If he be dead, we'l only pray a while, 
And weep z will rears pollute the hal lowed Ompha ? 
For we muſt ſhed them, yes, we cannot chooſe : 
Come fiſter, he will let us, for though Lalaze 
Was our ſad mother, yet the gods will ler us 
Weep for her come, come, Amayllis, come, Exit, 


SCEN, 4. 
Mopſus, Focaſtus. 


70, Brother, read, what means his gracious favour ? 

Mop. It ſignifies you bear the be!l away 
From all his Graces Noblcs, 

7o. Divinely avgur'd ! | 
For this I'le make thee Augur to his grace. (you. 

Mop. Bel- iether of Kn:ghthood,yau ial] binde meto 

Fo, Ile have't no more a fhicep- bell; J am Knight 
Of the Mell:[ozant Tinele-tangle. | 

Moy. Sure one of my progeny, tell me,gracious brother, 
Was this 0ellifonant Ting {e-tangle none 
Of old AFrwnus hounds ? 

Fo, Ignorant mortal ! 

Thou 


it, 


I. 
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Thou doſt not underſtand the terms of honour, 

Mop, How ſhpuld 1, fir > my trees bear no ſuch apples, 

Foc, As mine, th*Heſperian. fruit are crabs ro mine, 
Hence came. the Knighthood,hence. 

Mop, The fame whereof rings loud, 

Foc, We know it, 

Alop, Four ſuch Knighthopds more 
Would make an excellent peal, 

Joc. Pie have *em fo, 

Mop. But you muſt get a ſquirrel too. 

Foc, For what > 

Mop, Toring your Knighthoods, 

Foc, le have any thing; 

His Grace will not deny me. O ſweer Orchard ! 
Mop.To ſee the fruit char came from ſuch an Orchard ! 
Foc, Bur (hall we not ſee Clains ſacrific'd ? 

Mop. Oh by all means. 
Joc, But how deſery'd he death > 
Mop. No matter for deſerving it or no, 
'Tis fit he ſufter for example ſake. 
Fac. And nor offend ?' 
Mop, *Tis fit he ſhould offend, | 
They take their places: 


SCEN. vo 


Pilumnus with a ſacrificing knife, fire laid on the Altar, 
a Pric(t bolding a taper ready to kindle it, another Prie(s 
pouring water 08 Claius head, ho was bound : Corym- 
bus leading out Damon bound, 


Pil, Sicilians, Nature and Religion 
Are at contention in me : my ſad ſoul 
Divided *rwixt my Goddeſs and my Son, 
Would in her ſtrange. diſtraRion, either have me 
Turn Parracide or Apoſtate: Awfull Ceres, 
For whom I feed the farreſt of my Lambs, 


To whom 1 ſgng the holieft of my prayers | 
RS - Upon .. 
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Upon the {moaky wings of ſmerteRt Myrrh, 
laſtcuR thy doubrful Flamen! As I cannor 
Forger | am thy Prieſt ; for ſooner (haſl 
Our Lambs to: ger to feed, our Swains to ſing, 
' Our Bees forget firſt from the frunfull Thime 
To cull them bags of Nettar, every thing 
Forget his nature, ere 1 can forger 
1 am thy Prieſt : Nor can I but remember, 
That Damon is my ſon ; yet take him, Ceres ! 
You need nor pour water upon his head, 
Le do it with my tears , Ceres, 1 hope 
Thy anger will nor bind the Fathers ey: 
To look into the bowels of his Scn; 
He therefore firſt ſpill on thy hallowed Altar 
This captives blood ; and then retire my ſelf, 
Not to b: preſent at my Damons death, 
Leſt Naturc might twin Rebel ro Deyorion, 
SONG, 

Ceres to whom we owe that yet 

we 4o not. Maſt and Acoras eat ; 

That d:d(t provide us better meat, 

The pureſt flower of fineſt Wheat, 

Th# blood we ſpill at thy deſire, 

To hindl: , and to quench a five. 

O let it quench thy flame of ire, 

And tindle mercies more entiics 

O 'et this guilty bload atone 

For every poor unluckie one 3 

Nymnh, ar Swain,wi0 ere 40 g704% 

Under ſad Loves imperious Thione. 

That Love a bappier Age may ſee 

In thy long tortur d Sicily, ko 

That blood which muſt th' atonement be, 

Thus, Goddeſs, thus we pay t0 thee, 


Amyntas, Amaryllis, | 
Amya. Stay,ftay that impious hand, whoſe haſty zeal 
Thinks murder Gan appeaſe rhe Goddeſs wrath } 
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[f ic be murder muſt appeaſe her wrath, 
Whar is*t can move her anger > Do noc then, 
Do not poliure her Altar, leſt it keep 
The crimſon ftain of blood, and bluſh forever 
At this too cruel, ignoraht deyorion, 

Pil. Avoid the mad- man, 

Amya, Why, Pilymnus , why + 
By the dread Ompha, ſpare this guilty blood, 
And lle expound the Oracle. 
What fire has yer his blood or quench or kindled> 

Pil. Why, ir hath quenchr the ſadder flames of love, 
And more auſpicious fires begin tro move. 

Amya,Wherezin in what breſt? no love in all Trinacria 
Bur under Cupids ſceprer faints and groang 
More now then ever, Thy unfortunate Damon, 
And more unfortunate Amaryllis,ſtand 
A ſad example ; thy #ranta 
(O ſad ſweer name!) may with her poor Amyntas 
Wirneſs his ryrannous reign here in Szctlia, 
Turtles grow Jealous, Doves are turn'd unchaſt, 
The very Pelicans of Trinacrian woods 
Are found unnatural, and thirſt the blood 
Of their young brood, ( alas, who can believe it ? 
Whom they were wont to ſuckle with their own, 
O wretched ſeaſon ! Bitter fruits of love ! 
The very Storks with us are Parricides. 
Nay even the ſenſleſs trees are ſenſible 
Of this imperious rage : the gentleVine 
(The happy embleme once of happier livers ) 
That with ſuch amorous twines, and cloſe embraces, 
Did cling about the loved-loving Elm, 
With lacker branches now falls down and withers, 
If then to add more fuel to the flame, 
To pour in oy! and ſulphure be to quench ir, 
The flame is quenchrt. Nor are you he, Pilumnut, 
Thar muſt expound the Oracle ; *tis a wit 
Such as mine is, negleRed, that muſt hir 
The goddeſs meaging ; Tong living Oracls os 

| . | 
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Of Sicily, rhe breathing Ompha of the Kingdom; 


Will miſconceive the Goddefle : You are wile, 
$kill'd in the virtues of all herbs and flowers, 


Whar makes our Ewes ean beſt,what keeps them ſound; 

Can tell us all che myſteries of heaven, 

The number, height, and motian of rhe tars; 

*Tis a mad brain, and intelle& you ſcorn, 

That muſt untie this Riddle. 

Pil, Bur 1 know 
The wiath'of Ceres cannot be appeas'd, 
Bur by the bloud of Claius, 
Amya. SO it 1s, 
Pil. How can that be 2 yer his accurſed gore 
Hath not rm Ho the Altar, 
Amyn, Bur his bloud 

Hath been already ſhed in Amarylly ; 

She is his bloud ; fo is #rania yours , 

And Damor is your bloud ; that is the bloud 

The Goddeſs aims at, that muſt t;11 her ire ; 

For her bloud hath borh quench'd and kindled fire; 
Vil. What hath it quench'd or kindled > 
Amyn. Love, the fire 
That muſt be quench'd and kindled. Damor's love 

To his Lawriada in that bloud extinguiſh'd, 

Is by that powerful bloud kindled anew 

To Amaryllis, now grown his defire, 

Thus Claizs bloud hath quench'd and kindled fire, 
All. Amyntas, Amyntas, Amyatas, Amyntas, 
Pi, Aud isthe fire of my Damoz kindled 

Bur to be quench'd again ! Ceres, a froſt 

Dwell on thy Altars, ere wy zeal renew 

Religious fires to warm *em, 

Amya, Spare theſe blaſphemies ; 
For Damoa is acquitred and afloil'd 
Of any treſpals. ? 
Pil. Row, .Amyntas ? ſpeak ! 
Thou that haſt ſay'd a Father, ſave a Son 
Amy, Thus ; Amaiyllis 13 the fagtifice} The 
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The Goddeſs aim'd art : and the bloud of ſacrifice 
(As you all know ) may lawfully be fpilr 
Even in the Holy Pale, and ſo it was : 
Befides, your Damon 18 a Prieſt by birth, 
And therefore by that title he may ſpill 
The ſacrificed Amanyllis bloud, 
If this interpretation be not true, 
Speak you $icilzans, 1'le be Judg'd by you, 

All. Amyntas, Amyntas, Amyntas, Amyntas. 

P:l. Amyntas, thou haſt now made full amends 
For my- Philebus dearh : Claius, all cnvie, 
Envie, the Viper of a venemous ſoul, 
Shall quit my breſt, This is the man, S:c:lians, 
The man to whom you owe your liberties, 
Go, Virgins, and with Roſes ſtrow his way, 
Crown him with Violets, and Lillie wreathes ; 
Cur off your golden trefſes, and from them 
Weave him a robe of love. Damen, pay here 
The debt of duty that rhou ow'ſt re me ; 
Hence was thy (cond birth, 

Dam. Or hither rather : 
The Balſame of Sic;{;a flowed from hence. 
Hence from this ſcarlet torrent, whoſe cach drop 
Might ranſome Cupid, were he caprive tane. 

Amar, How much owe I my Damon, whoſe blcſt hand 
Made me the publick ſacrifice ! could | ſhed 
As many drops of bloud, even from the heart, 
As Arethuſa drops of water can, 
I would our- vie her at the fulleſt ride, 
That other Virgins loves might nappy be, 
And mine, my Damon,be as bleſt in thee, 

Cl, O what a ſhower of joy fa\ls trom mine eyes! 
The now too faitunate Clains | My Amyatas, 
My Amaryllis, how (hall I divide 
My tears and joys b:rwixt you ! 

Pil, Lovers, come. 
Come all with flowery chaplers on your brows, 
An ſinging Hymns ro (eres, walk a round | 
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This happy Village, to expreſle our glee, _ 

"This day each year (hall Gupids triumph be, 
Amy. Still my impoſſible dowry for #1ania 

Leaves me unfortunate in the midſt of joy 

Yet our of piety I will here a while 

(Though bleſt 1 am net till ſhe be my Bride) 

In publick joyes lay private griefs afide. 

Exeunt cum Chovo Cantantinn, 

Joc. And He go fetch the youngſters of the Town, 

The mortall Fairies, and the Laſs brown, 

To bring ſpic'd Cakes and Ale, to dance and play ; 

Queen AMab her ſelf (hail keep it holy-day, Ex, 
Mop. Ab,Dorylas,that 1 could not have the wit 


To have been a mad-man, rather then a fool ! 
I have loſt the credir, 


Dor. *Tis no marter, 
You ſhall have Theſtyls, 
Mop. Shall 1, Porylas ? 
I] had as live interpret her as Oracles. 
Dor, And here ſhe comes ; give me your quail-pipe: 
Hark you — Exit, 
Enter Theſtylis, 
Mop. Now, Theſtylis,thou ſhalt mine Oracle be, 
Henceforth 1 will interpret none but thee, 
Theft, Why, have the birds (my Mopſus )counſell'd fo? 
Mop, They ſay 1 muſt, whether you will or no, 
Thefi,How know I that ? 
Mop. The birds do ſpeak it plain, Dorylas wiib 
Hark, Theflylis,the birds ſay ſo again, a quail. pipe. 
Theft. 1 underſtand them nor, 
Hop. Will you be judg'd 
By th'next we meet > 
Theft, Mopſus 1 am centent, 
So you will ſtand unto it ſo well as I. 
Mop. By Geres, Theſiylis, moſt willing]y. 
Enter Dorylas. 
Mop, Ah, Dorylas,heard you whar the birds did ſay ? 
Dor, 1, Mopſme, you are a bappy man Io 0y. 
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op. What (aid they, boy 2 
Mop, AS if you did not know, 
Mep. Bur,Theſtylis, 
Dor, Why ſure (he underſtands it ; 
Have you to her this language never read ? 
Mop. No, Dozylas, | can teach her beſt jn bed, 
Dor, The birds ſaid rwice,(as you ful! well do know) 
Y ou muſt have Theſtylzs whether ſhe will or no, 
Theſt. And am 1 caught > *ris no great matter though ; 
For this time, Mopſus, I will marry thee 3 
The next I wed by Pax, ſhall wiſer be. 
Mop, And have I got thee > thanks my witty boy. 
Dor. Hark, Theſtylzs, the birds do bid you Joy, 
Thiſt.'For fooling Mopſus, now 'tis time give ore, 
Mop, Mad-man I may, but will be fool no more, 
Theſt, Mad after marriage, as a fool before, 
For he*s a fool that weds, all wives being bad ? . 
And ſhe's a tool makes not her husband mad, 


SCEN. 6. 


Tocaſtus with a Morrice, himſelf Maid-marrians 
Biomins the Clown, | 
Dor. See, Mopſus, ſee, here comes your Fairy Brother; 
Haik you, for one good turn deſerves another. 
Excunt Dory, Mop, 
Foc, I did not think there had been ſuch delight 
In any mortal Morrice ; they do caper 
Like quarter Fairies at the leaſt : By my Knighthood, 
And by this ſweet Mell:ſonant Tingle: tangle, 
The enſign of my glory, you ſhall be 
Of Oberons Revels, 
Brow, What to do, I pray > 
To dance away our Apples > 
Foc, Surely, mortal, 
Thou arr not fit for any office there, 
Eater Doryl as like the King of Fairies, (Mopſis: 
Foc. Seer blind mortal, ſee. 
Dn #4 With 
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With whar a port, what grace, what Majeſty | E\k 
This princely Oberon comes | Your Grace is welcome} Wh 
Dor. A beaureous Lady,bright, and rare 3 
Queen Mab her ſelf is nor ſo fair, 
Foc, Does your Grace cake me for a woman then } 
G Dor, Yes, beauteous Virgin; thy each part 
Has thor am;acrow through my heart ; | | 
Thy bl-zing eye, rhy lip to thin, Ou 
Thy azuic check, .and chryſtal chin, 
"Thy rainbow brow, with-many a roſe ; 
Thy ſaphire cars, and rubie' noſe, Ye 
A1l wountl my ſoul : O gentle be, 
Or, Ladie, you will rvjne me. 
oc. Bronius, what ſhall 1do? I am no woman! ] 
If gelding of me will preſerve your Grace, T 
With all my heart, V 
B01, Nev, Maſter, Jet him rather 
Steal away a'l your Orchard Apples, 
Foc. 1, and he ſhall, 
Beauteons Queen Mab way loſe her longing elle, 
Por. How's this > are you no woman then 2 
Can ſuch brighe beauty live with men > Et 
70.An't ple:ſe your Grace,l am your Knight Focaflus, 
Dory. Indeed I thovght no man bur he 
Could of ſuch per fe& beauty be, 
Foc, Cannot your Grace d:iſtil me ro a woman ? 
Dzr, 1 have an herb, they Moly call, 
Can change thy ſhape (oy ſwcer) and (hall, 
To raſte this Moly bur agree, 
And thou ſhalt perfc& woman be, 
For, With a)l my heart, Ne*re let me move, 
Burl amup ro th” cars in loves 
Bur what if Þ do marry thee ? 
Ds, my Queen, Focaſta,thou ſhalt be, ; 
Foc.Sweer Moly! pray let Brom have ſome Moly tooz 
He] make a very pretty waiting- maid. (ready, 
Rrom No indeed,forſooth, you have Ladics enough al- 
Tor, Half your eſtars then give to me 3 
rs x oO FR MO Tr Morne Elſe, 
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E\ſe you being gone, there none will be, 
Whoſe Orchard I dare here frequems, 
Fo, $weer Oberon, I am conrenr, 
Po, The other half let Mopſus take, 
7o. And Theſtylis a joynture make, 
Bro, Why maſter, are you mad ? 
7o, Your Miſtreſs, firrah, 
Our Grace has ſaid ic, and it ſhall be ſo. 
Bro. Whar, will you give all your cſtate > 
7o. We have enough beſide in Fairy land, 
You Theſtylis (hall be our Maid of Honour, 
Theſt. 1 humbly thank your Grace, 
7o, Come Princely Oberon, 
1 long to taſte this. Moly « pray beſtow 
The Knighthood of the Melliſonant Tingte-tauele 
Upan our brother Mopſus, we will raiſe 
All of our houſe ro honour, 
Mop. Gracious ſiſter ! 
#7. 1 aiways thought I was born to be a Queen, 
Do, Come, let us walk, Majeſtick Queen, 
Of fairy mortals to be ſeen. 
In chairs of Pearl thou plac'd ſhalt be, 
And Empreſfes ſhall envie thee, 
When they behold upon our throne 
Focaſta with her — Doryl as, 
All. Ha, ha, ha ! 
70. Am 1 deceiv'd and cheated, gull'd and fool'd ! 
More Alas, fir, you were born to be a (Queen, 
Fo, My lands, my livings,, and my Orchard gone ? 
Dor, You! grace hath ſaid ir, and ir muſt be ſo, 
Bro, You haye enough beſide in Fairy-land. 
Theſt, What would your Grace command your Maid 
of Honour ? 
Dor. Well 1 reſtore your Lands ;- onely the Orchard 
I will reſerve for fear Queen Mab ſhould long, 
Mop, Part Ile reſtore unto my liberal fiſter, 
In licu of my geeat Knighthood, 


Theſt. Patt give I]. 
Theſt, Part give I, 76 
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Fo, I am bcholding to your liberality. 

Bro, Ve ſomething give as well as do the reſt, 
Take my fools coat, for you deſerve it beſt, 

Fo. 1 (hall grow wiſer, 

Dor. Oberon will be glad on'r, 

Theft. 1 muſt go call #ranza, that ſhe may 


Come voy virginity. Exit, | 


SCEN. 7. 
Pilumnus 3 Amynt as, OC 


Amyn. Ceres, 1 do thank thee, 
Thar 1 am author of this publick joy, 
Bur is it juſtice (goddeſs) I alone 
Should have no ſhare in't> every one Il ſce 
Is happy bur my ſelf, that madeem fo, 
And my V7ania that ſhould moſt be ſo, 
I thirſt amidſt the Bowles, when others fir 
Quaffing off NeRar, I buc hold the Cup 
And ſtand a ſadder Tantalus of love, 
Starving inall this plentyz Ceres demand 
Feeds me with gall 3 ſtretching my doubtful thoughts 
On many thouſand racks : I would my dowry 
Were all the gold of Tagus, or the ore 
Of bright-Pafolus channel ;—Bur W#raziaz 
*T is hid, alas, 1 know not what it is, 


SCEN 8, 


Urana, Theſlylis. 


My.Theſtylis, fince firſt the Sea-gods Tridens 
Did rule the ſmall rhree-pointed p ece of carth 
Of this our conquering ſoil, it has not been 
A place of fo much ſtory as to day, 

So full of wonders : O *rwill ſerye (my Theſtylus} 
For our diſcouſe when we go fold our Ewes, 


Thols 
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Thoſe Shepherds that another day ſhall keep 
Their kids upon thefe mountains ſhall for ever 
Relate the miracle to their wond "ting N ymphs, 
Of my Vrana, it will ll their ears 
With admiration, 6 

Theſt Sir, Vrania's here, 

Amy. How \ in this habit ! This methinks befirs not 
A Lover, my Vrania. 

Via. Yes, Amyatas, 
This habit well befits a Virgins life ; 
For fince my Dowry never can be paid, 
Thus, for thy ſake, Vle live and die a maid, 

Amyn. O is it juſt, ſo fair an one as you 
Should vow virginity ? muſt the ſacicd womb 
Of my #ranza, fit to have brought forth 
A fruitſul race of gods, be ever barren > 
Never expe& Luczaa > Shall this beauty 
Live but one age ? how curs'd is our poſterity 
That (hall have no #4rania's! can one Tomb 
Contain all goodneſs > Ceres rather blaſt 
The corn thou gav'ſt us : let the earth grow barren, 
Theſe trees and flowers wither eternally 3 
Let our Ploughs roil in yain, and let there be 
No more a harveſt : every loſs is ſmall, 
Yea, though the Phenix ſelf ſhould buin to aſhes 
And nee revive again ! Bur let there be 
Some more {rana's — 

Pil, *Tis necellity, 
We muſt obcy. Y 

Amya. Bur yet Vranza, 
T hope we may ſometimes come pray together, 
*Tis not prophane, and midſt our ſacred Oriſons 
Change a chaſte kiſs or two ; or ſhall I roo 
Turn Virgin with thee > —Bur ] fool my ſelf, 


' The gods intend tocrols us, and in yain * 


We ſtrive (#rania) to croſs them again | 

IT tUrania bneeling before the Ompha., 
Uras Great (eres, for thy daughrer Proſerpines ſake 

: YN I Raviſh'd 
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Fo, I am beholding to your liberality, 

Bro, Vle ſomething give as well as do the reſt, 
Take my fools coat, for you deſerve it beſt, 

Fo. 1 (hall grow wiſcr, 

Dor. Oberon will be glad on'r, 

Theſt. 1 muſt go call #7anza, that ſhe may 


Come voy virginity. Ext, 


SCEN. 7. 
Pilumnus, Amynt as, &(« 


Amyn. Ceres, 1 do thank thee, 
Thar 1 am author of this publick joy, 
Bur is it juſtice (goddeſs) I alone 
Should have no ſhare in't> every one Il ſce 
Is happy bur my ſelf, that mad&em fo, 
And wy V7anza that ſhould moſt be ſo, 
I thirſt amidſt the Bowles, when others fir 
Quaffing off NeRar, 1 buc hold the Cup ; 
And ſtand a {adder Tantalus of love, 
Starving inall this plentyz Ceres demand 
Feeds me with gall 3 ſtretching my doubtful thoughts 
On many thouſand racks : I would my dowry 
Were all the gold of Tagus, or the ore 
Ot bright Pafolus channe] ;—But W#raniay 
*T is hid, alas, I know not whar it 3s, 


SCEN 8, 
Urana, Theſiylis. 


My Theſtylis, ſince firſt the Sea-gods Tridenx 
Did rule the ſmall rhree-pointed p ece of earth 
Of this our conquering ſoil, it has not been 
A place of ſo much. ſtory as to day, 

So full of wonders : O *rwill ſerve (my Theſtyls) 
For our diſcouſe when we go fold our Ewgsy 
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Thoſe Shepherds that another day ſhall keep 
Their kids upon theſe mountains (hall for ever 
Relate the miracle ro their wond ting N ymphs, 
Of wy Vrana, it will fill their cars 
With admiration, 6 
0 Theſk Sir, Urania's here, 
' Amy. How 1 inthis habit ! This merhinks befirs not 
A Lover, my Vrania. 
Via. Yes, Amyntas, 
This habit well befits a Virgins life ; 
For fince my Dowry never can be paid, 
Thus, for thy ſake, Vle live and die a maid, 
Amy. O is it juſt, ſo fair an one as you 
Should vow virginity ? muſt the ſacicd womb 
Of my #rana, fit to have brought forth 
A fruitſul race of gods, be ever barren 2 
Never expe& Luczaa > Shall this beauty 
Live but one age ? how curs'd is our poſterity 
That (hall have no #rania's ! can one Tomb 
Contain all goodneſs > Ceres rather blaſt 
The corn thou gav'ſt us ; ler the earth grow barren, 
Theſe trees and flowers wither erernally ; 
Let our Ploughs rojl in yain, and ler there be 
No more a harveſt : every loſs is ſmall, 
Yea, though the Phenix ſelf ſhould burn to aſhes 
And nee revive again ! Bur let there be 
Some more W#ranja's— 
Pil, * Tis necelliry, 
We muſt obcy. ' 
Amya. Bur yet Vranza, 
I hope we may ſomet:mes come pray together, 
*Tis not prophane, and midſt our ſacred Oriſons 
Change a chaſte kiſs or two ; or ſhall | roo 
Turn Virgin with thee > —Bur J fool my ſelf, 
The gods intend tocroſs us, and in yain * 
We ſtrive (#7anza) to croſs them again | 
{# trania bneeling before the Ompba, 
Uras Great (eres, for thy daughter Proj __ ſake 
av 
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Rayiſh'd by Pluto from Sicilian plains 
To reign with him Queen of Elyſan ſhades, 
Accept the ſacrifice of a virgin, for 
It is thy pleaſure, thine, by whom the catth 
And every thing grows fruirful, to have me 
Be ever barren : thy impoſiible Dowry 
Makes me deſpair to be Amyntas bride, 
Therefore that cold chaſt ſnow that never ſhould 
Have melted bur betwixt his amorous arms 
I yow unto thy Cloiſter (awful goddeſs ! ) 
Almighty Ceres, is not this life holy, 
Echo, Folly, 
Berter then live in an unhappy love? 
Echo, Happy love. 
Be judge ye woods, and let Amyntas ſpeak, 
Echo, A mynt as ſpeak. 
Pil, The goddeſs is well pleas'd, ſhe deigns to anſyer 
By gracious Echo's ; go Amyntas ſpeak, ; 
Amys. Why will ſhe anſwer me before #rania ? 
No, 'twas the muſick of her Angels voice, 
Whoſe heavenly accents with ſuch charming nores 
Raviſh'd the goddeſs ears, ſhe could not chooſe 
Bur bear a part in that harmonious ſong ; 
Yer if ſhe will after ſuch melody 
E ndure to heat the hatſh .Amyaras ſpeak, 
Echo. Amynras (peak. 
When wilt thou think my torments are enow ? 
| Eccho, Now, 
Alas, how is it poſſible I ſhould hope it > 
Echo. Hope it, 
How ſhall I pay the Dowry thar you ask me ? 
Echo, Ask me, 
I ask a Dowry to be made a Husband, 
Echo. A Husband. 
Anſwer dircly ro whar I (aid laſt. 
Echo. What I ſaid laſt, | 
A Husband, Ceres ? Why, is thatthe gueſs ? 
- Echo, Yes, 
* -— hi 
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That which 1 have 18t, may not, cannot have 
I have not, may not, cannot have a Husband, 
"Tis rrue, 1 am a man, nor would I change 
My ſex, to be the Empreſs of the World, 
yrania, take thy Dowry, *cis my ſelf; 
A Husband ,rake it. 
Mra, *Tis the richeſt Dowry 
That cre my moſt ambitious prayers could beg } 
Bur I will bring a portion, my Amyntas, 
Shall equal it, af ir can equal'd be: 
Thar which I have not, may nor, cannot have 
Shall be thy portion, *ris a Wife, Amyntas. 
Amyn, mr Id greater Queens wooe me in all their 
pride, 
And in their laps bring me the wealth of worlds, 
I ſhould prefer this porrion for the beſt : 
Thanks Ceres, that haſt made us both be bleſt, 
| Echo.'Be bleſt, 
Cla, Pilumuns, let us new grow young again, 
And like two trees rob'd of their leafie boug 
By winter, age, and Boreas keener breath, 
Sprout forth, and bud again: This ſpring of joy 
Curs forty years awav from the gray ſum. 
Once more in triumph ler us walk the Village. 
Pl, Bur firſt I will intreat this company 
To deign to take part in this publick joy, 


Pilumnus 
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' Pilomnus Epilogizes, 


A Ll- Loves are happy, none with us there be 
Now fich of coyneſs,or uacoa(lanty, 

The wealthy ſums of Kiſſes do amount 

To greater ſcores then curions art can count ! 

Each eye 1s fixt upon bis Miſtris ſace, 

And every arm is lock'd in ſome enibrace : 

Each check is dimpled ; every lip doth ſmile 8 

Such happineſs 1 wiſh this bleſſed 1!e, 

This little word of Lovers 3; and left you 

Should think this bliſs no real Joys, a0r trues 

# ou!d every Lady in this Orb might fee 

Ther loves as bappy as we ſay they be | 

And for you, gentle youths, whoſe tender hearts 

Are not ſhot- proof *gataſt love and Gupid's darts ; 
Theſe are my prayers (I would thoſe prayers were charms) 
"That each bad bere his Miſtris in bis arms. 

True Lovers (ſor *tis truth gives love delrght ) 

To you our Author means to witte 

1/ Le bave pleas'd ( as yet be deubiſul lands) 

For h:s applauſe clap lips inſtead of bands. 

He bugs not Bays, nor Irie only this, 

Seal his wiſh'd Plaud.te with an amorous Kiſs, 


Exeunt Cantantcs.« 


[ARISTIPPVS: 


OR 
The Fovial Philyſopher. 


Preſented in a private Shew, 


To which is added, 


The (Conceited Pedler. 
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The PxAaLruvDIuM. 


Shews having been long intermitted, aud f-rbid- 
den by Authority for th:ir abuſes, conld not 
be raiſed but by conjuring. 


Enter Prologue in a (ircles 


E not deceiv'd,l have no bended knees, 

No ſupple rongue,no ſpeeches ſtcep'd in Oyl; 

No candied flattery, nor honyed words, 

I comic an armed Prologue ; arm'd with Arts : 
Who by my ſacred charms and myſtick skill, 
By vertue of this all- commanding Wand, 
Stoln from the ſleepy Mercury will raiſe 
From black Abyſs and ſooty Hell , that mirth 
Which fits this learned round , Thou long-dead Shew, 
Break from thy marble priſon,ſflecp no moce 
In miry darkneſs ; henceforth 1 forbid thee 
T5 bathe in Lethe's muddy waves, aſcend 
As bright as morning from her Tithons bed, 
And red with kifles that have ſtain'd thy cheek , 
Grow freſh again, Whar ? is my power contemn'd 2 
Doſt thou not hear my call , whoſe power extends 
To blaſt the boſome of our morher Earth ? 
To remove heavens whole frame from off her hinges, 
As to reverſe all Natures laws > Aſcend, 
Or 1 will call a band of Furies forth, 
And all the torments wit of Hell can frame 
Shall force thee up. 

Enter Shew whipt by two Furies, 
Sbew, O ſparc your zoo mo: whips a while, 


| 
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Give ſome {mall reſpire co my panting !;mbs, 
Let me have leave to ſpeake, and truce to parley, 
Whoſe powerfull voyce hath forc*d me to falure 
This hated air | are not my pains ſufficient, 
Bur you muſt torture me with the ſad remembrance 
Of wy delerts, the Cavſes of my exile > 
Prolog, *Tis thy releaſe I ſzck ; 1 come to file 
Thoſe _— ſhackles from thy wearied limbs, 
And give thee leave to walk the Stage again, 
As free as Ve;tue : Burn thy wither'd Bayes, 
And with freth Laurel crown thy ſacred remplcs ; 
Caſt cft thy waxk of darkneſs , and appear 
As glorious as thy ſiſter Comedie, 
Bur farſt with rears wa(h off thy guilty fin, 
Purge our thoſ-:: i]1 digeſted dregy of wir, 
That ufe their ink to blot a ſpotleſs fame : 
Let's hayc no one particular man traduc'd 2 
Bur like a noble Eagle ſcize on Vice, 
As ſhe flies, bold and open; ſpare the perſons. 
Ler us have imple mirth, and innocent laughter, 
Sweet {miling lips, and ſuch as hide no fangs, 
No venomous biring reeth, or forked rongues. 
Th-n ſhall thy freedom be reſtor*d again. 
And tall applauſe be wages of thy pain, | 
Show, Then f:om the depth of truth 1 here proteſt, 
7 dodiſclaim a!! perulant hare and walice 
1 will nor touch fuch men as ft know vicious, 
Much lefls the good 3 I will nor dare to lay, 
Thar ſuch a one paid for his Fellowſhip, 
And had no learning bur in*s purſe 3 no Officer 
Need fcar.the. ſting of my detraRion * 
Jlc g:ve all leave to fall their guts in quiet, 
I male no dangerous Almanacks, no gulls, 
No Poſts with envious Newes and biting packets, 
You necd not fear this ſhow, you thar are bad, 
It is no Parl:;ament ; You that nothing have 
Like Schulars, but a Beard and Gown,for me 
May pallc tor good grand Sophies 7 all wy ll 
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Shall beg but honeſt laughter, and ſuch ſmiles 
As might become a Cato : I ſhall give 
No cauſe to grieve that once more yet 7 live. 
Prolog. Gothen; and you, Beagles of Hell avanr, 
Rerurne to your etetnall plagues, 
| Exennt Fuvies, 
Pio!og. Hzre take theſe purer robes and clad in theſe 
Be thou all g'orious,and inſtru chy mirth 
Wirth thy ſweer temper 3 while I intreat 
Thy f: iends,that long lamenred thy ſad fates, 
To fit and taſte, and to accept thy Cares, 
; Exit Show, 


Prolog. Sit, ſee, and hear,and cenſure,he that will 
1 come to have my mirth approv*dg not skill ; 
Your laughter all 1 beg,and where you ſee 
No jeſt worth laughing at, faith laugh at me. 


ARISTIPPVS. 
Enter Simplicius « 
Ecundum gra1lum compoſſbilidatis, &* non ſecundum gra 
dum incompoſſibilitatis, What ſhould this Scotus mean 
by his poſſih;lities and incompoſhbilities > my Cooper, 
Rider, Thomas and Minſhew + ate as far to ſeek as my 
ſe|f : net a word of compoſſubilitas or iacompoſſibilitas is 
there, Well, 1 know what He'd6. 1 have heard of a 
great Philoſopher ; Ile try what he can do: They call 
him Arifliopus, Ariftippus, Ariflippus : ſure a Phloſo- 
phers name , But they ſay hs Jyes at the Do!pbin, and 
that methinkes is an ill fign ; yet they fay roo, the beſt 
Philoſophers of the Town never lye from thence ; rhey 
ſay *tis a Tavernroo ; for my part I cannot tell, Iknow 
no part of the town, but the Schools, and Avriſtotles well : 
but fince 1am come thus far,1will inquire; for this ſams 
compoſſibilit ax or incompoſſihilitas Kicks in py Comack- 
Koop, Na 
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Boy within, Anon, anon, fir, 

Sim, What Philoſophy is this 2 buck; 

Boy. Anon, anon, fir, 

Enters, 

Boy. Pleaſe you ſee a room, fir ? what would you hay, 
Sir ? 

Sim, Nothing bur Ariflippus, 

Boy. You ſhall, lirs 

Sim. Whar is this ? the Dolphin ? now verily it locks 
like a Green-Fiſh : what's yonder, Greek too > noy 
ſurely it is the Philoſophers Motto : Hippathi hipathi , 
aut diſce , aut diſcede incontinenter , a very good diſ- | 
JunRion, 

Boy, A pint of Ariſlippus to the Bar, 

Enters, 

Boy, Here fir, | 

Sim, Ha, what's this > 

Boy, Did not you ak for Ariſlippus, fir > 

Sim, The great Philoſopher lately come hither, 

Boy, Why, this is Ariſlippus, 

Sim, Verily then Ariſtippus is duplex , N ominalis vs 
Realis ; or elfe the Philoſopher lives like Dzogines in 
del:0, the Prefident of Hogs: head Colledge. But 1 mean 
one Ariſtippus xg.T* KZoy lw, the great Philoſopher, 

Boy, 1 know not what you mean by Loſopher, but 
here be Schnlars in the houſe, Ile ſend them to you, 
Anon, anon, fir ; I cannot be here and there too, Anon, 
anon, fir. 

Sim. This boy would have pur a Falacy upon me, is 
iatervogaticne plurium $4 This boy is a meer Animal ; ha, 
ha, he ! he has not a jor of language more then Anon, 
anon, fir, O Giggleſwick, thou happy place of educa- 
tion / This poor wretch knows not what a Philoſo- 
pher means, To ſee the fimpleneſs of theſe people; 
they do every thing &\@s , and have nor a jot, nor 
an inch of »ymz 71 in them, O what had become of 
me, if 1 had not gone bare- foot ro my Preceptor, witha 
Satchel at my back ? 

Fate! 


ers, 
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Enter two Scholars. 

S14ves ave they that heap up mountains, 

Still deſsring more and more : 
Still let's carouſe in Bacchus ſountains, 

Never dreaming to be poor, 
Give us then a cup of liquor, 

Fill it up unto the brim ; 
For then methiaks my wits grow quicker, 

when my brains in liquor ſwim, 

Ha brave Ariſtippus. 
pox of Ariſtotle and Plato , a company of dry Raſcals : 
Bur hey brave Ariſtippus ! 

Sim, Certainly theſe are Ariſtippus his Shcolars ; 
Sir, pray can you reſolye me what is Gradus c ompoſſi= 
bilitatus > 

I» Schol, What aits thee, thou muſing man ? 

Diddle didle doo, 
2. Schol. © nench thy ſorrows in a Can, 
Diddle didle doo, 
| Compoſſibilitas > why that's noching man 3; when you 
ne're drink beyond your poculum aeceſſitatis , you are in 
gradu in compoſſibili to all good fellowſhip , Come, bang 
Scotus, wee*l lead you ro Ariſtippus ; one Epitome of 
his in quarto is wotth a whole volume of theſe Dances; 

Sim, O Gentlemen, you will bind me to thank you 
in poculo Gi atiarum.Bur what Philoſophy doth hg read > 
and what hours doth he keep ? 

1, None at all preciſely , but indiſtinRly all ; nighr 
and day he pours forth his inſtruRions, and fills you our 


of mcaſure. 


2, Hc*l make the eyes of our underſtand:ng ſce double, 
and reach you to ſpeak fluently, and utter your mind in 
abundance, 

Sim. Hath he many Scholars, fir ? 

I, More then all the Phi tofophers in the Town beſides. 
He never reſts bur is ſtill call'd for ; Ariſtippus ſaies oney 
Ariſtippus ſaies another : He is generally asked for , yea 
and by doors ſometimes, 4 
SEES 2+A0G 


2.9% Ariſtippus, 
2, And as merry a man, There can be no Feaſt, bj 
ny is ſent for , and all the company are the merrier for 
1M, 

3- Did you but once hear him, you would fo loye his 
company.you would never aftcr endure to ſtand alone, 

Sim. O pray help me to the fight of him, | 

2. We will , brave boy; and when you have ſeen 
him, you*l think your ſc]f in another world , and ſcorn 
to bz your own man any longer, 

Sim. Bur, 1 pray you, at what price reads he ? 

1. Why truly his price hath been raiſed of late, and 
his very name makes him the dearer; 

2' A diligent Lecturer deſcryes eight pence a pint 
tuition ; Nay, if you will learn any thing , Scholarſhip 
muſt be paid for. Academical Simonie is lawful 3 Nay, 
did you eyer hcar of a good Preacher in a fat Benchice, 
unleſs his purſe were the leaner for it ? Make much of 
him, for we ſhall have no more ſuch in haſte, 


| Eater Wild-man. 
Sim, But who is this ? 
1. The Univerſity Ramiſt, a Malt Heretick ; alias 
the Wild-man , that is grown mad to ſee the daily res 
fort to Ariſtippus : but ler us leave him to his frenzaes, 


But come yor Lads that {ove Canary, 

Let us have a mad feeary : 

Htther, bither, b:ther, hither, 

All good fellows flack together, Exeunt. 


n'id-m. Brains, wits, ſenſes, all fie. hence, Ler fools 
live ligned in Cages : 1 am the Wild-man, and 1 will 
be wilde 2 is this an age to be in a mans right wits, 
wh:n the lawtul uſe of che throat is ſo much negle&- 
ed , and ſtrong drink lies fick on his death-bed > *Tis 
above the patience. of a Malt-horſe , zo fee the cone 
rempr of Barley , and not run mad upon't.,.. This 
ws Airſlippus, Ariſflippus ) now a Devil or two take ry 
? | I 


as 
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red-nos?d Philoſophy 3 *Tis he, my Beer , that has 
yowed thee to rhe Vinegar- bottle 3; but Vle be reven. 
ged 4 when next I meet him, Vle twiſt and twitch 
his Buſh-beard from his Tavern- face ; *cis not his Hi. 
pathie bapathie can carry him our, Let him look to be 
foundlicr daſh*d by me', then eyer he was by Drawer , 
for his impudence, Ile terch my Spaniſh Doz a French 
trick 3 1'le either plague him with a Pox , or have 
ſome Clarer-whore burn him for an Herctick , and 
make him challenge acquaintance of Mnld- ſack. If 
he was nor cither ſent huher fiom the BrittifltdePoli- 
tick , or be not employed by Spzaola to. ſeduce the 
Kings lawful ſubje&s from thzic Allegiance eo ſtrong 
Beer , let me hold up wy hand at the Bar., and be 
hanged at my Sign-poſt , if he had nar a hand in the 
Powdcr=treaſon ) Well, I fay nothing , bur he has 
blown up good ſtorc of men in his dayes , houſes and 
lands and all, If they rake no order with, him here 
in the Univerſity , the poor Counttcy were as good 
have rhe Man in the Moon for their Paſtor, | as a Scho- 
har, They arc all ſo infeRed with Ariſtzppus bis Armis 
nianiſme, they can preach no DoQrine bur Sack and red 
Noſes, As for the Wild-mian, they haye- made him 
horn,mad alrcady. 


| Euter a fellow crying wine-pots. 
Heighday., there goes the Hunts up : ths is the Man- 
dra'es voice that undoes me , you may hear him infaith, . 
This is the Devil of his that goes up and down like a 
roacing (heeps*head to gather his Pewrer Library ; Vie 
fic him I faith, 
beats him, 
Now, yau Calves sin impudence, 1'lerhieth your jackets 
C3244 - beats bins out 

| Fater Ariſlippes, aad his tws: Scholars, 

_ AriÞ. -Whar a coil's here ? what fellow's thar > he 
looks like a mad hogs-head of March; beer:yhat had run 
out, andyhucarncd a.deluge.2 whays be? ©» 

- Be .Y * kx. BS 
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1. O *cis the wild-man) a zealous brother } that 
ſtands up againſt the p:rſecurion of Barley-broth , and 
will maintain ir a degree above the repurarion of Aqug 
vite, 

2, I have heard him ſwear by his hora oftaua,that Sack 
and Roſa S0lzs is but water-grewel to it, 

wWild-man O, art thou there, Saint Dunflon ? thay 
haſt undone wee , thou curſed Frier Bacoz, thou helliſh 
Merlin , Bur le be revenged upon thee : *ris not 
Mephoſtopholus , nor any other Spirits of Rubie or Car- 
bunc}@fthat you can raiſe 3 nor your grod Father in law 
DoRor Fauſtus , that conjures ſo many of us into your 
Wives Cifcle, that with all their Magick ſhall ſecure you 
from my rage 5 You haye {ct a ſpe! for any mans coming 
into wy houſe now. 

; Ariſt, Why, none of my Credit hath choked up your 
ors! 

wild. But thou haſt bewitched wy threſhold, diftuibed 
my houſe, and 1le have thee hang'd in Gibbers for mur- 
thering my Beer : le have thee tried by a Jury of Tap- 
ſters, and hang'd in Anon, anon fir, thou diſmall and 
diſaſtrous Con1urer. 

Ariſt'p. Why dof thou call mee Conjurer ? I ſend 
no Fairies to pinch you , er Elves. ro moleft you; 
Has Robin-geod- fellow troubled you ſo much of late } 
I ſcarce believe it; for'l am ſure, fFnce Sack and 1 
came to Town , your houſe hath not been ſo much 
haunted, | 

wWild-man, lie put out thine eyes, Don Canaria , lie 
ſcratch thee to atomes, thou Spaniſh Guſman, 

Ariflip, 1f he and his Beer will nor be quier, draw'um 
both our, 

wild man. Yet 1'le be revenged, you Raſcal, I do 
nor fear the Spaniſh Inquiſition : Ile run to the Coun- 
ce], and betrzy thy villany; Ile carry thee bound 
for a Traitor : fon for you , fir , we had raken Cales, 
and might afterwards have conquered Lishon, and 
Scpil , You notorious: Villain , I knew thee for a 
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Rogue af firſt, thy Ruff looked fo like the Moon Creſcene 
in $8, thy veiy breath is invincible , and Rinks of an 
Armado, | 
Ariſtip. Kick him out of rhe preſence , his company 
will meramorphoſe us to balderdaſh. 
wild-man. Well Diogenes , you were beſt keep claſe in 
ourTub , 1le be reveng'd on you , Ile complain on you 
tor keeping ill hours,1 ſufter none after eight,by St. Zoha's 


not I, 
1, Schol, Well Domine, though the hora oftava be nor 


come, yer you may be gone, Kicks bim, Exit, 
Ariftip. Come Pupil, have you any minde to ſtudy my 
Philoſophy > 


Sim. Yes, mebercule,fir, for 1 have alwayes accounted 
Philoſophy ro be omaibus rebus ordine , natura , tempore, 
honore prius ; and theſe Schoolmen have fo puzled me 
and my DiRionaries , that I diſpair of underſtanding 
them either in ſummo grazu, or remiſſo; | layſick of an 
Hecceit as a foitnight, and could nor ſleep a wink for't; 
therefore good fir, reach me as emmuw; as you can, 
” oo ler it be conceptis wverbis , and ex mente Phi« 

op, 

Ariſtip. 1 warrant thee a good proficiency, bur ere you 
ean be admitted ro my LeRures , you muſt be matricyu- 
lated , and have your name recorded in Albo Acade- 
me, 

Sim, With all my hearr , fir, and totaliter ; for 1 haye 
as great a minde as materia prima to bs informed with 
your inſtru&ions, 

Avift. Give him the Oath. 

2. Schol, Lay your hand on the Book, 

Sim, Will taftus virtualis ſerve the turn,fir » 

2, Schol. No,it muſt be veale quid, &+ extra intelleflum. 

_ Sim, Well fir, 1 will do it quoad potentiam obedien- 
tlalem, 

1, Schol, Firſt, You muſt ſivear to defend the ho- 
nour of Ariſtippus , to the diſgrace of Brewers , - Ale- 
wiyes' and Tapſter*, and. profeſs your ſelf a foe ot 

bab3g 
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Balis, to Malrmen , Tapſters , and red Letricas] 
' 2. Schal, Kiſs the Book, 

He drinks 

2, Schol, Next, you ſhall ſwear to obſerve rhe c: 
Nomes and ordinances inſtituted and ordained by AR 
Pa;liament in the Reign of*King S:zebert, for the eftz. 
bliſhing of good government in the ancient Faundatian 
of Mitere Colledge, 

S$.chol, Kiſs the Book, 

Driabs again, . 

Sim. I, fir , Secundiim vextatem intrinſccam, & un 
@7/4 voce. 

1. Schol, That you keep all ats and meetings , tan 
prevatim, in private houſes, quam publice , in the Dol- 
phin ſchools : chat you diſpure in tenchris , yer be nor 
aſleep at reckonings : bur always and every where ſhey 
your felt ſo dilig:nt in drinking, that the ProRor may 
have no jaſt cauſe ro ſuſpend you for negligence, 

2. Schol. Kiſs the Book, 

T1. Schol, Laſtly, chat you never waik into the Town ; 
without your habit of drinking, the Fudling Cap, ang 
caſting Hood 3 eſpecially when there is a Convocation 
and of all th.ngs take hed of running to the Afﬀlrzes, 

S1m. 1s this the cnd, I pray you, fir, is this the Finis, 
o% EEK. 

1. Schol. It is Vlizmum, fir, 

$i. How, pray you, fir, iatentione, or extentione > 

i. Schol, Excecutione, that follows the Aſſizes. 

Sin. Bvr mirhinks there is one Scrupuliuns z it ſeems 
ro be aft:s illicitus, that we ſhould drink ſo much, it bt« 
iog lately forbidden , and therefore contra ſorman [ia- 
ttt. 

2. Scbol, I, bur therefore you are ſworn to keep cu- 
ſtomes , Non 0mino ſecundum ſorman (latuts, 

Arzft. What have you inrolled him za 4!bo > have 


you fully admired him into the Society , to be a mem3 


ber of the Body Academick > ng 
Sin, Yes fir, 1 am one of your Pupils now , wnitdte 
Bimes 
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america, we have made an end of it, Secundiim ultimum 
Complementum, & atlyal'tatem, | 

Ariſt. Well then , give the atrendance. 

Moſt grave audience, conſidering how they thirſt after 
my Philoſophy, 1 am ——_— ler you taſte the benefir 
of my knowledge, which cafhor bur pleaſe a judicious 

alat; for the reſt, I expell rhcm my Schools, as fitter ta 
22 Thales, and drink watct. . 

$im, We will attend, fir, and that bzbulis auribus, 

Ariſt. The many erronurs that have crept into the 
Science, to diſtraR the curious Reader ,. are ſprung from 
no other cauſes, thzn Small Beer, and ſober fleeps 
whereas were the laudable cuſtome of Sack-drinking 
better Rudied , we ſhould have fewer Gowns, and mo 
Scholars, 

1. Schol, A good note, for we cannot {ce wood for 
Trees,nor Scholars for Gowns, 

Arniſt, Now the whole Univerſity is full of your ho- 
neſt fellows, that breaking looſe from a York-ſhire Bel- 
frey have walked to Cambridge with Satchels on their 
ſhoulders : rheſe you ſhall have them Rudy hard for four 
or five yzars , to returne home more fools then they 
came : the reaſon whereof is drinking Collcedge rap-la(h, 
that will let chem have no more learning then they 
_ Nor a drop of wit more then the Butler ſers on tha , 
neads, 

2, Schal. *T were charity in him to ſconce'em ſound= 
ly, they would have bur a poor Puaztum clic, | 
Ariſt, Ochers there be that ſpend their whole lives 
in Atheas, to die as wiſe as they were born 3 who as 
they brought no wit into the world , ſo in honeſty 
they will carry none our on't. *Tis Beer that drowns 


their ſouls in their bodics: Huſon's Cakes , and Paix 
his Ale hath frocthed their brains ; hence is the whole 
Tribe contemned , every Prentice can jeer art their 
brave Caſlocks, and laugh the Velver Caps out of coun- 
tenance, 


1, Schol, And would it net anger a Man of Arr 
hy 
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to be the ſcorn of a What lack you) fir ? 

Ariſt. *Tis Beer that makes, you fo ridiculous in a 
your bchaviour : hence comes the Bride-like fimperj 
at a Juſtice of Peace his Table, and the nor eating me. 
thodically , when being lagghed at , you ſhew you 
recth , bluſh, and excuſe it with a Rhcrorical Ayſteng 
Protero”, 

Sim, *Tis vety true, I have done the like wy ſelf,till 
I have had a diſgrace for my Mittimus. 

Arift, *Tis Beer that hath putrified our Horſmanſhip, 
for that you cannot ride to Ware or Barbway , bur your 
Hackneys fides muſt witneſs your journeys. A Lawyers 
Clerk, or an Inns a Court Gentieman that hath been fed 
with falſe Latin and Pudding pie , contemn you , as if 
055 "mh not learning enough ro confute a Noverint utis 
ve/ſs. 

Sim. Per preſentes me Simplicium. 

Ariſft, 1f you diſcourſe but a little while with a 
Courtier , you preſently betray your learned Igno- 
rance, anſwering him, he concludes not Syllogiſtically, 
and asking him in what Mood and Figure he ſpeaks in, 
as if Learning were not as much our of faſhion at Court, 
as Cloaths at Cambridge > Nor can you entertain dif- 
courſe with a Lady , without endangering the half of 
your Buttons : all theſe and a rhouſan] ſuch Errours, are 
the friends of Beer , that Nuric of Barbariſm , and foe to 
Philoſophy. 

Sim, O, I am raviſhed with this admirable Meraphy« 
ſical LeRure, if ever 1 drink Beer again, let me turn 
Civil Lawyer , or be powdered up in one of Luther's 
Barrels ; pray lend me the Book again, that I may for- 
ſwear it, Fie upon ir, 1 could love Sir Giles for Prev 
{enting thoſe notorious Ale wives, O Aiiſtippus, Ari- 

fiippus, rhou air equally divine 73 dvd ut xg earhas- 
Xeig , the oncly Father of ©ue1libets , the Prince of 
Formalities ,  ask my ftars, whoſe influence doth go- 
vern this orbem ſublunarem , that 1 may live with thee; 
and die like the royal Duke of Clarence , ah _ 
f owe 
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fowſed up to immortality in a Burt of Malmeſey. 

2, Schel, You interrupt him, fir , roo much in his Le-« 
Aure, and prevent your cars of their happineſs. 

Sim, O Heavens | 1 could hear bim, ad eternitatem, 
and chat, tam a parte ante, quam A parte poſt. O pro» 
ceed, proceed, thy inſtru&ions are meer Orthodoxal, 
thy Phuloſopby Canonical 3 1 will ſtudy thy ſcieattam 
both | wry & pratiicam, Pray let me once 
more forſwear the pollution of Beer, for itis an abo- 
minable Hererick; 1'le be his perfe& Encmy, v1] I make 
him and Bortleeale fly rhe Countrcy, 

Atiſt. But Sack is the life, ſoul, and ſpirits * of a man, 
the fire which Prometheus ſtole, not from Fove's Kit- 
chin, bur his Wine-cellec, to increaſe the native heat 
and radical moiſture, withour which we are bur 
drowfie duſt , or dead clay: this uNeGar, the very 
Nepenthe the gods were drunk with ; *ris this that gave 
Gatymede beauty, Hebe youth, to Jove his heaven and 
eternity ; do you think Ariſtotle drank Perry , ur Plato 
Cyder; do you think Alexander had ever conquer'd 
the World , if hz had becn ſober > he knew the force 
and yalour of Sack , that it was the beſt armour, the 
beſt encouragement, and that none could be a good 
Commander, that was not double- drunk , with Wine 
and ambirion, | 

1. Schol, Onely here's the diffcrence ; Ambirion 
makes them riſe , and Wine makes them fall, 

Ariſt, Therefore the Gariſons are all Drinking- 
ſchools , the Souldiers trained up to the muſtering of 
Pewter Pors daily , learning to contemn death, by ac- 
cuſtoming to he dead-drunk : Scars do not ſo well be- 
come a Captain, as Carbuncles, a Red Noſe is the grace 
of a Serjzant Major z and they unworthy the place of 
Enſigns that have nor good Colours ; the: beſt Shot to 
be diſcharg'd is the Tavern-bill ; the beſt Allarm is che 
perro of Healths ; and the moſt ablolure March is 

ccling. 

2, Schol, And the beſt 'Artillery-yard 3s the Doe 
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Arift. Thus you may cafily perceive the profie 
Sack in Military Diſcipline , for that it may juſtly tn 
to haye taken the name of Sack from Sacking of Cj, 
ries, 

Sim, O wonderful, wonderfu! Philoſopher ! If 1 þþ 
a Coward any longer , ler me ſwear a little to drirh 
Sack , for I will be as val.ane as any: of che Knight 
Errant , | perceive it was onely culpa ignorantie , ng 
prave difÞoſitionts , that wade me a Coward : bu 0 
Enthuſtaſtick , rare, angelica! Philoſophy , I will bes 
Souldier , a Scholar , and everything yg } will hereafter 
mec peccare ia materia , nec in forma, Beer , raskally 
Peer was the firſt parent of Sophiſters , ard the fallacies, 
_— proceed , my Pythagoras , my ipſe dixtt of Philo. 

hy. 

TOM. Nexr, it is the onely Fl:xar of Philoſophy , the 
very Phitoſcphers Srone, able , if ſiudied by a young 
Heir, matare vevinn Species y to change his Howe, Lava, 
L.vings, Tencments, and L:veries into auzwm potabile: 
£0 that though his Lordfhips be the fewer for't , his 
manners ſha}l be the wore ; whuſe Lands being dif- 
ſolved into Sack mnt nceds make his foul more ca- 
pable of divine mcd:tation, he being almoſt in the ſtats 
of * Ao by being purg'd and ficed from ſo much 
carth, 

2. Sibo!, Therefore why ſhould a man trouble himſelf 
with ſo much earth ? he isthe beſt Philoſopher that can 
omnia ſua ſrcum fortare 

Ariſt. And fince it is the nature of light things to 
aſcend , what better way , or more agreeing to nature; 
can be invented , wh:zreby we might aſcend to the 
height of knowledge , then a light head ? A light head, 
being as it were allicd. with heaven, firſt found out, 
that the morion of the Orbs was circular, 1ike to its 
Own ; which morions, teſte Ariſlotele, firſt found chat ins 
relligence : ſo that I conclude all intelligence intelleR, 


and underſtanding to be the invention of Sack, anda 


light head, What miſts of errour had clouded Philo» 
e ſophy 


Ariftippus, 3 o7 
fophy , vill che never ſufficiently praiſed Copernicus 
fund out that rhe Earth was moved ;- which he could 
never haye done, had he not been infliruted by Sack, 
and 4 light head ? 

Sim Hang me then, when } rurn grave, 

Arift, This is the Philoſophy the grexx Stagerire 
read to his Pupil Alexander, wherein how great a Pto- 
kcient he was, I call the faith of Hiſtoty to witneſs, 

Sin. 'Tis true , per fidem Hiſloricam , for 1 have read 
how when he had vanquiſhed the whole world in 
drink , that he wept there was no more to conquer, 

Ariſt, Now to make our Demonſtration to prove, 
no Wine, no Philoſophy, is that admirable Axiome, 
In vino verit as; and you know that Sack and Truth are 
the onely Buts which Philoſophy. aifns ar, 

1. Schol, And the Hogſhcad 15 that puteus Democti't, 
from whence they might both be drawn, 

Ariſt. Sack, Clarer, Malmeſey, White-wine and Hy- 
pocras , are your five Predicables, and Tobacco your 
ndividuum , your Moncy is your ſubſtance , full Cups 
your quantity , good Wine your quality , your Relation 
is in good company, your aQon 1s beating, which pro» 
ducerh another Predicament in the Drawers, called 
Paſſion, your quando is mid-night, your «bz the Dol- 
phin, your fitus leaning, your habitus carowſing, after» 
claps are yaur poſt-Predicaments, your Priorums 
breaking of Jeſts, your Poſteriormns of Glaſſes, falſe 
Bills are your fallacies, th: hor is ſubxz/zs objeftio , and 
the diſcharging of it is vera ſolutzo , ſeveral humovrs 
are your Moods and Figures, where qrarta fieura, or 
Gallons muſt not be negleRed; your Drinking is Syllo- 
giſms, where a Portle is the major terminus, and a Pint 
the minor, a Quart, the medium, beginning of Healths 
are rhe Premiſes, and Pledging the Conclufion, for ir 
muſt not be divided; Topicks or Common Places are 
the Taverns, and Hamon, Wolf and Farlows are the 
three beſt Turors in the Uniyerſiue., | 

Sim, And if I be not entred; and have my nam? ad- 

7 | mitted 


zos Ariſtippme. 

mitred into ſome of their Books , let ſorma miſti by 
beaten out of me, | 

arift, To perſwade the Vintner co truſt you, 
gov . Rhertorick, and the beſt Figure is Synecdoche , v 
pay part for the whole; to drink above meaſure, is; 
Science beyond Geometry > falling backward is ſtar. 
gating, and no Facob's Staft comparable toa Tobac- 
co-pipe z the ſweet harmony of good fellowſhip, with 
now and then « diſcord, is your exellent Muſick; 
Sack it ſelf is your Grammar , Sobriety a meer Sola. 
ciſm ; and Lartine, be it true, ot be it falſe, a very Cud, 
gel to your Priſczan's patesz the Reckoning is Arithme» 
eick enough, a Receipt of full Cups are the beſt 
Phyſick ro procure Vomit, and forgetting of Deby 
an artof memory; and here you have an Encycly- 
pedia of Sciences, whoſe method being circular can 
never be ſa well learned, as when your head run 
round, 

Sim, If mine have any other motion, it ſhall be pres 
ter nathram, 1, and Contra too, if I lives 1 like that an 
of Muſick, wondrous well, life is nor life without it; 
for what is life bur an harmonious lefſon, play*d by the 
ſoul upen the Organs of the body ? O witty ſentence! 
J am mad already, 1 ſee the immoitalicy , ha brar 
Arift;vpus | but in Poetry, it is the ſoul-predominan 
quality , the ſap and Juice of a verſe , yea, the ſpring of 
the Muſes is the fountain of Sack 3 for to think Helicon 
a Barrel of Beer, is as great a (iN as to call Pegaſma 
Brewers Horſe, 

Arift, 1 know ſome of theſe half-penny Almanack- 
makers do not approve ofthis Philoſophy , bur give 
you moſt abominable counſel in their Beggars Rhimes, 
which you are bound to believe as faithfully as their 
Prediftions of foul and fair weather ; you ſhall hear 
fome of Erva Pater's Poetry; 


I wiſh you all carefulsy, 
Drink Sack but ſparingly, 


Spend 
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Spend your com thriftily, 
Keep your bealth warily, 
Take beed of ebriety, 
Wine is an enemy, 

"Good us ſobriety, 

Fly bathes and venery, 

For your often potations much crud ties cauſe, by 
hindring the courſe of Mother Natures Laws ;, there- 
fore he thar defirerh to live till Offober, wwghr ro be 
drunk in Fuly ; bur 1 hold it to be a great deal better 
that he w: nt to bed ſober, And Jet him alone, thou 
Man in the Moon ; yet hadſt thou but read a leaf in 
this admired Author , this aureum flumen , this toirens 
eloquentie , thou would'ſt have ſcorn'd to have been of 
the Water-pocts tribe , or Shel!ozs family ; Burt thou 
haſt never taſted berrer Ne&tar then out of Fennors 
Waſſail-Bowl 4 which hath fo rransformed him, thar 
his eyes look like two Tunaels, his noſe like a Faucer 
with the Spicker out, and therefore continually drop- 
ping , And the Almanack- makers, and Phyfitians are 
alike grand enemies of Sack : . As for Phyſirians, being 
fools, 1 cannot blame them if they negle& Wine, and 


. winiſter Simples z bur if 1 meer with you, 11: reach you 


another Receipr, | 
Sim. Why meet him, Tutor; you may caſily meer him, 
I know him,Sir, &> cognitione diltiaftd, & confuſa, 1 war 
rant you » Do you not ſmell] him, Tutor > | know who 
made this Almanack againſt drinking Sack. Ha, Stroffe, 
have 1 found thee, Stroffe > you will ſhew your ſelf, 1 ſee, 


when all is done,to be bur a Brewers Clark. 


Ariſt, Burt far berrer ſpeaks che divine Ennis againſt 
your Ale, and Barly- broth, who knew too full well the 
yertue of Sack, when Naaquam nife potus ad arma profpltit 
dicenda ; his verſes are in Latin,bur becauſe the audience 
are Scholars, I have tranſlated them inco Engliſh , that 
they may be underſtood, Here, read them 

I, Schol. There w a drink made of the Stygian Lale, 

Or elſe of the waters the Furics do make, 
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No name there us bad enouch by which i: to call, 

But yet as I wiſt, it is ycleped Ale ; 

Men drinh it thick, and piſſe ut out thin, 

Mi k'e filth by Saint Loy that it leaves within. 

But 1 of compl-xion am wndrous ſanguine, 

And will love by th* Marrow a cup of wine 3 

To live ia de!v2ht was ever my wonne, 

For I was Epicurus bu own ſon, 

That held opinion, that plainly delight 

Was very feltctty per fite, 

A bowl of Vine is wondrous good chear, 

To make one blith, buxome,aad deboarer ; 

*T will give me ſuch valour,aad ſo much courage; 

As canaot be ſound *twixt Hull and Carthage. 
Ariſt. But above the wit of human ty,the divine Virgil 

hath cxroil'd che Encomum of Sack, in theſe Verles, 
2.5chol, Fill me a Bowl of Sach with Roſes crown'd ; 

Fill't to the brim; tle have my temples bound 

with flaw:ry Chaplets, and this day permit 

Ay Genius to be free, and frolickit:s | 

Lit m:e diink deepythen fully warm'd with wine 

Ie chart Rncas praiſe,that every line 

Shall prove in-martal, till my moyſtacd quill 

Melt iato Virſeaand Nefar-like diſt! : 

I'm ſad, or du!l, till bowls brim filPd infuſe 

New life in me,ncw ſpirit in my Muſe : 

Bit once rovitd with Sack pleapny deſires 

Ia my «h1!db od kiadle ſuch afltive fiies, 

Thay my gray hairs ſeem fled, my wrinkled face 

Grown (mooth 45 Hebe*s,youth, and beauties grace, 

To my ſhrunk veins,fieſb blood and ſpirits bitag, 

Warm as the Summer, ſ\iightfull as the Spring 3 

Thei a'l the world is mine : Croeſus is poor, 

Compar*d with me ; he*s rich that ashs #0 more; 

Aad I in Sach bave all, which is to me 

My bome, my life, bealth, wealib, and liberty, 

Then I have conquer'd all ; I boldly dare 

HyTiophies with the Pelean youth compare , 


pin 
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Ariſtippus 
Bin 1 will equal; as his Sword , my Pen ; 
My conquer*d world of cares , bis world of men. 
Do not, Atrides , Neſtors ten deſire, 
But ten ſuch drinkers as that aged fire ; 
His ſtream of hont.d words flow*d from 'he Wine, 
And Sack his counſel was, as he was thine, 
ho ever purchas'd a wich Indren maine, 
But Bacchus firſt , and next the Spaniſh Wine ? 
Then fill my bowl , that if 1 die to moriow, 
Killag cares to day, 1 bave out-livd my ſorrow. 


Ariſt, Thus reſting in the opinion of chat admirable 
Port, I make this draught of Sack this LeQures period, 
Dixz. 

Sim. Dixi, doſt thou fay+ 1, and 1'le warrant thee 
the beſt D:xi in Cambridge : Who would fir poring on 
the learned Barbariſm of 1he School-men, thar by one 
ofthy Le&ures might confure them all, pro and con 7 1 
begin to hare diſtinRion , &+ afualiter , &* habitua- 
liter; yeta pox to ſee I cannor leave them nee princi- 
paliter, nec formatiter : yer 1 b:zgin to love the Fox 
berrer then ſubrilneſs, O Turor , Tutor, well might 
Fox be a Colledge Porter , that he might open the gares 
ro none bur thy Pupils. Gome, fellow Pupils, ifl did 
nar love you, I were x9-Spryue Tis cumes, and an 
abſurdity in the abſtra&, Ler's praaiſe, ler's praiſe ; 
for I'le follow the ſteps of my Tutor night and day- 
By this Sack, 1 Chall love this Philoſophy : Before IL 
heard this LeRure, Banks his horſe was an Ariſtotle 
in compariſon of me: 1 can laugh ro chink what a 
fooliſh Simplicius | was this morning , and how lear= 
nedly I ſha]l fleep this night, 

2 Schol, Sleep ro night ! why > that's no point. of 
your Phileſophy ; we muſt fir up late, and roar till we 
rattle the Welkin, Sleep | what haye we to do with 
Deaths Cater-coufin? do you think Nature gave Stars 
to ſleep by ; haye you not day enough to ſleep in , bur 
and ad db rei bd i ar 
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Sim, A Paradox ? let me be crawpt it Iflcep then; 
but what,muſt wee ſleep in the day then ? 

x. Schol. Yes, in the morning, 

Sim. And why in the morning > 

2, Schol. . Why, a pox of the morning, what have wet 
do with the ſober time cf the day > 

Sim, *Tis true ; 1 ſee, we may learn ſowerhing of ou 


fellow Pupils : and what muſt we donow, fellow Pupils) 
what muſt we do now ? 


I. Schol, Why, confer our notes. 

Sim. Whar is that ? 

24 Sthol. Why,conferring of nores is drinking of cups, 
half pors are ſaying of parts,and the finging of Catchy 


1s our reperition, 

Sim, Fellow Pupil, Ie confer a note with you. 

1. Schol. Gramercy, brave Lad , and it's a good one, 
excellent Criticiſme; 1 would not have loſt it for Erſte 


thixs and his Biſhoprick 2 it's a generall Rule, and true, 
without exception, 


Sim. Fellow Pupil, 11e confer a note with you too, 

2, Scho{, Fauh, let mie bave 1t, let's ſhare and ſhare like 
boon Raſcals. 

Sim, Ile ſay my part to you both, 

2. $:hol, By wy tioth, and you have a good memory, 
yo: have conn'd it quickly, fr. 

©3#, Bur what ſhall we havefor repetitions now 2 

2 « Schol,, 1, what for reperitions ? 

1« Scbol. Why, the Catch againſt the. School-men, in 
pra. {- of our Tutor Ariſtippus:can you fing,S:mplicius, 

Sim, How begins it, pray you ? 

x. Scho/, Ariftippus is better, 

Sim, O God, fir , when I was in the tate of igno- 
rance, 1 conn'd it without book, thinking it been a po+ 
ficion, : | 

A riflippns is better in every letter 
Thas Faber Pariſienſis 3 

Than Scotus, Soncinas,and Thomas Aquinasy 
Or Gregory Gandaven(is ; Tha 
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Than (ardau and Ramus , thas old Paludanus, 
Albertus and Gabriella ; 
Than Pico Mercatus, or Scaliger Natis, 
Than Nyphns , or Zabavella, 
Hortado, Trombetus were fools, with Toletus, 
Zanardus, ani will de Hales ; 
with Occam,Favellus ,and mad Argazel{us, 
Philoponus, and Natalis, | 
The Conciliato! was but a meer prater, 
And ſo was Avolinaris ; 
Fandunus, Plotinus , the Dunce Fugubinus ; 
With Maſtus, Savil, and Suarex , 
Fonſeca, Durandus, B.'canus , Holand us, 
Pererius, Avient ure ; 
01d Triſmegiſtus, whoſe Volumes bave miſt us, 
Ammonius, Bonaventure, 
Miranda, Comes, with Proc!us and Somes, 
And Guido the Carmelita ; 
The aominal Schools,and the Colledge of fools; 
No longer us my delieht a, 
Hang Brerewood and Carter in Crackentborps garter, 
Let Keckerman too bemoan us * 
Ile be no more beaten for greafic Fack Seaton, 
Or conning of San.lerſonus, 

The cenſure of Cato's ſhali never amate us , 
Thetr froſty beards cannot nip 1s 3 ; 
Your Ale is 00 muddy, good Sack is our ſtudy, 

Our Tutor is Ariſtippus. 


Enter the Wild man with two Brewtrs. 
wild. There they be ; now for the valour of Brewers, 
knock*um ſoundly 3 the old Rogue, that's he 3 do you nor 
ſee him there? foundly', ſoundly ; let him know whax 
companions good Beer has, 


They beat out Ariſtippus and tbe Scholars, 


wWild- man ſolus. 


Now Jer them know, that Beer is too ſtrong for themz 
SS: and 
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and ler me be hang if eyer 1 be milder to ſuch Raſcals 


they (hall find theſe bur ſtale courtefies, How gr 
He finds now ? what's hete> the learned Libray, 


ur 

pots the Ph.loſophical Volume > rheſe are the | 
books of the black Art ; 1 hate them wiſe | @n 

then Bella»mine, the golden Legend, or the Turkiſh Al- gm! 
coran , | wonder what vertue 3$ in this Pewrer»fac'{ A 


Aurthor,thatix ſhould make every one fall in love with 
it {ſo deeply ; Ile tiy if 1 can find any Philtrum, any hi 
love potion in it; by my Domne not a drop; of 
He finds © flul:wn ingenium hominam , to delight in 
empty pa- fuch vanit.es ! Sure theſe are Comments 
pers. on Tobacco z dry and juiceleſs vanities, lle 
try again , by my bond fide , but this dah 
reliſh ſome learning. St.1] better, an admirable wi 
rogue, & very flaſh. Ile turn another leaf ; fti]] berter; 
has the any more Authors like this > What's here, Arie 
ſlippus ? a molt incomperable Author, O Bodley, Bodley, 
thou haſt not ſuch a Book in all thy Library 3 here's one 
line worth the whole Vatican. O "Ariſiippus, would my |} 
brains had been broken out when I bruached thy Hoyſ- 
head : O cuiſt Brewers! and moſt accurſed am 1, to 
wrong ſo learned a Philoſopher as Ariſizppus ! What 
penance is enough to clear me fiom this unpardonable 
oftence > twenty purgations are too little 3 le ſuck up all 
my Reer in Toaſts to appeaſe him, and afcerwards live by 
my Wife and Hackneyes , O thar I had never undertook 
this ſelling of Beer ! I might have kept my houſe with 
Fellows Commons,and never have come to this : Bur now 
1 am a W:ld-man, and my houſe a Bedlam. Ariſtzppus, A+ 
riſtippus, Ariſtippws \ | 
Enter Medico de Campo, | 
IAMed. How now, neighbour 11ld- man ! 
wild. O Ariſlippus , Ariftippus | what ſhall I dofor 
thee, Ariflippus > | 
Med, What extafic is this ? 
wild. O Ariſtippus, Ariſflippus ! what ſhall 1 do for 
thee, A!iſtippys > G, | 
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Med, Why, *neighbour wild-man? diſcloſe your 
oriefs to mee 3 I am a Surgeon , and perchance may 
cure *um- 

wild. O cry you mercy , you are the welcomeſt man 
on earth, Sir, Signior Medico de Campo, the velcomeſt 
man living, the onely man 1 could haye w.ſhed ior, O 
Ariftippus, Ariſtivpus ! | 

Med. Why,what's the marter, neighbour > O, I hear 
he has ſeduced away your Pariſhoners 3 is this the cauſe 
of your lamentation ? 

wild. O no, Sirza learned Philoſopher, one that 1 love 
with my ſoul 8 bur in my rage I cannot tell you, Sir, it is 
a diſmal tale, the ſharpeſt Razor in your ſhop would rurn 
edge ar it. | 

Med, Never fear it « 1 have one was ſent from a— 
faith I cannot think on's name, a great Emperour, he 
that 1 did the great cure on 3 you have heard on'tI am 


ſure ; 1 fetched his h:ad from China, after it had been 


there a fortnight buried , and ſer it on his ſhoulders 
_ , and made him as lively as ever 1 ſaw him in my 
lite: and yet to ſee I ſhould nor think on's name, O, 
I have it now, Prieſter Fobny a pox on't , Preſter John, 
*twas he, 1 faith, *rwas Preſter John; 1 might have 
had his daughter, if 1 had nor been a fool, and have liv'd 
like a Prigce all the dayes of my life ; nay,and perchance 
have inherited the Crown after his death ; bur a pox on'r, 
her lips were too thick for me: and that I ſhould nor 
think on Preſter John | 
Wild.O Ariſtippus, Ariflippus) pox on your Prefler obs, 
Sir, will you thinkon Ariſtippus ? 
Med, What ſhould 1 do with him ? 
wild, Why, in my rage, Sir , I have almoſt kil- 
I, and now would have you cure him in ſober ſad- 
neſs , 
Med, Why, call him our, Sir. 
Eater Simplicins, 
Wild, Sir, yonder comesone of his Pupils, 
Med, Salve,M.Simplicins. _ 
 Yq Sim; 
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Sim. Salve me 3 *tis but a Surgeons complenaenit; $ig! 
nior Medico de Campo;bur you are welcome,fir, my Tutor 
wants help, Are you there, You #ſquebaugh Raſcal , with 
your M:theglin juice: le r-ach you,hr,to break a Philo. 
ſophers pate : Ile make you leave your diſtin&ions, as well 
as | have done, 

mild. O pardon , pardon mc, 1 repent, fir, hear. 
tily; O Aviſtappus, Ariſtippus, 1 have b:oken thy head, 
Ariſtippas , bur Ile give thee a plaiſter , Ariſizppus, Ativ 
fiippus . 

Med, I pray, fir, bring him out in his Chair,and if 
the houſe can furniſh you with barbers proviſion, ler all be 
1n readineſs, 

Exit Simylicius. 

#1. Pray,Sir,do you think yau can cure him? 

Med, Him > why neighbour, do you not remember the 
Thumb ? 

Wild, What of the Thumb ? 1 have not heatd of it az 

er, lir, 
! Med, Why , th: Thumb, the Thumbz do you net 
know the cure of the Thumb > 


wild. No, fir, bur 1 pray tell the cure of the Thutnb: , 


do you ſtill remember't, fir > 

Med. Remember't ? 1, and perfeRly, 1 have it at my 
fingers ends , and thus it is. Two Gentlemen were 
fghting, one loſt his Thumb ; I by chance coming by, 
rock it up, pur it iN my pocket: ſome rwo months after, 
meeting the Gentleman, | ſet on his Thumb again : and 
if he were now in Cambridge . J could have his hand to 
ſhew for*rt. Why , did you ne*re hear of the Thumb, 
o > tis ſtrange you never heard meeſpeak of rhe Thumb, 

It 


E ner three Scholars bringing forth Ariſhppus 
1 his Chatr. 


x. *<h11. Signior de Mcdico (ampo,if you have any Art 


or Skill , ſhew it now ; you never had a more deſerving 


Patient, 
| Med, 


Aviſtippus.  yrg 
Med, Yer 1 have had many and royall ones too; 1 have 
Jone _ cures beyond ſcas, that will not be believed in 
England 

C Schol. Very likely fo: and Cures in Eagland, thar 
will not be believed bcyond ſeas,nor here neither ; for in 
this kinde,half the world are infidels. 

Med, The great Turk can witnefſe, I am ſure, the 
eyes that he weares were of my making. 

3. Schol. He was then an eye-witneſs , bur I hope he 
wears ſpeacles, Signor, 

Med. Why, won't you believe it ? why, I tel] you T 
aw able to ſay*r, I ſaw it my ſelf ; 1 cur'd the K:ng of 
Poland of a Wait on's Noſe,and Betblem Gabor of a Ring= 
worm, 

1+ Scho!. The one with Raw Beef, and the other with 
ink-horns, 

Med.Pox on your ald Wives medic'nes,the worſt of my 
ingredients is an Unicorns horn, and Bezoars ſtone: Raw 
Beef and Ink- horns ! Why , 1 cured Sberley in the grand 
Sophie's Court in Perſia , when he had been bur rwice 
ſhot through w.ch Ordnance , and had two Bullers in 
each thigh, and ſo quickly, that he was able at night co 
lie with his Wife the Soph.e's Nicce, and beger 2 whole 
Church of Chriſt:ans ; and could this be done with Raw 
Beef and Ink- hains ? 

Sim, No ſure, this could not h.ve been done with- 


_— and Green. ſauce , or an Oat-meal Poultics at 
cal, 

M-d. The King of Ruſſia had died of the Worms, but 
for a Powder I ſent him, 

2. Schol. Some of that , you mean, thir ſtuck on the 
Buller which you rook our of Sherley's Legs. 

Med, In the fiege of Oftent , 1 gave the Durches of 
Avufiria a Receipt ro keep her Smock from being ani- 
_—_ » When ſhe had nor ſhifted it of a Twelve mog 
neth, 

x. Schol. Believe mee , and that was a Cure beyond 
Scoggins Fleas, 

SS #1 ' Med. 
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Med, 1 am able by the virtue of one Salve to hal | + 


all rhe wounds and breaches in Bohemia. 

2. Schol. 1, and cloſe up the Bung-hole in the greg 
Tub at Heidelburg, i warrant you, 

Med. 1 cur'd i State of entice of a Drophie, the 
Low- Countieys of a Lethargy z and if it had nor been 
Treaſon, I had cur'd the Fiſtula, that it ſhould have 
dropt no more then your noſe, By one dram on a 
knifes point, I reſtored Mansfield to his full Qrengrh 
'and Forces, when he had no men left, but was one 
Skin aud bones, I made an arm for Brunſwick with (g 
great art and kill, as nature her ſelf could not hay 
mended it ; which had it not come too late after hi 

' death, would haye done him as much ſetvice as tha 
which was ſhot off, 

2. Scbol. 1 caly believe that, 1 faith. 

Med, I could make Purgation, that ſhould fo ſcour 
the cas, that never a Durk iþ durſt ſhew his head, 

1. Schol. By my faith, anJ that would be a good 
Stare glyſter, | 

Mecd. 1 have done as great wonders as theſe, when 
I extrated as much chaſtiry f om a SanRimony in the 
Eagliſh Nunnery, as cur'd the Pope of his lechery, 

2. Schol. And yer had as much left, as ſery'd five 
Cardina)son Faſting days, 

Med. And there was no man in the Real of 
France, either Freuch, or Spaniſh, or 1talias Doors, 
bur my (c'f, that durſt undertake the King of France 
his Cornes, and afterwards having cur'd h.m, I drank a 
Health ro him. 

Sim. Wonld we had the pledging on'rt, O happy 
man that has conferr'd a note with the King of 
France | 

Med. And do you ſeem to miſdoubr my kill, and 
ſpeak of my art with Ifs and Ands> Do you take me 
for a Montebank ? and hath mine own tongue been 
ſo filent in wy praiſe, that you have not heard of my 


Skill > 
2:Sch0k, 


} 


_ gend, 
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. 2; Scho!, No, pardon us , Signior , onely the danger 


| our Tutor is in makes us ſo ſuſpicious ; we know your, 


Kill, fir, we have heard Spain and your own tongue ſpeak 
Joud on't ; we know beſides,that you are a Traveller, and 
therefore give you leave to relate your words with ay- 
thority. | 

Med. Danger > what danger can there be, when I am 
his Surgeon » 

1. Scho! His head , fir, is ſo wonderfully bruiſcd, ir is 
almoſt paſt cure, 

Med. Why, whar if he had never a head > Am nor I 
2ble ro make him one} Or, if it were beaten ro a« 
romes , 1 could' ſer it togerher , as perfeRly as in the 
womb. 

Ji1d. Believe me neighbour,burt that would be as grear 
a wonder,as the Thumb, or Prefier John's head. 

Med. Why z 1le tell you, fir , whart 1 did, a far greater 
wonder than any of theſe, was a Travellers 

2, Schol. There'was no ſuch great wonder in that, bur 
what may be believed, 

Med, And another friend of mine travelled with 
me ; and to b: ſhort, I came into the Country of the 
Canibals, where miſſing my friend, 1 ranto ſeek him, 
and came ar laſt into a Land where 1 ſaw a company 
feeding on him, they had caten half of him, I was very 
penſive at his misfortune , or rather mine : at laſt I be- 
thovghr mee of a Powder that 1 had abour me, I purir 
into their Wine , they had no ſooner drunk of ir, bur 
they preſently diſgo'ged their Romacks , and fell aſleep ; 
I, fir, gathered up the miſerable morſels of my friend, 
placed them rogcrher , and reſtored him to be a pers 
fet man again ; and if he were here till alive, he 
were able ro w.rneſfe it himſelf; and do you think I 
cannot cure a Ten-groars dammage ,. or a crack'd 
Crown ? 

x. Schol, Good Sigrior , make no ſuch delay, cure 
him , and have one wonder more to fill up your Le- * 


Med, 
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Med. Here hold the Baſon , you the Napkins, and 
= Mr Simplicius the Boxes , what ſhall we have tolyy 

is feet upon > By my troth , fir , he is wonderfully 
hurt, his Pja mater , i perceive , is clean out of Joint, 
of the twenty Bones of the Cranium , there is hur 
three onely whole , the reſt are miſerably crvſhed, and 
broken,and two of his Sutures are clcan periſhed, onely 
the Sag#tal remains free from violence ; the four Ty. 
nicles of his eyes are thied-bare z rhe HMeniny of his 
ear is like a cut Drum, and the Hammers loſt ; there 
3s not 2 Cartilago in his Head worth three pence, the 
rop of his Noſe is dropt away , there is not a Muſcle 
lefr in the Cavities of his Noſt:ils , his Deates molares 
are paſt grinding , his pallate is Joſt, and with it his Guz- 
elio; yer if he can ſwallow, 1 warrant his drinkirg 
ſate : Help, open his mouth. So,ſo,his Throat is ſound; 
he*s wel! I warrant you ; now give him a Cup of Sack : 
ſo,let me chafe his Temples: pat this Powder into another 
Glafle of Sack . and my life for his, he is as ſound as the 
b:& of us all, Ler down his Legs, How do you,fir > 

Arift, Why , as young as the Morning , all life, and 
ſoul, not a dram of body ; I am newly come back from 
Hell, and have feen ſo many of my acquaintance 
there , that 1 wonder whoſe Art hath reſtored me to 
life again. 

1. Scho!, The Catholick Biſhop of Barbers , the ve- 
ry . M-rtopolitan of Surgeons, Sigator de Medica 
Campo . 

2. Scho”, One that hath engrofled all Arts to himſelf, 
as if be had the Monopoly, 

I. Schol. The one'y Hoſpital of Sores, 

2. Schd. And Spirtle-houſe of infirmities, Signior de 
M edico Campo. 


1. Schol, One that is able ro undo the Company of. 
Barber-Surgeons,and Colledge of Phyſitians, by making 


all diſcaſes fly the Country, 


2. Sthol, Yea he is able to give his $kill ro whom | 
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he pleaſe, by AQ of Deed, or bequeath it by Legacy 
bur he is determined as yet to entail it to his Heirs 
males for ever, 

1. Schol. Sir, death ir ſcIf dares not anger him, for 
fear he (ſhould beggar the Sextons, by ſuffering no 
Gravero be made z he can chuſe whether any ſhall die, 
or no, 

2, Schol. And he do's't with ſuch celerity, that a 
hundred Pieces of Ordnance in a Pitch'd Field could 
not in a whole day make work enovgh to imploy him 
an hour z you owe him your life, fir, J'le aſſure you, 

Aviſt. Sir, J do owe you my life, and all that is 
mine: think of any thing that lieth in the compaſs of 
my Philoſophy, and *tis your own 

Med, J have Gold enough, Sir, and Philoſophy e- 
nough, for my houſe is paved with Philoſophers ones; 
mine onely de fire js, that you forgive the rage of this 
Wilde-man, who is heartily ſorry for his offence to 
ou, 
wild, O reverend Philofopher, and Alchimy of une 
gerſtanding, thou veiy Sack of Sciences, thou noble 
Spaniard, thou Catholick Monarch of Wines, Arche 
duke of {auary, Emperour of the ſacred Sherry, par- 
don me, pardon my rudeneſs, and } will forſwear thar 
Dutch Herefie of Engliſh Beer, and che Witchcraft of 
Middleton's Warer, J'le turn my fſclf into a Gown, 
and be a profeſt Diſciple of Ariſtippus. 

Arift, Give him a Gown then, ere we admit him 
to our LeRure hereafter, Now noble Signior Medico 
de Campo, if you will walk in, let's be very Jovial and 
merry, 'tis my ſecond birth-day, let's in, and drink a 
Health to the company, 


I'ecare not for money, riches, 0! wealth, 
Old Sack 14 our money, old Sack is ourhealth, 
Then let's flock hither, 
Like Birds of a ſcather, 
To drigk, to fling, 
74 
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To laugh 4nd ſing, 
Conſerring our notes together, 
Conſerving our notes together, 
Come let us laugh, let us drink , let us be, 
The Winter with us ts as good as the Spiine, 
Te care not a feather 
For winde, or for weather, 
But night and day 
We ſport and play, 
Conſerriag our notes together, F 
Conf.rring our aotes together, 


Sim, Heark, they are drinking your Healths within, 
and I muſt haye itt; I am onely left here to offer my 
Snpolicat to you,that my Grace may paſs 3 and then if x 
may commence in your apptobation, I will take a Degree 
in Drinking $3 and becauſe I am turned a jovial mad 
Raſcal, ! have a great defire to be a Mid-Summer Bach's 
lor, 1 was onely ſtaid to ask your leave to go out, Exit, 


-. 
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LSTSNSSN SUSKISAS 
The PEDL ER. 


As it was preſented ina ſtrange Shew, 


- 


Generous Centlemen, 
; Uch is my affe:Rion ro Phoebus , and 


| "Wy ej the ninety nine Muſes , for the benefit 
Wat SINN of this Royal Univerſity, I have 
RAS WA trodlcd over three of the Terreſtrial 
{ Globes with my Geomerrical rambl- 
ing, viz, the Aſia of the Dolphin, the 
: Africa of the Roſe, and the America 
of the Miter, beſides the terra w3cognita of many an Ale= 
houſe, And all for your ſakes, whom 1 know to be the 
divine Brats of Helicon , the lawfull b:gotren Baſtards of 
the thiice three Siſters,the learned Filly-toals ro Monſteur 
Pegaſus, Arch hackney to the Students of Parnaſſus ; 
Therefore 1 charge you by the ſeven deadly Sciences, 
which you more ſtudy then rhe three and four liberal 
ſins, that your ha, A he's may be recompence of wy 
ridiculous endeavours. 

I have been long in travel ; bur if your laughter give 


my Embrion Jefls bur ſafe deliverance, I dare maincain 
it inthe throat of Eirope, Feronymo rifing from his naked 
bed was nor ſo good a Midwife, | 

But I ſce you have a great deſire to know what pro- 
fellion 1 am of : firſt, therefore , hear what 1 am nor. I 


am not a Lawyer ,. for I hope you ſee no i 
1@y 
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honeſty about me, and I ſwear by theſe ſweerlips, m 


breath ſtinks not of any ſtage ations : 1 am no foul. | 


dier, althouph my heels be better then my hands by 
the whips of Mars and Btllona , I could never en- 
dure the {mell of Salt peter, ſince, the laſt Gun-poy. 
der-trcaſon ; the voice of a Mandrake to me is {weeter 
Mufick then thoſe Maxims of wars, thoſe terrible 
Cannons; 1 am nv Townſman, unleſs there be rut- 
ting in Cambridge, for you ſee my Head without Horns: 
1 am no Alderman, for 1 ſpeak true Eng/iſh ; 1 am no 
Juſtice of Peace, for 1 ſwear by the honeſty of a Mitti- 
mus, the venerable Bench ne*re kiſt my worſhipful 
Burtocks: Il am no Alchimiſt, for though I am poor, I 
have not broke out my brains againſt the Philoſophers 
ſtone: 1 am no Lotd, and yet methinks 1] ſhould, forl 
have no lands: I am no Knight, and yer I have as 
empty pockets as the pioudeſt of them all :1am no 
Landlord, bur ro Tenants at will : 1 am ne Inns of 
Court Gentleman, for 1 have not been ſtewed through- 
ly at the Temple,though 1 have been half.codled a Cam- 
bridge : Now do you expe& that I ſhould fay lam a 
Scholar ? but 1 thank my lars, 1 have more wit then 
ſo: why, 1 am net wad yet: I hope,ny better Genius 
will ſhield me from a thred bare black Cloak, ir looks 
like a piece of Belx cbb*'s Livery, AScholar ; What ? 
I do not mcan my. brains ſhould drop through my 
Noſe: no. If I was what | wiſh, 1 could but hope to 
\ be: bur 1 am a noble, generous, underſtanding, royal, 
m3gn:ficent, rel-gious,, heroical, and thrice illuſtrious 
Pedler, 

Bur what is a Pedler > why, whar's that to you ? yet 
for the ſatisfaftion of him whom ] moſt reſpe&, my 
right honourable ſelf, 1 will define him, 

A Pedler is an Individuum vagum, or the Primum 
mobile of Tradeſmen, a walking Burſe, or moveable 
Exchange,a Socratical Citizen of the vaſt Univerſe, or 
a Peripaterical Journey-man, that like another Atlas 
carries his heavenly Shop on's ſhoulders, x 


The Pedlay, 3 


1am a Pedlar, and I ſell my ware 


This brave Saiat Baithol, or zz Sturbridge Fait ; 


Fle ſell all for laughter, that's all my gains, 
Such Chapmen ſhould be laugh d at for their pains, 
Come buy my wits, which 1 have bither browght ; 
For Wit 15 never good til it be boneht, 
Let me not bear all back, buy ſome the while; 
If laughter be too dear, take't for a ſmile. 

My trade 1 jeſttag now, or quibble- ſpeaking 3 
Strange trade, you'l ſay, for. it's ſet up with breaking ) 
My Shop and I am all at your command, 

For lawful Engliſh laughter pard at hand, 

Now will 1 truſt no more ; it were in vain 

To break, and make a Craddock of my brain. 
Half have not paid me yet : firſt, there is oze 
Owes me a quart for his declamation ; 

Anothers moraings draught us not yet paid 

For four Epiſiles at the Eleflion made ; 

Nor dare I croſs him who does owe 4s yet 

Three clls of jeſts to line Priorums wit. 

But here*s a Courtier has ſo long a Bill. 

'Twill fright him to beho!d it, yet 1 will 

Relate the ſums : Item, be owes me firſt 

For an Imprimis ©: but what erieves me worſt, 
A dainty Epigram on. his Spanzels tail 

(oft me an hour, beſides five pots of Ale, 

Item, an Anagram on bis Miſtris name, 

Item, the ſpeech wh:rewith be courts his Dame 3 
And an old blubber'd ſcowling Flevue 

Upon bis Maſters Dogs ſad Exequy : 

Nor can 1 yet the time exatily gather, 

when 1 was paid for an Epitaph on's Father $ 
Beſedes be ever yet gave me content 

For the uew coyning of*'s laſt Complement. 
Should 1 ſpeak all, bet ſpoken to his praiſe, 
The total ſum is, what be thinks or ſays, 

I will 2ot let you run ſo much 0th? ſcore, 

Poor Duck-Lang braine, truſt me, I's 1r1ſt no 119ie- 
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Sball's jeſt for nought > bave you all conſcience loft ? 
Or do you think our Sack did nothing coſt ? 
Well, then it muſt be done as | bave ſaid, 

I needs muſt be with preſent laughter paid : 
1 am a free man, for by this ſweet Rhime, 
The fellows know F bave ſecur'd the time. 
Yet rf you pleaſe t0 grace my poor adventures, 
I'm bound to you ia more then tea Indenturess 


Burt a pox on. She{tons fury, 1'le open my Shop in 
honeſter Proſe 3; and firſt, Gentlemen, I'le ſhew you 
half a dozen of incomparable Points, 

] would give you the definition of Points, bur that J 
th.ik you have them at your fingers ends ; yer for 
your berter underſtanding, 

A Point is no body, a common term, an extreme 
fricnd of a good mans longitude, whoſe center and cir- 
cumference join in one diametrical oppoſirion ro your 
equi-lateral Doublet:, or cqui-crural Breeches, Bur to 
ſpcak to the Pointe, though not to the purpoſe, 

1, The ſt Point is a Point of Honeſty, bur is almoſt 
worn ont, and has neyer been in requeſt fince Trunk, 
hoſe anq4 Codepiece- Breeches went our of fa(hion it's 
made of fimplicity-Ribbon, and ragged with plain: deal- 
ing . if there be any knaves among you, ( as | hope 
you are not all fouls ) faith buy this Point of Honeſly 
and the b-{t uſe you can purtit to, is ro tie the band of 
atf:&ion, Bur 1 fear this Point will knd no Chap-man ; 
ſome cf 1 ou had rather ſell, th:zn with Demoſthenes buy 
honeſty at roo dear a rate, Oh I would wiſh thar the 
Breeches of Burſers, Stewards, Taxers, Receivers, and 


Auditors were trufſed with theſe honeſty-poinrs; bur - 


ſome will not be ried ro ir, But whiſt, Tom: ; it is dans 
gcrous untrufling the time, / 
2- The next is a Point of Knavery, but I bave enough 

of chem already; yet becauſe 1 am Icth ro carry mine 
ary longer about me, who gives me moſt ſhall rake 
it, and the Dey) give him good on't, This Poins is cut 
TL Ron out 
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out of villanous Sheeps-vkin parchment in a Scriveners 
ſhop, tagg'd with the gold of a Ring, which the Pillory 
robb'd him of when :t borrowed his ears $ if he do bur 
faſten this to the few Doubler of a youug Squire, it 
will make him grew ſo corpulent in the middle, thar 
there will be nothing bur Waſte. This Point of Knave- 
ry has been a man in his days, and the beſt of the Pa- 
zh ; fourteen of rhem goro a Bakers dozen, 

The definition of him may be this : A Point of Kna» 
yery is an occult quality tied on ariding knot, the ber- 
ter to play faſt and looſe ; he was born in Buckram, 
has run through all Offices in the Pariſh, and now 
ſtands ro be Prefident of Bride-well ; where I leave 
him, hoping ro ſee him truſs'd ar Tiburn, 

3. Among all my Points, a Point of Ignorance is the 
very Alderman of the dozen, This is the richeſt Poinr 
in my pack, and is never out of faſhion at Innes of 
Court, If you buy this Point, you are arrant fools 3 
for I'le give you this gifr, chat you ſhall have it in 
ſpite of your teeth. 

4. The next is a Point of good Manners, that has 
been long loſt amongſt a crowd of Clowns, becauſe it 
was on!y in faſhion on this (ide Treat, 

This Point is almoſt found in our Colledge, and L 
thank the heavens fort, it begins to be ragg'd with 
Latine ; it hath been much defij'd, bur 1 hope to ſee it 
clean waſh*d away with the ſupe of good Government, 

This Point, to g-ye you a little inkling of ir, begins 
from the due obſeryance of a Freſh-man to Sophiſters, 
and there it ends with a cede majoribus, 

5, Nexr Point is a Point of falſe DoRrine, ſnatch'd 
from the cod-piece of a long-winded Puritan « the breath 
of Arminius will rot in um : Tag him with a piece of 
Apechrypha, and he breaks in ſunder : truſs him to the 
Surplice, and his breeches will preſently fall down wah 
the thought of che Whore of Babyloz | 

He hates Unity and Church-diſcipline fo far, that you 
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and he will make exce)lent rings for a Geneva Bible; 
I would have theſe Points anathematized from all th: 
religious Breeches in the company; *ris made of a danges 
rous ſtubborn Leather, ragg*d at one end with ſelf. com 
ceit, at the other with wiltul opinion + this point is fit for 
no ſervice z but Luctſers Cacotruces, Bur why talk 1 
long of rhis Point ? it 1s pity it is not licenſed, 

6, If you l.ke my Points, why do you not buy> IE you 
would have a more full Point, I can furniſh you with 
a Pcriod : I have a Parenvheſis , ( bur that may be lt 


out, ) I know not how you affe& thoſe Points; butl | 


love them ſo well , that 1 grieve at the ignorance of my 
infancy , when my moſt audac.ous Toes durſt play a 
ſ-urn- point, 


who will not pity Points, whea each man ſces 

To begging they are fall'n upon their knees ? 

Though 1 beg pity, think 1 do not ſear 

Cenſuriag critich whelps ; 19 point, Monſeur : 

If you hate Pornts, and theſe like merry ſpeeches, 
You may want Points for to truſs up your Breeches., 
And from the Gloſe ſtool may be acver move, 
1hbat batzag Points doth claſps and heepcys love, 
Bia if my Porats have here at all offended, 

I'le tcll you a way, bow all ſhall be amended : 
Speak to the Point, and that ſhall anſwer, Friend, 
All 14 not woith apoiat, and there's an nd, 


Then the Pedlar brought farth a Looking-Glaſs, 


The next is a Looking Glaſs ; bur I'le pur it up a- 
gain ;z for I dare not be ſo bold as to ſhew ſome of you 
your own faces; yer I will, becauſe it bath ſtrange ope- 
Yat.ons, VI, 

If a crackt Chamberemaid dreſs her ſelf by this 
Looking-Glaſs , ſhe ſhall dream the next night ot rape. 
her Lord, or making her Miſtreſs a (he-Cuckold, an 
ſhall marry a Chaplain, the next Living tar falls, 
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If a lale Court-Lady look on this RefleRion, ſhe may 
ſee her old face through her new complexion, 

AnUſerer cannot ſee his Conſcience in it, nor a Scrive« 
ner his ears, ; 

If a Townſman peep into it, his 4ecoxs furniture is 
no longer inviſible, Corrupt takers of Bribes may read 
the price of their Conſciences in ir, 

Some fellowes cannot ſee the face of a Scholar in it, 1f 
one of our Jewel-nos'd, carbuncl'd, rubrick;bonifac*r, can 
venture the danger of ſeeing their own faces in't, the poor 
Bafilisks will kill themſelves by refleRi on. 

If a blind man ſec his face in this, he ſhall recover his 
eyc-lighr, 

Bur I ſee no pleaſure in the contemplation of it ; for 
when I look into it, I find my ſelf inclined to ſuch a dan- 
gerous diſeaſe, that I fear I cannor live here above four 
years longer : Howſoever, I hope, after my deceaſe, we 
ſhall drink the parting blow, 


If any this Lookitig- Glaſs diſerace, 

It is becauſe be dares not ſee his face : 

Then what 1 am, 1 will not ſee (ſaith) ſay; 

"Twas the Whores argument, when ſhe threw't aw.y. 


Then the Pedlar brought forth a Box of Cerebrum. 
Bur now conſidering what a Philoſophical vacuum 


there is in moſt of our Cambridge Noddles , 1 have 
here to ſell a ſoveraign Box of Cerebrum , which 


. by Lullius his Alchymy was extrated from the quin- 


tefſence of Ariſtotles Pericranium , ſod in the ſinciput of | 
Demoſthenes ; the fire being blown with the long- 
winded blaſt of a Ciceroniaz ſentence, and the whole 
Confe&ion boiled from a Pottle to a Pint, in the Pipe 
kin of Scueca, We owe the firſt invention of it to Sir 
Joba Mandevile .the perfe&ion of it to Tom of Odcombe 
who ferch'd it from the gray-headed Alpes in the 
Hobſoxs Wagpon of epeiencs ; I ſycar as Perſians 

2 3 ulcs 
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uſe, by this my Coxcomb , this Magazine of immor. 
tal Roguery : Bur for this Box of Brains , you had nat 
Jaughed ro night, Buy this box of Brains, and the tenure 
ef your wit ſhall be ſoccage, whereas now it is but fee« 
fimple, 

Theſe Brains have very admirable yertues , and ye 
ſtrange operations : four drops of it in the ear of a Laws 
yer wiil make him write true Latin 3 rhree grains will fill 
the Capital of an Univerſity Gander 3 the rerreftrial 
head of a High-Conſtable will be contemed with half a 


dram; three ſcruplcs and a half will ll rhe brain-pan & 
a Banbury brother, 


Come buy my Brains, you ignorant Gulls, 
And ſuinſh bere your empty ſculls ; 

Pay you laughter as t's fit , 

To the learned Pedlar of wit : 

LH umchly come,and quickly buy, 

O1 V'le ſhut my Shop, and fools you”l die. 
If your Coxcombs you would quoddle, 
Here buy Brains to ſill your noddle. 

# bo buys my Brains, learns quickly here 
To make a Probleme mn a year ; 

Shall underſtand the predicable, 

And the predicament al Rabble : 

who buys them not ſhall die a fool 

An exoterick in the School : 

Who bas not theſe, ſhall ever paſs 

For a great acromatical Aſs. 

Buy then this Box of Rrains ; who buys not tt 
Sball a:ver ſuifet upon too much wits 


Then the Pedlar brought forth a Whetſtone, 


Bue leaving my Brains, 1 come to a wore profitable 
Commodity z for, conſidering how dull half the Wirs of 
the Liniverbiry be, 1 rhoughr it Bot ihe works rratfique to 
fell Wherflongs | This 


T mor. 
ad nox 
tenure 
it fees 


| ve 

Las 
Il 611 
trial 
alf a 
N of 


The Pedlar. 33k 
This Whetſtone will ſer ſuch an edge upon your in« 
yentions , that it will make your ruſty Iron Brains pu- 
rer Meral then your Brazen Faces, Wher bur the Knife 
of your Capacities on this Wherſtone , and you may pre- 
ſume to dine at the Muſes Ordinary, or ſup at the Oracle 
of Apollo, 1t this be nor true, 1 ſwear by the Doxies pet= 
ticoats, that I'le never hereafcer preſume of a better yo- 
cation, then ta live and die the miſerable faRor of Coe 
NyeSKINS, 


Then the Pedlar brought out Gloves, 


I have allo Gloves of ſeveral qualities : rhe firſt is a 
pair of Qloyes made for a Lawyer, made of an entire 
Loadſtone , that has the vertue ro draw Gold unto it : 
-s were perfumed with the Conſcience of an Uſecrer , 
and will keep ſene till wrangling have left weſtminſter 
Hall ; they are ſcamed with lndenture , by rhe Needle- 
work of Mortgage, and fringed with a Noverint univerſs, 
I would ſhew- you more , bur ir is againſt the Statute , 
becauſe a Latitat hath been ſerved lately upon them ; 
and few of you need any Gloyes, for you wear Cordo- 
vant hands, 


Night Caps, | 
My next Commodities are ſeveral Night-caps, but they 
dare not come abroad by Candle-light, The firſt is lined 


with Fox-furr, which 1 bope to ſell tro ſome of the Sophi- 
ſters : it hath an admirable faculty for curing the Crapula, 
above the vertue of lvie, ot bitter Almonds; nay, the Por. 
tage=por's not comparable unto it, | 

L have another fir for an Alderman , which Aeon 
by his laſt Will and Teſtament bequeathed to the City 
as a principal Charter ; it was of Diana's own: making : 
Albumaxars Otacouſiicon was but a Chamber-pot in com- 


pariſan, 


I could fir all heads with Night: caps except your 
gravs ovgrenile deraphyical beads +. Marty , whcy 2's 
| * 4 Ws 
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ſo rranſcendent,that they will not be comprehended with 
in the predicament of a Night-cap, 


Riffs. 

I have alſo ſeverall Rufts: Firſt, a Ruffe of pure Hol. 
land for a Dutch drunkard, a Ruff of Cobweb-Lawn for 
the Univerſity Statutes : 1 have a Ruft for the Colledge 
too 3 but by this badge of our Colledge ( my Reverend 
Lamb-skins) our back-birers ſay, our Colledge Rufts are 
quite our of Rock, 1 haye no more Ruffs but onegand tha = 
15 2 Ruff of ſtrong Hemp ; you may have them who will, 
at the Royal Exchange of Tyburn. 

As for plain Bands, if you find any in a Scriveners 
ſhop, there is good hopes honeſty will come in faſhion 
again, . 

_ you will nor Beſtow your money on ſuch rifles: 
why, 1 have greater wares, 

Will you buy any Parſonages, Vicarages, Deanries, or 
Picbendaries > 

The price of one is his Lordſhips crackt Chambers 
maid ; the other is the reſerving of his Worſhips Tithes : 
or you may buy the Knights Horſe three hundred pound 
roo dear, who, to make you amends in the bargain , will 
draw you on fairly ro a Vicarage, 

There be many tricks ; bur the downright way is three 
years purchaſe, Come, bring in your Coin ; Livings are 
Majo'i ta pretio,then in the days of Doomſday Book ; you 
muſt give Prefents for your preſentations : there may be 
ſeverall means for vour Inſtitutions , but'rhis is the onely 
way 6 Inductien thatever I knew . But 1 ſee you are nor 
mindcd ro meddle with any , wy honeſt Leviticall Fare. 
mers, 


The Pedler took out a Wench made of A labaſter, 


But now expeR the Treaſures of the World, the Trea- 
fures cf the Earth digg'd from the Mines of my more 


then 134ian' paunch , Wipe your eyes, that no envious. 
, | clouds 
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clouds of muſty humours may bar your ſight of the hap- 
pineſs of ſo rare an objeR, | 


Come from thy Palace, beauteous Dneen of Greece, 
Swret Hellen of the world,viſe like the mern, 

Clad in the ſmock of night, that all the ſtars 

May loſe their eyes, and then grow blinde, 

Rua weeping to the Man #ih* Moon, 

To borrow hus Dog to lead the Spheres a begging, 
Fare Empreſs of out ſouls, whoſe Charcoal flam:s 
Burn the poor Colts foot of amazed hearts, 

View the dumb A udience thy beauty ſpics, 

Aad then amaz'd with grief, laugh out thine eyes. 


Here's now a rare beauty; O, how all your fingers 
iech , who ſhould be the firſt Chapman | This will be 
a dainty friend in a corner, And were't not better to. em= 
brace this pretty Shambles of beaury, this errant Poultry 
of perfe&ion, then ro rumble our ſoapy Laundreſles ? Is 
this like your draggle-tail'd Bed-makers ? when a man 
ſhall lie with Sea -coal»aſhes,and commir adultery with the 
duſt of his Ghamber > 

Methinks this peerleſs Paragon of complexion ſhould 
be better countenanced ; he ſhould ſer a ſharper edge on 
your apperites, then all the three- penny Cutlers in Cam» 
bridgp. 2k 

I ama man as you are, and this naughty fleſh and 
blood will never leave rempring 3 yer 1 proteſt by the 
ſweer ſole of th.s incomparable ſhe, I never had any 
acquaintance with the prerty Libraryes of fleſh , bur 
onely this ; This is the ſubje& of my Muſe ; this L 
adorn'd with- coſtly Epigrams , and ſuch curious Ene 
comiums , as may deſerve immortality in the Chambers 
pn of Helicon . And thus my Furor Poeticus doth ace 
C0 rs 


Fair Madam, thee whoſe every thing 


Deſerves the Cloſe-ſiool of a King ; 
| whoſ 
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Whoſe bead is fair as any bone, 
White and ſmooth as Pumice-flone, 
Whoſe natural baldaeſs ſcorns to wear 
The needleſſe excrements of hair, 
Whoſe fore: bead fteaks, our bearts commands, 
Like Dover-cliffs, or Goodwin- ſands. 
While from thoſe dainty Glo-worm eyes, | 
Cupid ſhoots Plum-pudding-pics, 
. While fpom the Arches of thy Noſe, 
A Crean.pot of white Netlar flows, 
Fair dainty lips, fo ſmooth, ſo ſleek, 
And truly Alablaſter cheek, 
Pure Saffion teeth , happy the meat 
That ſuch pretty mil. ſtones eat, 
O let me bear ſome ſilent ſong, 
Tun'd by the Jews: trump of thy tongue. 
Ob, bow that Chim becomes thee well, 
Where never bairy beard ſhall dwell ; 
Thy Coral-nech doth ſlatelier bow, 
Then lo's, wh.n ſh: turn'd a (ow: 
© let me, ov 1 ſhall ue're reſt, 
Such the black bottles of thy breaſt ; 4 
Or lay myhead , and reſt me flill 
On that dainty Hog-magop, hill, 
Ob curious , and unfatbom*d waſt, 
As ſlender as the ſtatelyeſk Maſt: 
Thy fingers too breed my «elight, 
Fach Wait 4 natural Margavite, 
O tity then my diſmal moan, 
Able to melt thy beart of ftone. 
Thou kaow?*(t how [ lament and howle, 
Weep,ſnort, cond ole, look ſad, and ſcowle * 
Fach night ſo great my paſſions be, 
1 cannot wabe for thoueht of thee. 
Thy Gow3 can tell buw much 1 lov'd, 
Thy Petty- coat to pity mov'd. 
Then let thy Pedlar merey finde, 
Ty kiſs thee once, though it be bebinde, 


Sweet 
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Sweet biſſe, [ſweet lips, delicious ſenſe, 
How ſweet a Zephyrus blows from thence ; 
Bleſt Petyacoat,more bleſt ber Smock , 
That daily buſſeth hey Buttock : 

For now the Proveib true 1 finde, 

That the beſt part is ſtill behinde . 

Sweet dainty ſoul,deign but to give 

The poor Pedlar this hanging (leeve 5 
Aad in thine honour, by this kiſſe, 

Ile daily wear my Pack in this, 

And quickly ſo bear thee more fame, 
Then Quixor the Katght Erraats Dame : 
So farewell ſweet, deign but to touch, 
Aad once again re-bleſſe my Pouch, , 


Is it not pity ſuch Ware ſhould not be bought > Weil, 
I perceive the fault is in the emprineſle of your learned 
Pockets : Wel],lle ro the Court, and ſee what I can ſell 
there,and then cariy the Relicks ro Rome. 


The Pedlar calls for his Colrtaff. 


Some friend muſt now perſorce 
Make haſte, and bid my Boy 
To ſaddle me my wooden Horſe, 

For I mean t0 conquer Troy, 
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Tothe Right Worſhipful Mr Dr Com 
ber, Dean of Carlcil, Vice-chancellour 
of the Univerſity of Cambridre,and 
Maſter of 7rinity-Colledge. 


Right 1 orſhipful, 
EEE Have obſcrved in private Families, that 
AA the carcfull Father diſpoſing of his 
Children ro ſeveral Employments , 
#1 ſcndcth ſame to School, ſome ro his 
{ Plough, ſome to his Flocks, while per- 
7 SI} chancc the youngeſt , as uncapable of 
—— rc: bufincſ,has he l}berty to play 
in his Hall 3 So is it in our ſociety ( which joytully ac- 
knowledgeth you our carefull and indulgent parent Y 
thoſe of ſtronger abilities, more reading,and longer experi- 
ence, are buſzed in one,ſome in another of the graver and 
more ſerious tudies;while I,the laſt of that learned Body, 
am task*d to theſe lighter Exerciſes, Accepr, Sir, a thing 
born ar your command, and preſerved by your pationage, 
Nor but that 1 vow the fruits of my more precious hours 
to your ſervice : for when 1 confider the Magnificence of 
our buildings, the riches of our endowments, the great 
examples of thoſe before me, and all theſe ble(s'd in your 
auſpicious government,l finde a fire kindled in my breaſt, 
whoſe flame aimeth higher, and telleth meſo glorious a 
Hive,the royal Founders, meant not to ſhelter Drones. So 
wiſhing our whole Body long happy in ſo provident a Go- 
yernour, I reſt , what my Oath, and peculiar Engage» 
ments haye bound me to be. 
Tour devorcd in all datiful obſervance, 
Tho;Randolph, 
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SIILCRRI A SECRERSE 


Tothe Reader. 


Courteous Reader, 


| Beg thy pardon,if 1 put thee to the expence of a ſix-pence,o» 
the /ofſe of an bour 1f 1 could by mine «w3 induſity bave fur« 
aiſhed the deſires of my Friceds,1I had not troubled the Preſs, 
*1is no opinion of the wo!th that wrought me to it ; If I finde 
thee charitable , I acknowledge my ſelſ bcholdiag to thee: if 
thou condemn it of weakneſs, 1 cannot be angry to (ee an- 
other of my minde. 1 doe not aim at the name of a Poet, 1 
bave alwayes admired at the ſrce raptures of Poetry ; but it is 
too unthrifty a Science for my fortunes , an4 is crept into the 
numoer of |even, to undo the other (x, That 1 make ſo many 
Dediations, think not that I value as a preſent rich enough 
to be divided; but know whom 1 am ia piety bound to honour, 
That I admit [o maiy of my friends approbatzons, is not that 
1 itch for praiſe , and love rubbing , but that 1 was willing 
thou ſhould*(t have ſometbing worth thy reading , Be tome as 
Fince as my Audience,w9o, when they might have uſed their 
cenſures , made choice of their mercies ; and ſo 1 myſt ac- 
hnowled ge my ſelf indebted to thy clemency. I confeſs. no 
heights bee, no ſlirong conceits ;, 1 Speak the language of the 
people. 
—— Neque fi quis ſcribir, uti nos, 
Sermon; propriora,pures hunc eſſe Poctam, 

No, beflow the honour of this glorious title on thoſe that 
bave ables wits,diuiner tnventions,and deeper mouthes: Leave 
me to the privacy of my ſtudies, and accept of thy unknown 
Find, 


'T.R; 


To 


(341) 


To that Eompleat and Noble Knight 
Si KENELM DIGBY, 


Cir when 1 look on you, merhinks I ſee 
To the full height how peife& man may be. 
Sure all the Arts did court you, and you were 
So courteous as to give to cach their ſhare : 
While we lie lock'd in darknefſe, night and day 
Waſting our fruitlefſe oyl and time away, 
Perchance for skill in Grammar, and to know 
Whether this word be thus declin'd or no, 
Another cheats himſelf, perchance to be 
A pretty youth, forſooth, in fallacy, 
This on Arithmerick doth hourly lie , 
To learn the firſt great bleſſing —Mulriply: 
That travels in Geumetry , and tires; 
And he above the world a Map admires, 
This dotes on Muſicks moſt harmonious chime, 
And ſtudying how to keep it, loſes time, 
One turns o're Hiſtories and he can ſhew 
All that has been,bur knows not what is now, 
Many in Phyſick labour 3 moſt of theſe 
Loſe health ro know the name of a Diſcaſc. 
Some (too high wiſe are gazing at a Star 
And if they call it by his name, they are 
In heaven already. And another, one 
Thar cries Melpomene, and drinks Helicos , 
Ar Poetry throws wit and wealth away, 
And makes it all his work to write a Play, 
Nay, on Divinity many ſpend their powers, 
Thar ſcarce learn any thing, bur ſtand ro hours, 
How muſt we, Sir, admire you then , that know 
All arts, and all the beſt of theſe can ſhow ! 
For your deep $kill in State, 1 cannot ſay 
My knowledge there is onely to obey : 
Bur I believe *ris known ro our beſt Peers, 
Amaz'd to {cs a Neftor at your years, 
OT PE 4 


Mars 
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Mars claims you rao,witneſs this Gallion 
That felr you chunder- bolts at Scanderon. 
When Neptune frightcd ler this Trident fall, 
And bid his waves call you their General, 
How many men might you divide your ſtore 
Ot vertues to, and yer not leave you poor, 
Though enrich them ! Stay here, How darc I then 
To ſuch an able judgment ſhew my pen > 
Bur ris, Sir, from a Muſe that humbly prays, 
You'l kt her Lvy wait upon your Bays. 
Your admiring ſervant; TR, 


— 


III OOOIOY 


— ——E_—_— 


To th truly Noble Kaight, Sir Chriſtopher Hatton, 


TO you ( whoſe recreations,Sir, might be 
Others imployments z whoſe quick ſoul can lee 

T here may beſides a hawk good {part be found 
And muſick heard although without a hound) 

I ſend my Mute, Be pleas'd to hear her train, 
When y'are at truce with Time. *Tis a low vine ; 
Burt were her breſts enrag'd with holicr fire, 

Thar ſhe could force,when ſhe but touch'd her Lyre, 
The waves ro leap over their clifts , dull carth 
Dance through the center, and create new birth 
Inevery Elemenr,and our-charm each Sphere ; 

*T were bur a Leffon worthy ſuch an car, TR: 


To his boaoured Friend, Mr Anth, Staftord, 


Ir, had my Mule gain'd leiſure to conferr 
Wirh your ſharp judgment, ere] vertur'd her 

On ſuch an Audience, that my Comed 

Had ſufter'd by thy Obelisk and thee ; 

Ir needed nor of juſt applauſe deſpair, 

Becauſe thoſe many blors had made it fair. 

I now implore your mercy ro my pen, 

That ſhould haye rather begg d your rjgour then, 


Co! a, 


__ oy —_ TR <& a 
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Colendiſ[imo vivo , &> juris municipalis peritiſſimoz 
Mazzifiro Richardo Lane, 


Ir, if the Term be done, and you can fand 
Leiſure ro hear my ſuit, pray be ſo kind 
To give this toy ſuch courteous accepration, 
As ts be made your Client i*th Vacation: 
Then,if they ſay 1 break the Comick Laws, 


| have an Adyocate can plead my Cauſc, 
T.R, 


— 


— 
— WD —_— 
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Venerabili viro, Magiſtro Olboſion, Preceptori 
ſuo ſemper obleryando, 


N% bene quid ſcrzpſi,tibi debeo ; fi male quicquam , 
Hee erit in vitits maxima culpa nets 

Nanf ragi'm meruit qui 308 bene aavigat &quor, 
Cui tu Picrium per freta Typhs eras, 


. 
— 


To bis dear Friend, Thomas Riley. 


| Will nor ſay, I en our Stage have ſeen 

A ſecond Roſctus ; that too poor had been 3 
Bur 1 have {-en a Proteus, that can take 
Whar (have he pleaſe, and in an inſtant make 
Himſelf co any thing , be'r that or this, 
By voluntar'!” Metamorphoſis, 
When rhou doſt A&, men think it not a Play; 
Burt all they ſee is real. O that day, 
(When 1 had cauſe to bluſh, that this poor thing 
Did kiſs a Queens hand,and ſalute a King) 
How often had 1 loſt thee 1 I could find 
One of thy ſtature, bur in every kind 
Alter'd from him 1 knew, Nay , I in thes 


Could all profcllions and all paſlionz ſoy = | 
PLULULLIUND Bl Aa *Y Whar 
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When thou art pleas'd to a& an angry part, 
Thou fright'ſt the Audience; and with nimble Arr 
Turn'd Lover , thou doeſt that fo lively too, 
Men think that Cupid taught thee how to wooe, 
T*exprefle thy all-would ak a better Pen; 
Thou art, though lttle,the whole map of men, 
In deeper knowledge and Philoſophy, 
T hou truly art what others ſecm to be : 
W hoſe learning is all face ; as*rwere thy fate 
There nor to a&,where moſt do perſonare. 
All this is one ſmall | Nature made thee 


+ To ſhew her cunniyg in Epitomie ; 


While others ( ſcem Giants in the Arts, 

Such as have ſtronger limbs, but weaker parts) 
Are like a Volume, that contains leſs i*nt, 

And yer looks b.g, *cauſe *cis a larger Prin, 

1 ſhoufd my ſelf have too ungrateful ſhown, 

Sent | nor thee my Book: —Take't tis thine own 2 
For thus far my Confeſſion ſhall he free, 

I writ this Comedy , but 'twas made by thee, 


Thy true Friend, T.R; 


Amico ſuo chariſſmo, ingeniofiflimo, T. Raxy- 
do'/pho,liberum de cjus Con .cedia judicium, 


A t#ebit proprios negare odores 

Myrihe faſciculus, ſuaſg, mellis 
Mendicare medulla ſuauntates 
Prints quam bis Veneres deeſſe credam, 
Vue pre ſeplacidos ferunt Amores, 
eAterauum vigeat, vigens amore. 
Dudd f quas lapides loquatur,iſtum 
Famyjam aptum Tumulo fla libellum, 
En ! tofter bona verba portat autor 
Illas vult dare , quas recepit, auras 3 
Ridentes niveogz perjocoſe 
V incentes, (haritas nitore fronts 

ep ae G Amie 
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Amoves ſimul elegantiaſque 
Ad partus properare tum putes, 
Ciim riſus popular &x theatri 
Plau[us ſuppeditarit obſtetricem, 


Da keeps cloſe, when they that write by gueſs 

Scatter their ſcribbles, and invade the Preſs, 

Srage-Poers (*ris their hard, yer common hap) 

Break our like thunder, though withour a clap. 

Here *cis not ſo ; there's nothing now comes forth, 

Which hath not for a licence its own worth, 

No ſwagg*ring terms, no taunts ; for *tis nor right, 

To think that only roothſome which can bite. 

See how the Lovers come in virgin-dye, 

And Roſie bluſh, enfigns of modeſty ; 

Though once beheld by ſuch with that concen, 

They need nor fear others diſparagement, 

Bur Lle nor tell their fortune, what e*re*r be ; 

Thou muſt needs know'r, if skill'd in Palmeſtry. 

Thus much, where King applauds, I dare be bold 

To ſay, *cis petty-treaſon ro with hold, | 
Edward Bide. 


OO © 


To bis deareſt ſriead the Author, afier he has 
veviſed bis Comedy 


f ha more 1 this thy maſter-piece peruſe, 

The more thou ſeem*ſt ro wrong thy noble Muſe, 

And thy free Genius : if this were mine, 

A modeſt envy would bid me confine 

It to my Srudy, or the Criticks Court, 

And not make that the vulgar peoples ſport, 

Whichgave ſuch ſweer delight unto rhe King, 

Who cenſur'd it not asa common thing, 

Though thou haſt made it publick to the view 

Of ſelt love, malice and rhar orher crew 3 

It were more fit it ſhould impaled lie 

Within chg walls of ſome ”— Library 3 
AAa3 


/ 
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(346) 
Thar if by chance, through injury of rime 
Plauus,and Terence,and that * fragrant thyme * Arif 
Of Aitick wit ſhould periſh, we might ſee Phang, 
All thoſe reviv'd in his own Comedy, 
The Jealous Lovers, Pander, Gull, and Whore, 
The 4oring Father, Shark, and many more 
Ty Scene doth repreſent unto the life, 
Belide the charaRter of - curſt Wife ; 
Sotruly given, in ſo proper ſtile, 
As if x ative ſoul had dwelt a while 
In each mans body ; and at lengrh had ſeen 
How in their humours they themſclves demean, 
1 could commend thy jets, thy lines, thy »lot, 
Had 1 bur torgues enough ; thy names 3 what nar; 
Br if our Poers, piaifing orhet wen, 
Wiſh for an hundred tongue: ; what want we then 
Wh-n we praiſc Poets > This Vle on!y lay, 
This work doth crown thee Laureat to day, 
In other things know all, we all know well, 
Only in this chou doſt thy (clt excel, | 
Edward Frannty 


Pe EET —_— 


To his dea; Friend, Mr. Thomas Randolph, on. bis 
Comedy call:d , The Jealuus Lovers. 


Riend, f muſt grieve your Poems injur'd be 
By that rare vice in Poets, Modeſty, 

If you 6.{];ke the ifſues of your pen, 

You have invention, bur no j\.dgement then, 

You able are to write but *ris as trae, 

Thoſe that were there can judge as well as you. 

You only think your Gold advterate, 

When every ſcale of Judgment finds it weight, 

And cyvry tonchſtone perfe&, This Ile ſay, 

You co:rra 1 the name nf your own Play 2 

You are Nv Loycr cf rhe lines you writ, 

Yet you are Jealous ſi1}l of your own wit. 


ih, Beneficld, T, Ce 
Kh. Be ficla, Th 


Arif 


(347) 


To bis lagenious Friend, the Antho:, concerning 
bu Comedy,. 


He Muſes, Tom, thy Jealous Lovers be, 
Striving which has the greateſt ſhare in rhee; 
Euterpe calls thee hers, ſuch is thy skill 
In Paſtoral Sonnets, and in Rurall Quill 2 
Melpomene claims thee for her own, and cries 
Thou haſt an excellent vein for Elegies : 
'Tis rrue ; but then Calliope diſdains, 
Urging thy fancy in Heroick ſtrains, 
Thus all the nine : Apollo by his Laws 
Sits Judge in perſon to decide the cauſe ; 
Beholds thy Comedy, approves thy Art, 
And ſopives ſentence on Thalia's part 
To her he dooms thee only of the Nine 
What though the reſt with jealouſie repine > 
Then let rhy Comedy, Thalta's daughter, 
Begin to know her mother Muſe by laughter, 
Our with't, 1 ſay, ſmother notthis chy birth, 
But publiſh to the world thy harmleſs mirth, 
No fretting Frontiſpiece, nor biring Satyre 
Needs uſher*r furth : Born cooth'd | fie,*ris *gainſt nature, 
Thou haſt rh* applauſe of all : King, Qucen, and Court, 
And Univerſity, all l:k'd thy ſport. 
No b\unt preamble in a Cynick humour 
Need quarrel at diſlike, and, ſpite of rumour, 
Force a more candid cenſure, and cxtort 
An Approbation, maugre all the Court: 
$ich rude and ſnarling Prefaces ſuir nor rhee 3 
Tey are ſuperfluous « for thy Comedy, | 
B:c&'d with its own worth, and the Auchors name, 
Will find ſufficieat welcome, credit, fame, 


Fames Duport. 


'Aagy Rats 


(348) 
R ando]pho ſuo: 


AY queram monumenta firmioray 
Noſiri nominis, ut ſuperſit atasy 
Ciim ſcriptus legar in tuo libello, 

Et tecum (mils futurus evi, 

Oui jam vita cluis Schola &> Theatri > 
Nolo. marmor erit mihi Poeta, 
'Mauſolega mihi met Menandri 

O quam eterna ſatzs liber perennt ! 


—_— 
Non queram monumenta firmiora, 
Noſtri aomin#s, ut ſuperſit #tass 
| Thom.Riley: 
8 | FI wt 
A Sym 1071 tanto paupertas multa beatam | 
Divitis & pranſam vexat ubique domum, Irrit 
Dot tua quotidie pulſarunt limina Chart e : A 
Fervidus I tergo &+ quiſque rogator adeſt, iſe 
Prodcat audafler, repetitaque wulnera preli C 
Fabula, que meruit [uſitnuiſſe, ſerat. . 19k 
Non horret taatim tua Muſa, aut mutat, ut eſſet | 
Turpio! ornatu ruflica Nympha ſuo. Dj 
Car, Fotherbie, 7. Coll, Ti 


— 


a _ "—_ 
—— —_—— 


Amico ſuo ingenioſiſhmo, 
THo: RANDOLPH. 


Ftngito zelot ypos, quos pulchre fingis, amores; 
Sed nil de Muſa |»ſpicionts babe. 
Fas dominam ut plures norint, & adultera fiet; 


. Uſa, licet ſueris public caſta mane. G 
ad Endod 


CTAKLL 


(349) 
Fratri ſuo, Tho: Razdolph:; 


01 ſatis eſt qudd te dederit natura priorem, 

Ni ſimul & natu major, & arte fores » 
la, ſciens noſter quam 207 j/t magnus ag.Ulus, 
Iagenio tenues Jure rependit opes, 


Ro. Randolph. xd. Chr. Oxon, 


Autori. 


E; mihi ! qvos fluflus, quod tentas equor, amice > 
Hueis te jabtandum das maleſanus aquas ? 

Iritata juvat quid peſſit leflio ſcire > 

mula vel de te dicere lingua velit > 

Iſelix, oculos dudum predatus, &> aures, 

Cenſuramque ipſam [ub juga mitte gravem. 

Hui merut CARO LO plauſum ſpeftante, poello 

Non eft cur met uat diÞlicuiſſe rudi, 

Dirige vilorem captive (eſare currum, 

Augeat &x titulos vitia M AR 1 A tus : 

Trifle ſupercilium levo niftanns ocello 

Mitte fibi: Moms eſt placuiſſe nef as. 


Tho, Vincent. 


Drama- 


(350) 
AA ear d 


Drammat# Perſons, 


T? adarus, Son of Nemetrius, and ſuppoſed Brothery 
Pamphilus, enamour*d of Evade. 

Pampbilus, ſuppoſed Son to Demetrius, but Son indeed; 

Chremylus, , 

Evadne ſuppoſed Daughter ro Chremytus, 

Techmeſſa, Daughter xo Chremylus. 

Demetrius, an Ath:aian, in the diſguiſe of an Aſtrology, 

C bremylus, an old man, 

Drplas, his W. fe, 

Simo, an old doating Fat her, 

Aſotus, his prodigal Son. ; 

Ballio, a Pander, and Tutor to Aſotus. 

Phryne, a Courteſan, and Miſtreſs to Aſotns. 

Phroneſrum, a mciry Chamber-maid, 


Hyperbolas, 
two Souldiers, 
Tbraſymachus, 


Bomolochys, 
t\ivo Ports, 
Charylus, 


A Sexron. 
Staphyla, his Wife. 
Parnium, a Pape, 
A Prieſt, 
Officers. 

Servants, 


_ The Scene Theb(s, 


The 


rother t» 


ndeed le 


r lope, 


(351). 


The Fealous Lovers. 


ACI US :SCENA 


Simo, Aſotus, Ballio, 


Sl, Ow thrives my Boy 4ſotus 2 Is he capable 


Of your grave precepts ? 
Ball. Sir, 1 never met 


A quicker brain, a wit {o near and ſpruce, 


Well, ger thee home, old Simo, go and kneel], 
Fall on thy aged knees, and thank the gnds, 
Th'haſt gor a boy of wax, fit ro receive 
Any impreſſion, | 

Aſ. As Iam a G:melewan, 
And firſt of all our family, you wrong me, Dad, 
To take me for a Dunce, 

Sz. No, good Aſotus, 
It is thy fathers care, a provident care, 
That wakes him from his ſleeps to chink of thee ; 
And when I brooding fir upon my bags, 
Andevery day turn o're my heaps of Gold, 
Each piece | finger makes me ſtarr, and cry, 
This, this, and this, and this is for Aſo!us, 

Aſ. Take this, and this, and this, and this again ; 
Can you not be content to g:ve me money, 
But you muſt hit me in the tecth with'r 2 —Slid, 

Bal. ' Nay, good Aſotus, ſuch a loving farther 
That does not bleſs you with a ſweaty palm 
Clapt on your head, or ſome unfruirful prayers z 
But lays his bleſling, out in gold and filver, 
Fine white and yellow bleſlingss 
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— Af. Pri*thee Ballio, 
T could endure his white and yellow bleſlings, 
It he would leave his prating, 
21. Doyou hear him; 
Haw ſharp and tart his anſwers are 2 Old Simo, 
Theha't gor a witty wag ; yer dear one, 
When I behold the valingh of my treaſure, 
How large my cofters,yet how cram'b with wealth, 
T hat every talent ſweats as ina crowd, 
And grieves not at the priſon, but at the narrowneſs, 
Af. 1f 1 make nat room for'em, nere truſt me, 
S3, When I ſee this I cannot chooſe bur fear 
Thou canſt not finde our wayes enough to ſpend it 2 
They will out-vie thy pleaſures, 
Bal. Few ſuch Fathers ! | 
I cannot chooſe bur ſtroke your beard,and wonder, 
That having ſo much wealth you have the wit 
To underſtand for whom you got it- 
Aſ. True, 
And I have ſo much wit to underſiznd 
Ir muſt be ſpent, and ſhall boyes, 
$?, Pray heaven ir may | : 
Af. Ile live to ſpend it all;andthey—perhaps lle die! 
And will not leave the purchaſe of a ſheer, 
Or buy a rotten cothn, 
Bal. Yes, dear Pupil, ; 
Buy me an urn ; while yer we Javgh and live, 
It ſhall contain our drink,and when we die, 
It may preſerve our duſt : *cis fit our aſhes | 
Should rake a nap there where they rook their liquor, 
Si. Sage counſel chis-— obſerve it,boy— obſerve it, 
Aﬀſ. 1 live in Thebes, yer 1 dare ſwear , all Atheas 
Aﬀord not ſuch a Turour : thou may'ſt read 
To all the young heirs—in rown or city. 
Sj. All, Ballio) 1 have lived a dung-hill wretch, 
Grown poor by getting riches,mine own torture, 
A ruſt unto my ſelf, as ro my gold : 
Topile up idle treaſure Rarv'd my body 


Thus, 


The 7ealous Lovers. $53 


Thus, to a wrinkled skin, and rotren bones, 
And Spider-like have ſpun a web of Gold 
Our of my bowels ; onely knew the care, 
Bur not the uſe of Gold —— Now, gentle Ball;o, 
1 would nor have my ſon ſo luarh'd a thing : 
No, let him live and ſpend, and buy his pleaſures 
At any rate, Read to him, gente Ballio, 
Where are the daintieſt meats, the briskeſt wines, 
The coſtlicſt garments, Let him dice and wenchz 
Bur with the faireſt, be ſhe wife or daughter 
To our beſt Burgeſs : and if Thebes be ſcarce, 
Buy me all Corinth for him—when 1 ſleep 
Within my quier grave I ſhall haye dreams, (ſure 
Fine pleaſant dreatns, to think with how much plea= 
Aſotus ſpends whar 1 with care have gor, 

Af. Sure 1 were a moſt ungracious childe now, 
If 1 fhould ſpoil the dreams of a dead father. 
Sleep when thou wilt within thy quier urn, 
And thou ſhalt dream thou ſeeſt me drink Sack plenty, 
Incirclcd round with Doxies plump — and dainty. 

Si, How thrives my boy> —How forward in his ſtudies? 
Bal. Troth—with much induſtry—1l have brought 
him now 

That he is grown—paſt drinking ? 

Si, How man ! paſt drinking > 

Bal, I mean, he is grown perfcR in that Science, 

Si. But will he not forget? 

Aſ. No, 1 warrant you, ; 
I know I (ha'ar forget, becauſe i'ch*morning 
I ne*re remember what 1 did o're night, 

Si, How feeds my boy ? 

Ba, Troch,well ; 1 never mer 
A ſtomach of more valour, or a tooth 
Of ſuch judicious knowledge. 

Si. Can he wench 3 ha ? | 

Bal. To ſay the truth —bur rawly. 

Aſ. Rawly ;—I'm ſure 
I bays already made wy Dad a Grandfire 
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To five and twenty :—and jf I do not 
Our of meer charity people all the Hoſpitals | 
W.th my firay-babes, then geld me. —Wo to the Pariſh 
That bcibes me nor to ſpare it, Ba. Then for the Dic, 
He throws it with ſuch arr. ſo poiz'd a hand, 
That had you left him nothing, that one myſtery 
Were a {ufhcient portion, 
Aſ. Will you ſer me ? 
Set me a bag, Theſe were an Uſzrers bones, 
E1l. In this behold what frailty lives in man 2 
He that rubb'g our a life ro garher traſh 
Is after death rurn'd prodigal. 
Si. Throw, Aſotus, 
- Aj. Then have at all —and "were a million—All 
Forrune was kinde : the precious dirt is mine, 
Sz. And take it boy, and this —ard this befide, 
And, *cauſe deſert may challenge a reward, 
"This far your pains, dear Ballio, 
Bal. My endeavours, 
Although to my beſt power, —alas,—come ſhorr 
Of any merit. Sir. you make me bluſh, 
And this reward but chides my inſufhciency, 
Pray urge it not, $?. A modeſt —honeſt—boneſt man; 
I'le double it—in faith I will--l am 
The joyfull*ſt father ! 
Bal, See how the good wan weeps ! 
Aſ. So he will weep his gold away, no matter, 
Sz. Come hither dear, come, let me kils my ſon, 
A[ There's a ſweet kiſs indeed : this *tis- to want 
A Tutor, Had you had my education, 
You would have ta'ne me by the lilly hand, 
Then gaz.'d a while upon my flaming eyes, 
As wondring at the luſtre of their otbs 3 
Then humbly beg in language ſtrew'd with flowers, 
To taſte the cherries of my Ruky lip. 
God a-metcy for this, Tutor, 
Si, Iam o'se-Jjoy'd, I am 0'r6-Joy'd, : 
; Exit Sim0, 
e 7 | S CE N, 


7 bs 7ealora Lovers, 


iſh SCEN. 2, 


Aſotus, Ballio, 


Af. Well,go thy ways,l may have a thouſand fathers, 
And never have the like—Wecll, pockets, well, 
Be not ſo ſad 3 though you are heavy now, 
You ſhall be lighter, Bal, Pupil, 1 muſt rgll you, 
| do repent the loſs of thoſe good hours, 
And would call back the ſtudy I have ta*ne 
In moral Alchimy, to extraRt a Gentleman 
Almoſt out of a dung-hill: Still do 1 fee 
So much of Peaſant in you. Af. Angry, Tutor ? 
Bal. Teem'd my invention all this while for this ? 
No better iflue of my labouring brain, 
Afrer ſo many and luch painful throws ? 
Another fin like this, and be rransform'd 
Meer clown again, 
Aſ. The reaſon, dear inſtruRour, 
Bal, Have 1 nor open'd toyou all the myſteries 
The preciſe rules and axiomes of Gentility : 
And all methodically > Yer you till fo dull, 
AS not to know you print erernal. ſtains 
Upon your honour, and corrupt your bloud 
(That coſt me many a minure the refining) 
By carrying your own money, Sce theſe Breeches, 
A pair of worthy, rich, and recverend Breeches 
Loſt to the faſhion by a lump of droſs, 
I'le be your Bailift rather, Aſ. Our, infeQion, 
Bal, Who, that beheld thoſe Hoſe,could e*re ſuſpeR 
They would be guilty of mechanick merall ? 
Whar's your Vocation ? Trade you for your ſelf: 
Or elſe whoſe Jouraey- man or Prentice arc you 2 
Aſe. Pardon me, Tutor : tor I do repent 
And do proteſt, hereafter 1 will never 
Wear any thing that jingles, but my ſpurs, 
Bal, This is gentle, 
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Af. Away mechanick traſh : 
I'le kick thee, fon of earth ;z—chus will I kick thee, 
For torturing my poor father—Dirt, avant— 
1] do abandon the, 
Ba/, Bleſt be chy genorous rongues 
Bur who comes here > This office much be mine: 
1 le make you fair accounr of every dram. 
Aſ. Ve nor endure the trouble of account : 
Say all is ſpent,—and then we muſt haye more, 


SCEN, 3. 
Tyadasvus, Aſotus, Ball;o:; 


Tyn. What Fury (het a viper through my ſoul 
To poiſon all my thoughts , Civil diflention 
Wars in wy bloud : here Love with thouſand bowes 
A.nd rwenty thouſand arrows lays his fiege 
To my poor heart; which mann'd with nought bur fear 
Denies the great god entrance, O Evade ! 
Canſt thou, thar riſeſt fairer then the morn, 
S:r blacker then the evening ? --weak jealoufic ! 
Did e*re thy prying and ſuſpitious ſight 
Finde her lip guilty cf a yamon ſmile 2 
Oc one laſcivious glance dart trom her eye? 
T he bluſhes of her checks are innocent, 
Her carriage ſober , her diſcourſe all chaſte ; 
No toyiſh geſture, no deſue to ſee 
The publick ſhews or haunt the theatre. 
She is no popular Miſtreſs ; all her killes 
Do ſpeak her Virgin : ſuch a baſhful heat 
At ſeveral tides ebbs, flows, flows, ebbs again, 
As*twere afraid to meet our wilder flame. 
Bur if all chis be cunning, (as who knows 
T he ſ1'ghrs of Sirens ? ) and I credulous fool 
Train'd by her ſongs to fink in her embraces 3 
I were undone for cyer—wretched TyadarusY _ 

Aſ. Hay ha, ba, he, This is an arcane Coxcomb, 

| po That's, 


a 


ves 
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That's jedlous of his wife before he has got her, 

And thinks himſelf a Cuckold before marrizge, 
Bull, Wanr of a Tutor makes unbridled youth 

Run wildly into paſſions. You have got 

A $kilful Pilor( though 1 ſay it) Pupil, 

One that will ſteer both you and vour eſtate 
Into ſafe harbour, —Pray, obſerve his humour, 
Tyn. Away, foul fin, cis Atheiſm to ſuſpe& 

A devil lodg'd in ſuch Divinity, 

Call ſnow uhchaſte, and ſay the ice is wantor; 

If ſhe be ſo. No, my Evadne, no ; 

1 know thy ſoul as beauteous as thy face. 

That glorious out fide,which all eyes adore; 

Is bur the *air Shrine of a fairer Saint, 

O pardon tne; thy penirent infidel : _ 

By thy fair eyes (from whom this little world 

Borrows that light it Has ) 1 henceforth vow, 

Never to think fin can be grown {o bold 

As to aflaulr thy ſoul. Afot, This fcllow, Tutor, 

Waxes and wanes a hundred times a minute : 2 
In my conſcience he was gor in the change o'th* Moon, 


SCEN. 4. 


Chremylus. Dipſas. A ſotus. Ballio, Tyndarus. 
Dip, Ror in thy grave, thou dorard, 1 defie'thee 3 
Curſt be our day of marriage : ſhall 1 nurſe * 
And play the mother ro anuthers brar > 
And ſhe to noſe my daughter ?—Take Evade, 
Your pyetty-precious- by-blow, fair Evadne, 
The minion of the town : go—and provide her 
A place i*th* Spittle. Chrem. Gentle wife,have patience, 
Dip, Let them have patience that can have patience, 
For 1 will have no patience,—,S'lid, patience > patience 
Chrem. You know her daughter to our deareſt friang ; 
And ſhould my fon committed ro his care 
Thus ſuffer as the poor Evadnc does, 
The gods were juſt ſo ro revenge her wrong, 
; Þ b Dips 


OE mee... . 
OO I er Ee Fa amo 
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Dip.I will Not have my houſe afied with her; ({ie, 


She has more ſuitors then a pretty wench in an Univer. 
While my dayghter has leiſure enough to follow her 
(needle, 
Chr. Wife, 1 muſt tell you, y* are a peeviſh woman, 
Dip. And I muſt rell you, y* are an arrant Coxcomh 
To tell me ſo, My daughter nos'd by a {lut! 
Aſot. T nere will be a quarrel, Tutor ; do you rke 
The old mans part ; I am o'th womans fide. 
Chrem, Were every vein ;n poor Evadne fill'd 
With bloud deriv'd from thoſe whoſe anceſtors 
Tranſmitted in that bloud a hate to us, 
A lineal hare to all our family 
Yer truſted to my care, ſhe is my daughter, 
And (hall ſhare equal] bleſſings with mive own. 
Dip. Then a perpetual noiſe ſhall fill my houſe 2 
I will nor let thee ſleep, nor eat, nor drink, 
But L will ring thee ſuch a peal of chiding, 
Thou ſhalt confeſs the troubled ſea more calm 5 
har thunder with leſs violence cleaves the air : 
The Ravens, Screech- owls, and the Mandrakes voice 
Shall be thy conſtant muſick—1 canralk, 
Thy friends that come to ſee thee ſhall grow deaf 
Witch my loud clamours, Heaven be prais'd for rongue ! 
Ny woman iu all Thebes is better weapon'd: 
And*t ſhall þ: ſharper ; or were any member 
Not deaa beſides my tongue, I would imploy ir 
In thy juſt torment, 1 am vext, to think 
My belt revenge age hath preyented now. 

Elſe every man ſhould read ir in my brow | 
Chrem, L will not wind you up, dear larum : Go, . 
Run our your line at length, and fo be quier. | 

Exit Chremylwl, 
SCEN. Fs. ; 
Dip[ as. Tyndarus. Aſotus, Ballio. 
Tya. Here is an argument, Tyndarus, to incite 
And tempt thy free neck to the yoke of Lore, a 


ſg, | Are theſe the Joys we reap 'th* nuprtial bed ? 
ver. | Firſt inthy boſome warm the ſnake, and call 


hee | The viper to thy arms —O gentle death, 

dle, | There is no fleep bleſt and ſecure bur thine, 
nan, | Wives are bur fair afflitions : ſure this woman 
omb | Was woo'd with proteftations, oaths and yows, 
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As well as my Evade; thought as fair, | 

As wiſe and vertuous as my foul ſpeaks her x 

And may not ſhe or play the hypocrite now, 

Or atter rurn Apoſtate > — Guilty thoughts 

Diſturb me nor ; for were the ſex a fin, 

Her goodnefs were ſufficient ro redeem 

And ranſome all from ſlaughter, Dip, Gentle Sirz 

I pity the unripeneſs of your age, 

That caſts your love upon a dangerous rock, 

My daughter ! But I Bluſh to own the birth, 

And curſe the womb fo fruitful ro my ſhame, 

You may be wiſe and happy, —or repent, | 
Exit Dipſag | 


SCEN. 6. 


Tyndaius, A ſotus. Ballios 
(children; 
Aſot, This woman is adevil, for ſhe hates her own 
Ball, In whar an extafie ſtands that grieved wight > 
Aſot, 1n rroth, 1 ſhall into compunRion melt, 
W311 not a cup of Lesbzan liquor rowze 
His frozen ſpirits to agility ? 
Ball, Spoke like a ſon ot eAXſculap' us ) 
A ſot. My fathers angels guard thee, We have gold 
To cure thy duwps, although we do not mean 
It ſhould prophane theſe breeches. Sure his ſoul 
Is gone upon ſome errand, and has lefr 
The corps jn pawn till it come back again, 
Tyn. Cold jealoufic,I ſhall account thee now 
No idle paſſion, when the womb thar bare her 
| Shall plead her guilt, b muſt forget ber names 
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gbg T he {ealont Lovers: 
Fiy from my memory , I will drink oblivion, 
To loſe the loath'd Evadne. Aſot, Generous Sir, 
A potrle of Elixir at the Pegaſus 
Bravely carous'd, is more reſtorative : 
My Turtor ſhall diſburſe. Tyn, Good imperxinent, 
Aſot. 1npertinent > impertinent in thy tace, 
Danger accrucs upon the word impertinent, 
Tutor, draw forth thy faral ſteel; and {laih 
T11l he devour the word Impertinent, 
Ball, The word Impertinent -will not bear a quarrel; 
The Ep.thete of Good hath mollified it, 
Aſot. We are appeas*d—Be ſafe—1 ſay—be ſafe, 
Tya. Be nor raſh, Tyadarys ; this malicious woman 
May as well hate her daugher, as her husband ; 
I am-too ſudden to conclude her falſe 
On ſuch ſleight witneſs, Shall 1 think the Sun 
Has loſt his crown of light, becauſe a cloud, 
Or envious night hath caſt a cloud of darkneſs 
*Twixt the worlds cye and mine > 
Aſot. Canſt thou, royal boy, 
Burn our the remnant of a day with us ? 
1yn, 1 am reſolv'd upon a lafer trial. 
Sir, you are courtly, and no doubt the Ladies 
Fallout about you; for thoſe rare perfe&ions 
Can do no leſs then raviſh, A/ot. I confeſs— 
J cannot walk rhe ſtreets, bur Qrair the females 
Are in atumult,—T muſt leave thee, Thebes, 
Leſt I occaſion civil wars to rage 
Wirhin thy walls——1 would be loth ro ruine 
My native ſoil, Bal, Sir, what with my inſtruQions, 
He has the wooing charafter, Tyz. Could you now 
Bur pull rhe maiden-blofſoms of a roſe 
Sweet as the ſpring it buds in, fair Evadze 
Or gain her promiſe, and that grant confſirm'd 
By ſome ſleight jewel, I ſhall vow my ſelf 
Indebtcd to the ſervice, and live yours. 
Aſot, She cannor ſtand the fury of my fiege, 
Bak At fk aflault be rakes the female forty An 
| | 0% 
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Aſot. And rides Loves conqueror through the fireers of 
Thebes. Ue tell you, Sir, you would not think how ma- 
ny Gentlemen-Uſhers have and do daily endanper their 
lictle legs » by walking ecatly and late, to bring me viſits 
from this Lady or that Counteſs, Heaven pardon the fin y 
ne're a man in this City has made ſo many chamber-maids 
loſe their voices as I ha* done* 

Tyn, As how, 1 pray ? 
$ Aſot. By rifing in the cold night to let me into their 
Madams : if you hear a waitiog:woman coughing, follow 
her ;ſhe'l infallibly dire& you ro ſome that has been a Mi- 
{tris of mine, 

Ball, I have read loves praticks to him, and he knows 
The military diſcipline of wooing : ; 
Torank and file his kifſes 5 how to muſter 
His troops of complements, and— 

Tya, 1 do belieye you, 

Gon on—return victorious, O poor heart, 
What ſarrows doſt thay reem with ! Here ſhe comes, 


SCEN. 7. A 


Tyadarys, Afotus, Ballzo, Fuadae, 
Tyn, And is it poſſible ſo divine a Goddeſs 
Should fall from heaven, ro wallow here in fin 
With a Babcon as this is !—My Evadze. 
Why ſhould a ſadneſs dwell upon this check, 
To blaſt the tender roſes > Spare thoſe tears 
To pity others ; thy unſporced ſoul 
Has nor a ſtain in't to be waſh*d away 
With penitent waters, Do not grieve 3 thy ſorrows 
Have forc'd mine eyes too to this womanilh weakneſs, 
Aſat, A pretty enemy ! 1 long for an encounter, 
Who would nor be yaliant to fight under ſuch colours > 
Evad, My Lord, *cis guilt enough in me to challenge 
A ſea of tears, thar you ſuſpe& me guilty. 
I would your juſt ſword would ſo currcous be, 
' | Astounip my heart 3 there you (hall read, t 
> Bb 3 In 
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In charaRers {a4 Lovers uſe to write, 
Nothing bur innocence, and true faith to you? 
Tn, | haye loſt all diſtruſt ; ſeal me my pardon 

In a chaſte turtles kiſs : the doves that draw 

The rofie chariot of the Queen of Love 

Shall nor be link'd in whiter robes then we. 

Come, ler us kiſs, Evadae—Our, tempration ! 

'There was too much, and that roo wanron hear 

In thy laſcivious lip—— Goto the ſtews 3 

I nay perchance be now and then a cuſtomer, 

Bur do adjure thee from wy chaſter ſheets. | 
Exit Tyndarns, 


SCEN. 8, 


Evade, Ballio, Aſotus. | 
Evad. Then from the word adjure thy ſclf, Evadat, 
And in thy quier death ſecure the thoughts 
Of troubled Tyndarus, —- My womaniſh courage 
Could prompt me on to die, were not the death 
Doubled in loſing him. Th? Elyſian fields 
Can be no Paradiſe while he's nor there 3 
The walks are dull without him. A4ſot. Such a qualm 
C©*th' ſudden, Ball. Fie, turn'd coward ? Reſolution 
I; the beſt ſword in war. A/ot. Then Lwill on, 
And boldly —Yer —— Ball. Whar ? will you loſe the day 
E*re you begin the battel ? Aſot, Truly, Tutor, 
I have an ague rakes me every day, 
And now the cold fir's on me. Ball. Go home and bluſh, 
Thou ſon of fear. - Aſot. Nay then 1le venture on, 
Were ſhe ten thouſand ſtrong. Hail, heavenly Queen 
Of beauty moſt illuſtrious Cupids daughter 
Was not ſo fair, Ball. His mother. Aſot, Tis no matter 3 
The filly damoſel underſtands no Poctry, 
Deign me thy lip as blew as azure bright, 
Ball, As red as rubie b:ight. 
Aſot. What's that to the purpoſe » 
Is not azure blew as good as rubie red 2 
6 A AN LIM hor Th Evad- 
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Fvad. It is not charitable mirch,to mock 
A wretched Ladies griets : the gods are jnſt, 
And way requite yoa with a ſcorn as great 
As that you throw on me. A ſot, Not kifs a Gentleman? 
And my Father worth thouſands ? —Reſolurzon, 
Spur me to brave atchievements. Evad, Such a rudeneſs 
Some Ladies by the valour of tkeir ſervants 
Could have redeem'd, —Ungentle god of Love, 
Write me not down among the happier names; | 
] only live a martyr in thy flames, Exit. 
Aſot. This is ſuch a maſculine feminine gender ? 
Ball, She is an Amazon both ſtour and tall. ; 
Aſ. Yer l got this by ſtrugling. 1f 1 fir you not, <A Dz- 


Proud ſqueamiſh coyneſs\—Tutor,ſuch an ch amond 
Of kiſſing runs all o're me ! le ro Phryne, ring, out 
And fool away an hour or two in dalliance, of ber 


Ball, Go ; 1 muſt ſtay to wait on fair Techmeſſa, ears 
Who is as jealous of young Pamphz!us, 
As Tyrdarus of Evadnae, Afſat. Surely, Tutor, 
I muſt provide me a ſuit of jealouſic z 
It will be all in faſhion, 


SCEN. 9. 


Techmeſſa , Ballio, 

Tech, Bleſs me ! what uncouth fancies toſs my brain ! 
As in yon arbour ſleep had cloſ-d mine eyes, 
Me thought within a flowery plain were mer 
A troop of Ladies, and my ſelf was one. 
Amongſt them roſe a challenge, whoſe ſoft foot 
Should gentlicſt preſs the graſs, and quickeſt run ; 
The prize for which they trove, the heart of Pamphilus. 
The viQory was doubtful : all performd 
Their courſe with equal ſpeed, and Pamphils 
Was choſen Judge to end the controverhe, 
Me thought he ſhar'd his heart, and dealt a piece 
To every Lady of the troop, bur me : 
It was unking) y done, Bel. 1 have deſcried =, 
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Tech. What, Ballio ? Ball. A froſt in his affeRiong 
To you ;—bur hear above the rage of Dog- days 
To any other perricoat in Thebes : 
I do nor think but were the Pox a'woman, 
He would not ſtick rocourt it, Tech, O my ſoul ! 
Thou haſt deſcried ro nwch,— How ſweet it is 
To live in ;zgnorance! Bal, I did found him home, 
And with (uch words prophan'd your reputation 
Would whet a cowards ſword, One that ne're ſaw you 
Rebuk'd my {landerous tongue, | feel the craberree ftill 
While he fat ſtill ynmov'd Tech, Ir cannot be, 
Ba!, lie undertake he ſhall refign his weapon, 
And tor{wear ſteel in any thing bur knives, 
Rather then venture one {mal ſcratch, to ſalve 
Your wounded honour ; or, to prove you chaſte, 
Encounter with a pin, 
Tech. 1 am no common Miſtrefs, nor haye nced 
To enteitain a multitude of champions 
Todraw in my defence Yer had he lov'd me, 
He could not hear me injur'd with ſuch parience, 
Ballio, one trial more ; Bring me his ſword 
Rather re{ign'd then dravn in my defence, 
And 1 will reſt confirm'd, Ball. Here's a fine buſineſs. 
What (hall I do ? Goto a Gutlers ſhop, 
And buy a ſword like that, O *rwill not do, 


Tech, Will you dothis > Ball. It is refoly'd. 1 will 


Ore way or ather, W'r, at a dead hft help me, 
SCEN, 10, 


Pannium, Techmeſſa, Ballios 

Pez. Madam the wretched Pawmphilus ! 

Tech, What of him ? 

P«:, i« through your cruelty and ſuſpicion dead, 

P:!]. That newes rev;ves me. 

Tech, Haſte, Techmeſſa, then 3 
Whar do: ft thon here, when Pamphilus is dead ? 
Call of this robe of clay, wy foul, and fly 


To 
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To. overtake him, bear him company 
To the Elyſian groves $ the journey thither 
Is dark and melancholly : do nor ſuffer him ' 
To go alone, Pg. Madam, I joy to ſee 
With how much forrow you receive bis death, 
1 will reſtore you comfort ;. Pamphzlus lives, 
Bal. 1f Pamphilas lives, then Balizo's dead again, 
Tech, Do you pur cricks upon me? we ſhall have you , 
On a little counterteit lorrow and a tew drops 
Of womans tears, go and perſwade your maſter 
I am deeply in love with him. Peg. If you do nor, 
You oughr in juſtice. Tec. Le give thee a new feather 
And tel! me what were thoſe three Ladies names 
Your Maſter entertain'd laſt night, Peg. Three La ies! 
Tech. You make it ſtrange now, 
Peg. Madam, by all oaths 
My maſter bears a love ſo firmly conſtant 
To you, and only you 3 he talks, thinks, dreams 
Of nothing but Techmeſſa, When he hears 
The ſound of your bleſt name, he turns Chameleon, 
And lives on that ſweet air. Here he has ſent me 
With Letters ro yon 3 which I ſhould deliver 
He lays dawa his Sword to pull out bis Leitets, 
I know nor, nor himſelt ; for firſt he writes, 
And, when the Letters like him nor, begins 
A ſecond Riyle, and fo a third and fourth, 
And thus proceeds; and then treads *em over all, 
And knows nar which to ſend : perchance tears all: 
The Paper was not fair enough to kiſs 
So white a hand ; that Letrer was too b'g, 
A line uneven; all excuſe prevail'd. 
Language, or phraſe,or wotd, or ſyllable, 
That he thoughc harſh and cough, L have heard him wiſh 
Above all bleflings heaven can beſtow 
(So ſtrange a fancy has heaven caught him) 
That he might haye a quill from Cupad's wing 
Dipt in the milk of Yeaus, to record 
Your praiſes and his loye, I have brought you here 


w 


hole 


E: 


L. 


366 The Jealous Lovers: 


Whole packers of affe&ions. Ball. Bleſled occaſion 1 
Hcre is a conqueſt purchas'd wjthour bloud, 
He ſleals away his Sword, 
Though ſtrength and valour fail us, yet we ſce 
There may a field be won by policy, Exit, 
Tech. Go, Peegnium, tell your Maſter, I could wiſh 
Thar I were his ; but bid him chooſe another, 
Tell him he has no hope e*re to enjoy me ; 
Bur bid him nor deſpair, 1 do nut doubr 
His conſtant lovero me : yet I ſuſpeR 
His zeal more forvent to ſome other ſaint. 
Say, I receive his Lerters with all joy, 
Bur will nor rake the pains to read a ſyllable Exit. 
Peg, If1 do not think women were got with riddling, 
whip me: Hocus, Pocus , here you ſhall have me, and 
there you ſhall have me, A mail cannor finde our their 
mean ng without the Sieve and Shears, 1 conceive them 
now to be ingendred of nothing but the Winde and the 
Weather-cock, What ? my Sword gone> ha! Wel}, 
"This ſame panderly Rogue Ballto has got it, He ſows 
ſuſpirions of my Maſter here , becauſe he cudgels him in- 
ro manners z and that old ſcold Dipſas hires him to ir, 


How could ſuch a Devil bring forth ſuch an Angel ag 


my Lady Techmeſſa > unleſs it were before her fall, 1 know 
all rheir plots, and yer they canncr fee 'em. Heaven keep 
me from love, and preſerve mine eye-fight, Go plor, Engi« 
neers, plot on, 

He work a Counter- mine, and *twill be brave, 

An old Rogue over-reach d by a young Knave., 


Exit 


ACTUS 
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ACTUS2:, SCENA x. 
Aſotus, Ballio. 


Al. 
je Everg: more ſweer then Muſcadine and Eggs, 
To day 1 will embrace thee, Healchs in bloud 

Are Souldiers mornings-draughts. Proud, proud Evadae 
$hall know what *tis ro make a wit her foe, 
And ſuch a wit as can give overthrow 
To male or female, be they» -- man or woman, 
This can my Tutor do, and I, or no man, 

Ball, And Pamphilus (hall leatn by this dear knock 
His liberal valour late bcſtow'd upon me, 
Invent. on lies art ſafer ward then wit 
T his Sword (hall reach nor to provoke the cruel, 

Aſ. And by this gem ſhall 1 confour:d a jewel, 
$'11d, Turor, 1 have a wit too: there was a jcſt ex tempore, 


SCEN, 3. 
Aſotus, Ballio, Tyadarus, 


Tyr. Phyſicians ſay, there's no diſcaſe ſo dangerous 
As when the Patient knows not he is ſick, 
Such, ſuch is mine. 1 could nar be fo 111, 
Did 1 but know 1 were not well. The fear 
Of dangers but ſuſpected is more horrid 
Then preſent miſery, I hav: ſeen a man, 
During the Storm, ſhake at the thoughts of death + 
\Who, when his eyes beheld a certain raine, 
Dicd hugging of the wave. Were Evalae truc, 
I were too bleſt ; or could I lay ſhe?s falſe, 
I could no more be wretched, — 1 am wells 
My pulſe bears mufick, and my lively bloud 
Dances a healrhful meaſure-- Ha | Whar's this 
Gnaws at my heart > what viperous (ſh.ic of Neſſus 


Cleaves to my skin, and cats away my fleſh 3 - 
1S 
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Tis ſome infeftion,— AF, Turor, let's be gone? podm 
On my life we are dead men elſe, Tyn, My Aſotus > Tolc 


Aſ. Keep your infeRion to your ſelf, Tyn. 'Tis love _ 
Is my infe&ion, Af. Nay, then I care not, Tyndarys : h 


For that is an epidemical diſeaſe, Or pt 
And is the fineſt fickneſs in the world th | 
When it takes two together, Tyn, Dear, dear ſelf) vet 
How fares the darling of the age ? Say. what ſucceſs > wy | 
Aſ. Did nat 1 tell you, fir, 1 was born ns 
With a caul upon face ? My mother wrapt me box 
In her own ſmock. The females fall before me - | 
Like trembling Doves before the towring Hawk, f Blu 
While o're the ſpoils in triumph thus 1 walk, LY 
Bal. So he takes Virgins with his amorous eye, | Y 
As Spiders web intraps the render Flie, | ; 
Aſ. True,Tutor,rrue : for 1 woo'em with cobweb-lawn } | 
Tyn, 1 know the reſt of women may be frail, | £ 
Brittle as glaſſes : bur my Evade ſtands 1 
A Rock of Paphtan Marble, firm and pure, 1 
The Chiyſtall may be tainted, and rude feer | 


Profane the milky way : The Phoenix felt, 
Although but one—no Virgin : e*re I harbour 
Diſhonourable thonghts of that bright Maid ! 
No, Tyn1arns, refle& upon thy ſelf, 
Turn thine eyes inward, ſee thine ovn unworthineſs, 
That does thy thoughts to this ſuſpition move 2 
She loves thee nut, *cauſe thou deſervſt no love, 

Af. 1 do not know where the inchantmenr lies, 
Wherher it be the magick of mine eyes, 
Or lip, or check, or brow :—but 1 ſuppoſe 
The conjuration chiefly in thy noſe. 
Evadne, Sir, is mine, and wood me firſt, 
Troth, *tis a pretty Laſs, and for a woman 
She courts in handſome words : and now and then 
A polite phralc, and ſuch a feeling apperice, 
That having not a heart of flint or ſteel, | 
As mine's an eaſier temper, —1 conſenred 
To give her, in the way of alms, a night 
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Or fo:2>>You gueſs the meaning. Tyr; Too tov well, 
and muſt her luſt break into open flames, 

Tolend the world a light to view her ſhames ; 
Could nor ſhe taſte her Page » or ſecretly 

Admit a tough- back*d Groom inro her arms > 

Or praRiſe with her Door, and take Phyſick 

In a cloſe room ? Bur thus, good heavens, to take 
Her ſtallions up 1*th* trects ! While fin is modeſt, 
It may be heal'd ; bur if once it grow impudent, 
The fcſter ſpreads above all hope of cure, 

I never could obſcrve {o ſtrange a boldneſs 

In my Evadae : 1 have ſeen bh cheeks 

Bluſh, as if Modeſty her ſelf had there 

Lain in a bcd of Coral : — But how ſoon 

Is yerrue loſt in women / Bal. Miſtake us not, 


Dear Tyndarus ; Evadae may be chaſte 


To all the wor(d—burt him «s And as for him, 
Diana's ſelf, or any trier Goddeſs 
Wonld loſe the Virgin-zone, 1 have inflilFd 
Magnerick force into him, that attraQts 
Their iron hearts, and faſhions them like eel, 
Upon the anvile, to what ſhape he pleaſe, 
He knows the minute, the preciſe one minute, 
No woman can hold out in, Come ro me, Sir, 
Ie teach you in one fortnight my Aftrology, 
To make each Burgeſs in all Th:bes—your cuckold. 
Aſot, As filly Lambs do feed the Wolves black jaw 
And fearful Harts the generous Lions paw, 
As Whales car lefſer Fries; ſo may you fee 
The: Matrons, Maids and Widdows ſtoop ro me, 
T1yn. O do not hold me longer in ſuſpenſe : 
The priſoner at the Bar way with leſs fear 
Hear the ſad ſentence of his death pronounc'd, _ 
Then ſtand the doubtful trial. Pray confirm me, 
Aſet, Know you this jewel ? 
Ty. O, my ſad hearr-firings crack | 
Aſot. 1f your Evadne be a Pheenix, Tyndarus, 
Some x 0 months bence you may haye more o'rh* breed. 


f 
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Tyn, This did I give her, and ſhe vow'd to keep ic 
By all the oaths Religion knew. No Deity 
In all the Court of heaven, but highly ſuffers 

In this on one perjury. The Diamond 
Keeps his chaſte luſtre till, when ſhe has ſoil'd 
A glory of more worth then all thoſe roys 
Proud folly gaye ſuch pricetro. Aſot, This? a prerty toy; 
Bur of no value to my other trophies 
That the fraile tribe has ſent me, Your beſt Jewels 
. Are to be found, Sir, in the weaker veſſels ; 
And that's a myſtery : I have ſweat out ſuch 
Variety of trifles, thcir ſeveral kinds 
Would poſe a learned Lapidary ; my Cloſer, 
By ſome thar knew me nor for Cupids Fayourire, 
Has been miſtaken for a Jewellers ſhop, 

Ball, And then for ribbons, points,tor knots, and ſhoves 
Or. to ſlip higher, garters no Exchange (\'rings 
Afﬀords ſuch choice of ware, Aſet, Phebus, whip 
Thy lazy team, run headlong to the Weſt , 

] lovg to raſte the banquet of the night, 
Sir, if you pleaſe, when 1 am ſurfcired, 
To take a pretty breakfaſt of my leavings— 

Tya Where art thou, patience? Hence contagious miſts, 
Thar would infeR the air of her pure fame : 

My ſword ſhall purge you forth, baſe droſs of men, 

From her refined meral. Aſot, Bleſs me, Turor 1 

This is not the preciſe minute, Tyn. Why ſhould I 

AMR wy ſelf for her + No, let het vaniſh, 

Shall I retain my love, when ſhe has loſt 

The treaſure of her vertuc 2 Stay ; perchance 

Her innocence may be wrong'd, Said I, perchance> 

That doubr will call a curſe upon my head, 

To plague wy unbelicf,— Bur here's a witneſs 

Of roo-too certain truth ſtands up againſt her, 

Methinks the flame that burner ſo bright dies ig me ; 

I am no more a captive; [| have ſhook 

My fetrers oft, and broke thoſe gyyes of ſteel 

That bound me to wy thraldome,— My fair priſon, Rn 
A ia, 


WE 
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Adieu,—How ſweetly breathes this open air} 
My feet, grown wanton with their liberty, 
Could dance and caper till Lknockt at Heaven 
With my advanced head, Come, dear Aſotus, 
There are no pleaſures; but they ſhall be ours : 
We will diſpeople all the elements 
Topleaſe our pallates. Midnight (hall behold 
Our nightly cups, and wear a blacker mak, 
As envious of our jollities : the whole ſex 
Of women ſhall be ours ; Merchants ſhall proffer 
Their tender bribes'3 mothers ſhall run and ferch 
Their daughters (e're they yer be ripe) to ſatisfic 
Our 1iquoriſh luſts. Then Tyadarus happy call, 
That loſing one fair maid, has purchas'd all. 
Aſot. You have an admirable merhod, Turor ; 
If this fellow has nor been i'my heart, Tle be hang'd ; 
He ſpeaks my mind fo pat. Ha, boon couragio — 
Ball, You ſee what more then miracles Art can dal 
Tyn. And when we have run o're the caralogue 
Of former pleaſures, thou, and 1, and Ballio, 
Will fir and ſtudy new ones, T1 will raiſe 
A ſe& of new and rare Philoſophers 
Shall from my name be call'd Tyndarides, 
Aſot. And I will raiſe another ſe& like thoſe, 
That ſhall from me be call'd — Aſottd.s, 
Tutor, my fellow Pupil here and I 
Muſt quaff a bow! of rare Philoſophy , 
To pledge the health of Tyndarides, 
Tyn. Come, bleſt reſtorer of my liberty. 
Aſot, 1fany friend of yours want liberty 
In ſuch a kind as this you may command me 2 
For if the braye Tyndarides be not free, 
The Aſotides (hall grant them liberty, 
Tyn. We will be frolick, boy z and e*re we party 
Remember thee, thou mighty manof Arr, 


Exennt Tyudarus & Aſotus, 
SCE No 


172 The Fealom Lovers. 


SCEN, 34 


Ballio, Techmeſſa. 
Ball. There is, beſides revenge, a kind of ſweetneſs 
In ating miſchict : 1 couid hug my head, 
And kiſs the brain that hatches ſuch dear rogueries, 
Such loving, loving rogueries — Silly Pamphilus, 
With thine own ſword Ile kill thee, and then trample 
On thy poor foul (h carcaſe, Techmeſſa here ? 
Then fortune wait on my deſigns, and crown 'em 
With a ſucceſs as h:gh as they deſerve, 
Tech. Merhinks ſometimes I view my Pamphilus 
Cloth'd, Angel-like, in white and ſpotleſs robes ; 
And ſtraight upon a ſudden my chang'd fancy 
Preſents him black and horcid, all a ſtain, 
Moe loathſome then a leper, Ba!. And that fancy 
Preſents him in his likeneſs : all the finks 
And common ſhores in Thebes are cleanly to him, 
Tech, Peace rhou foul tongue. 
Ball, Nay, if you be ſo ſqueamiſh, 
1] have no womaniſh itch to prate— Farewel. 
Tech. Nay, do nor leave me unreſolv'd, good Ballio, 
Bell. Why, 1 did ſer you out in more vile colours 
Then cyer cunning pencil us'd to limb 
Wirch,Hag,or Fury with, Teb, Thou couldſt not do'r, 
And live, Ball. 1 am no ghoſt ; flc(h and bloud ſtiliz 
1 ſaid you had aplerty head of hair, 
And ſuch as might do ſervice ro the Stare, 
Made into halters; that you had a brow 
Hung o're your eyes like fiy-flaps ; that your eyes 
Were like two poudring-tubs, cither wnning o're, 
Oc full of ſtanding brinc ; your cheeks were ſunk 
So low and hollow, they might ſerve the boys 
For cheriy pits, Tech, Could Pamphilus hear all thts, 
And not hs bloud twin choler > 


t faid your noſe was like a Hunters horn, 


Ang Rood fo bending up, a man might hang 


Ball. This > and more. 


His 
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His hat upon*t: that T miſtook the year,, . 

And alwayes thought it Winter, when I ſay . 

Two icicles at your noſttils, Tech, Have 1 loſt 

All woman, that | can with patience h:ar | 

My ſelf thus injur'd > Ball. 1 could beat my ſelf 

For ſpeaking. it z but *rwas to found him, Madam, 

I ſaid you had no neck 3 your chin and ſhoulders 

Were fo good friends, they would ba* rothing part *emz 

I yaw'd your breaſts, for colour and proportion, 

Were like a writhell'd pair of o're-worn foot-balls. 

Your waſte was ſlender ; but the ambitious burrtock 

Climbs up fo high abour, who fees you naked 

Might ſwear you Fiad been born with a vardingal. 
Tech, 1 am &*n frighred with rhy ſtrange deſcriprion, 
Ball. I left, afſham'd and weary : he goes on, 

There be more chaps anid wrinkles in her lips, . 

Then on the earth in heat of Dog-days ; and her teeth 

Look 1.ke an old Park-pale 2: She has atongue 

Would make the deaf man blefs his imperteRion, 

That frees him from the plague of ſo much noiſc : 

And ſuch a bicath ( heaven fhicld us | ) as ourt-vies 

The ſhambles and Bear-garden for a ſcent. 
Tech, Was ever ſuch a Fury? Ball.For your ſhoulders, 

He thinks thcy were ordain'd to underprop 

Some beam o*th* Temple, and thar's all the uſe 

Religion can make of you : then your feer, 

(For i am toth tv give the tull defcriprion) 

He vows they both are cloven, Tech, Had all malice 

Dwelt in ene tongue, it could not ſcandal more, 

Is this the man adores me as his Saint, 

And pays his morning oriſons at ry window 

Duly as at the Temple ? Is there ſuch hypocriſie 

In Loves Religiqn roo ? Are Venus doves 

Burt white diflemblers ? Is this chat Pamphilus 

Thar ſhakes and trembles at a frown of mine 

More then ar thunder > 1 muſt have mote argument 

Of his apoſtacy, or ſuſpe& you falſe, 

\ Ball, W boſe ſword is this > j 
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Tech. *Tis his ; and this I ried 
Abour the hilt, and heard him ſwear ro fighc 
Under thoſe cojours the moſt faithfull ſouldier 
The fields of lars or tents of Cupid knew, 
Falſe men, refign your Arms ; ler us go forth 
Like bands of Amazons 7 for your valours be 
Nor upright fortitude, Tur treachery, | 
Ball. \ urg'd him in a language of that boldneſs 
As would have fir'd the chilleſt veins in Thebes, 
To ſtand in your defence, or elſe reſign 
The fruitleſs ſteel he wore, He bid me take ir, 
He had not fo much of Knight errant in him, 
To vow himſelf Champion to ſuch a Doxie. 
Tech, Then, Love,l ſhoot thy arrows back again, 
Return *em to thy quiver , guide thy arm 
To wcund a breaſt will ſay thy dart is welcome, 
And kiſs the golden pile, I am poſleſt 
With a juſt anger; Pamphzlus (hall know 
My ſcorn as high as his. Ball, Bravely reſolv'd, 
Madam, report not me to Pamphilus 
Author of this : for valour ſhould not talk, 
And furtitude would loſe ic ſelf in words. 
Tech. 1 need no ther witnefs then his ſword 


SCEN, 4 
Ballio, Afotus, Tyndarus, Teclmeſſa. 


 Tyn. Techmeſſa ? never did I underſtand 

The ſweets of life till now : 1 will pronounce 

This for my Birch-day, Tech, And this happy minute 

Has clear*d my ſoul too of the ſame diſeaſe, 

Aſot. Then do as Tyndarys did, and go with me 2 

We'l drink a portle to liberty, and another 

Portle to the Aſotides, and a pottle to the Tyndarides, 

And a fourth to the ſhe-Philoſophers ycleped on . 
1AeFs 


SCEN, 
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SCEN, s, 


Pallio. Aſotus, Tyndarus, T echmeſſa. Pamphilus. 
Tyz. Pamphilus, Welcome ; ſhake thy ſorrows off; 
Why, in this age of freedom, doeſt thou fit 
A captiv*d wretch 2? I do not feel the weight 
Of clay abour me. Aml not all air ? 
Or of ſome quicker clement 2 I have purg'd our 
All that was carth about me, and waik now 
As free a ſoul as in the ſeparation. 
Pam. Brother, if any ſtream of joy can mix 
With ſuch a ſca of grief as mine, and loſe nor 
His native ragntnsy 4 *cis a Joy for you ; 
But 1 am all bitterneſs, Ball, Now, Aſotus, 
The Ccmedy begins, Pam, When will my ſufferings 
Make i y atonement with my angry Goddeſs ? 
Do you celeſtial forms retain any anger 
Erernal as your ſubſtance ? Tech. O fine hair } 
| An amocous broy, a pretty loyely eye, 
A moſt delicious check, a handſome noſe ! 
How NeR&ar- ſweet his lips are | and his teeth, 
Like two fair iyory pales, incloſe a rongue 
Made up of harmony, Then he has a chin 
So full of ravifhing dimples, it were pity 
A beard ſhould oyer-grow ic 3 and his feee 
Paſt all expreſhion come]y, 
Pam. Do not add 
Contempt to cruelty : Madam to inſult 
Upon a proſtrate wretch, is harder tyranny | 
Then to have made him ſo. Tech. And theff a ſhoutdet 
Straight as the oy or cedar. Pam, Courteous death, 
Take wings ; thou art too flow, Tech, 1 could not heat 
Thoſe precious parrs defam?d. but durſt fight 
In the juſt quarrel, Tyn. *Tis a touchy ryper z 
How happy am I, that I have ſcap'd the dens 
Of theſe ſhe-woives 1 Ball. Now my fafery lies 
Upon a tickl;ſh poing—a womans ſecrecy, 5 Ek 
SR 56 Madat 
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Madam, my reputation is dear to me, 

Pam, \n what a maze 1 wander ! how my ſorrows 
Run intro labyrinths ! Tech. Lle unriddle it, 

Bal, *St,'{; the honour of a man at arms, (learn'd 

Tech, Then know , thou perjur'd Pamphilus, 1 have 
Negle& from thee, Pam. Madam, 1 am all love 3 
And if the violence of my flame had met 
With any heart but marble, I had raughr ir 
Some ſpark of my afteRtion, Ball. Now it heats, 

Tech, No doubt the flame is violent, and muſt work 
Upon a breaſt ſo capable as mine. 

Aſot. 1 think Crxpid is turn'd Jugler : Here's nothing 
bur Hocus pocus, Preſio, begone, Come again Fack , and 
{uch feats of aRivity, 

Teeb, bur 1 muſt tell you, you ate falſe and perjur'd, 
Or, whiat is more, a coward, Tell me, Sir, to Aſotus, 
CFor 1 ſuppoſe you of a nobler ſoul) 

If you ſhould hear your Miſtris by rude rongues 
Wrong'd in the graces both of mind and beauty, 
Could you have ſuffer'd it ? | 

A ſot. Madam, were you made 

Fiom bones of Hercules, and brawn of Atlas, 

And daughter were unto Garagantua great, 

And wrong my Miſtris, you ſhould hear me rage 
Provoke my blade, and cry, Blade, canſt thou ſkep 
In peaceful ſcabbard ? Our, thou beaſt of cert our; 
And Lion-like roar this diſdaintul wight 

To Pluto's ſhades, and ghoſts of Erebus. 

Tech. Yer you, my valiant champion, could refign 
This (if you know it) rather then endure 
The terrour of your own ſteel, to redeem 
My bleeding honours, Pam, How am I berray'd; 
And fall'n into the coils of treachery ! 

Give me a wan, bold as that earth-botn race 
That bid ove barrel, and befieg'd rhe gods ; 
And it I make him not creep like a worm 
Upon his belly. and with reverence 

Lick up he duſt you ſcatter from your ſhogey 
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May I for ever lole the light 7 live in, ' Intrat 
The fight of you, Phroneſ. 
Tech, lle try your ſpirits * Phroneſtum. & Exit 
Tz. Thar bloud of goats ſhould ſofren Adamant! yurſus, 
And poor weak woman with a tempring face &+ [ta- 
Should make the Souldier to forget his valour, tim in- 
And Man his ſex! trat cum 
Enter Phronefium. eladios 

SCEN. 6. 
Ballio, T yndarus, Aſatus. Techmeſſa. Pamphilus; 
Phroneſcum., 


Tech. Here's a champion for you. 
Phron. Came,Sir, this ſword be yours; and if you dare 
Maintain the liſts againſt me, as I fear 
Your blogd is whey by this time, by your yalour 
You may redeem your honour and your ſword, 
Aſot, This is another Hercules come from the diſtaff, 
Phot, If not, I do proclaim thee here no Knight, 
Bur mean to poſt thee up for a vile varler, 
And the diſgrace of chivalry, Pam. O my ſhame } 
Aſot. A dainty Ladyerrant. Bal, A fine piece 
Of female fortitude. Phroz. If this tir thee nor, 
Thy Miſtris is the blemiſh of ber ſex; 
A dirty filthy huſwife, Paw, Would it were nor 
Diſhonour now to kill thee ! Phroz, If your valour 
Lie in your back-parrs, I will make experience 
Whether a kick will raiſe it, Pray go fetch him 
Some Aqua-vite 3 for the thought of ſteel 
Has pur him ina ſwound, Nothing revive you ? 
Then will I keep thy ſword, and hang it up 
Amongſt my busk- points, pins, and curling-irons, 
Bodkins ws vardingals,a perperual rrophy, Ex.Phron., 
How braye a Knight you are Pam, Where (hall I run 
And find a deſert thar the foor of man 
Nerre wandred in, to hide from the worlds eyes 
My ſhame > S*death, every Page, and ſweary Foor-man, 
And ſoapy Chamber-maid will poipr avd laugh as me. 
ET dang i 5 Ty3, 
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Ty. T joy to think that 1 (hall meer Evade 
Turn'd on the ſuden Moor ; How black and vile 
She will appear / 


SCEN, 7, 


Ballio, Tyndarus, Aſotus. Techmeſſa, Pamphilus, 
Evadue. 

Ty1, O Heavens ! who will not dare 
Henceforth to ſcorn your powers,and call ſacriledge 
Merit and piety > I donor ſee | 
A hair deform'd ; no rocth or nail ſuſtain 
The brand of her deſerved ſhame. You puniſh'd 
The Queen of beauty with a mole ; but certainly, 
Her perjury hath added to her form ; 
And that the abuſed gods brihz her with beauty, 
Þ.s the wrackt tenant ſtrives to buy the favour 
Of his imperious Landlord, | 

Evad, Gentle Tyndains, 
Load not weak ſhoulders with ton great a burden, 

Tyn. O luſt ) on whar bright altars blaze thy flames, 
While chaſtiry lers her cold fires glow our 
In deform'd temples, and on ruin'd altars | 
Tempr, me not, ſtrumpet, you that have your hirclings, 
And can with jewels, rings, and other toys, 
Purchaſe your 4 Haag lechers, 

Evad. My chaſte ear 
Has becn a ſtranger to ſuch words as theke ; 
I have nor fin enough to underſtand them, 
And wonder where my Tyndarus learn'd that larguage, 

Tya, 1 am turn'd Eagle now, and haye an cyc | 
Dares bol4ly gaze on that adulterate ſun, 
I muſt be ſhort : who muſt this ring dire& 
Into your guilty ſheets? Evad, 1 dv not know 
How I ſhould loſe thar pledge of my Lords love + 
Bur *tis not in the power of any thief 
To ſteal away the heart 1 have yow'd yours ; 
And woul3 te all the gods 1 had kept it there ! Af 
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Aſ. Come, bluſh nor, baſhful belly-pieceTI will meet 
I ever kept my word with a fair Lady: (thee + 
I will requite chat jewel with a richer. 
The glorious heavens atray'd in all their ſtars 
Shall not out-ſhine thee, Be not, girl, aſham'd 3 
Theſe are acquainted with it ; 1 would vex *em 
To night with the remembrance of thoſe ſports 
We ſhall enjoy: then pleaſures double riſe, 
When both we feed, and they ſhal Tantalixe & 
Evad, It is not manly in you, Sir, to ruine 
A Virgins fame, with hazdrd of your own, 
Aſot, Tur, Laſs, no marter, we'l be manly anon. 
Tyz, A fine difſembler } Ha 1 what tumulr's here > 
. Enter Pegnium and Officers" 


SCEN, $, 


Ballis, Tyadarus. Aſotus, Techmeſſa, Evadne, 
Pamphilus. Pegnium and Officers, 


Peg, That's he, 1 charge you apprehend the villain. 

x Offic, Villain, we apprehend thee, 

Ball. Slaves, for what ? 

2 Offic. For an arrant cut-purſe : you ſtole away this 
little Gentlemans ſword 3 and being done by chance- 
medly, *ris flat Felony by Statute, 

Pam. 1 thank thee, innocence : though earth diſclaim 
Thy title, heaven denies thee not proreRtion, 

Peg Conf:(s, or I will have thee inſtantly 
Hlang'd for a figne on thine own poſt. Ball, Well,villany, 
Thou wilt nor thrive. Sir, *rwas you | wrong'd, 

I do confels the {ward by which 1 rais'd 

So ſtrange a ſcandal an you, was by me 

Stoln from your Pape, as he delivered Letters 
From you to your Techmeſſa ; and the plot 
Was faſhion'd by her morher, though 111 fortune 
Made me tHunlucky inſtrument. 


Aſo, Cuiled Turor, 
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Thou haſt read nothing ro me worth the learning, Ao 
Bur th” highway to the gallows : there ſhall we To ma 
Hang up like vermine, Little did 1 think Je ha' 
To make the women weep and ſob to ſee | Mend 
T untimely end of two ſuch proper men, Tyi 
"This mouth was neyer made to ſtand awry, Aſ 
And ſure my neck was Jong enough before, One 
Lady, upon my humbled knees 1 beg And. 
Pardon for faults commirted : 1 acknowledge, P, 
T har ſtriving with felonious intent I A 

To ſteal a kiſs or rwo from your ſweet lips, 
From your ſweet ear I ſtole a ring away. (ter, Anc 
Peg. For which your ſweet neck muſt endure the hal- An 
Tya, l am again thy ſervant, mighty Love | | 
O my Evadne, how (hall I appear 
So bold as to plead in mite-own cauſe > Bu 
It is ſo fou], that none can ſeal my pardon, NM: 

Bat you that ſhould condemn me, ae 
Evad, Sir, you know 

The power I have is yours 8 be your own Judge, T 
And ſeal your pardon here, Tyn. *tis double life, J 


Granted by ſuch a ſeal, Tech, Whar puniſhment 
Shall we infli& on theſe> Aſot. Gentle Lady, 
E*n what you pleaſe—bur hanging ;—thar's a death 
My enemies will hit me in the teeth with; 
Beſides, it makes a man look like a Cart 
When ſhe cries Mew, Ball, le bark a whiie 
Before the dogs death choak me. Aſot. Pray 4iſmils | 
This pack of hounds ; and,fince we both are guilty, \, | 
Eer us beſtow or one anothers ſhoulders 
The g00d and wholſome counſel of a cudgel. 
Peg. Pray, let me intercede, | 
A (ot. Thanks, pretty little Gentleman, ; | 
Tya, Officers, you are diſcharged, Exeunt O Fucery, | 
Aſot, Are the mad dogs gone > | 
Cowe, Tutor, I muſt read a ſtile to you, 
Under correion 3 — Not ſo hard, good Tutor. 
T4. Enough, 2 FT po 


Aſet. 
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Aſot. "ſs one bour, I beſeech you, more, 
To make up ſatisfation, Ball. Well, for this 

le have one engine more ; my bad intents 

Mend nor, bur gather ſtrength by puniſhments, 

Tya, Your ſatisfaRion now is fl and ample. 

Aſot. Nay, we muſt have the health *h* crab-tree cup 
One to th* Tyndarides,another tothe Aſotides, (roo ; 
And one, my dear InſtruRor ro the Techmeſſides, 

Pam, Nay, now your penance doth exceed your crime. 

Aſot, Say you ſoz nay, then here's a health ro the 

Pamphilides too | | 
And for his noble ſake, to the Evadnider, 
And all Philoſophy fe&s what e*ce they be. 

Evad., Your juſtice to your ſelyes is tao ſevere, 

Aſot. Then 1 ha? done : farewel, and hearty thanks, 
Bur, Tutor, ſtay, this little Gentleman 
Has been forgot z — Pray, Sir, what may I call you ? 

Peg. My name is Pegaium. 

Aſot, 1 were moſt unthankful 
To paſs o're you — To the Pegniades, Turor ; 
You have brought us to a fair paſs, Tutor, 

Ball. .T aſh, 
*Twas but to exerciſe your paſlive valour. 

HAſot. Your pallive valour; give me your aRive valour; 
I do not like your black and blew yalour, 

When bone ſhail ake with magnanimiry, 
| Excunt Aſotus, Bllo, Pega'um, 


$ C E N, 9s 
Tyndarus. Pamphilus, Evadne, Techmeſſas 


Tyn, Brother, 1 find my ſoul a troubled ſea, 
Whoſe billows are nor fully quieted, 
Although the ſtorm be over. Therefore, Pamphilus, 
By the ſame womb thar bred us, and the breaſts 
Of our dead mother Lalage, I conjure thee, 


With all the charms that love can teach thee, 
Aſaulr 


LOME EY es: 7» 


332 The Fealous Lovers, 


Aſlault Evadne's faith : if thou report het 

Conſtant, lend my jealouhe ; if frail, 

The torrent of my love ſhall bend his courſe 

To find ſome other channel. Pam. By that love 

That made us tw ns, though born at ſeveral births, 

"Thar grew along with us ;n height and ſtrength, 

I will bz true. Farewel, | 
Tya. Be ſudden, Pamohilus, Exit Tyndarns, 
Fvad, M:thinks this ſhould confirm you, 

Tech. That he was not 

Guilty of this, acquits him not of all : 

To prove a man free from an a& of ther, 

Acquits him not of murder, No, no, ſiſter, 

Tempr him with kifles, and whar other dalliance 

Craft and irdulgent nature hath raught woman 

To raiſe hot youth to appetite : if he yield nor, 

1 will pur off diſtruſt. 1 do not know 

Whom 1 durſt truſt, bur you. 

Evad. Though mine own love 

Find me enough in buſineſs ; yet in hope 

That you will ſecond me in my occaſions, 

I undertake the tak, Tech. Take heed, Evade, 

Leſt, while you counterfeit a flame, you kindle 

A real fire, —1 dare not be roo confident, 

Hence will 1 cloſely pry intotheir ations, 

And over-hear their language ; for if wy fiſter 

See with mine eyes, ſhe cannot chooſe bur love bim 

In che ſame height with me, 


SCEN, 10, 


Pamphitus. Evadne, Techmeſſa in infidins. 
Pam. It grieves me, that a Lady of your worth, 
Young, ſoft, and aRive as the ſpring, the ſtar 
And glory of our Nation, ſhould be prodigal 
Of your atteRion, and miſplace your love 
On a regardleſs boy, Evad, Sir, the ſame pity 
I muſtrerurn on you, Were Taman | 
| : Whom 


7s, 
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Whom all rhe Ladies might grow rivals for, 
(As leſs you cannot be) I would nor loſe 
My ſervice to a Miſtris of ſo coy 
And proud an humour :— True, ſhe is wy fiſter ; 
Bur the ſame womb produces ſeveral natures, 
| ſhould have entertain'd ſo great a bleſſing 
With greater thankfulneſs. 

Pam, That my ſtars ſhould be 
So croſs unto my happineſs! Evad. And my fate 
So cruel to me ! Pam, Sweet, it is in us 
To turn the wheel of fortune ; ſhe's a goddeſs 
That has no deity where diſcretion reigns, 

Evad, Burt ſhall I wrong my fiſter > Pam, Do not 1 
Give juſt exchange, and loſe a brother for her ? p 
Our ſufferings have been equal, and their prides : 

They muſt be equal necks that can draw eyen 
In the ſame yoke. Evad, T have obſerv'd,the chariot 


Of the great Cyprian Queen links not together 
The dove with ſparrows ; bur the turtle joyns 
With turtle, and the ſparrow has his mare. 
Pam, See if one ſnftneſs kiſs not in our lips. 
Evad, One lip not meets tne other with more ſympathy 
Then yours met mine, 
Pam, Let's make the ſecond trial, 


SCENMN. it. 


Techmeſſa. Pamphilus, Evade, 
Tech. 1 can endure no longer, —gentle fiſter, 
Evad, 1 cannot blame your jealoufic z for I find— 
Tech, Foo much of {weerneſs in his amorous lips, 
There is no tie in nature ; faith in bloud 
Is bur a thing that ſhould be ; Brothers, Siſers, 
Fathers, and Morhers, are but ſpeciqus names 
Of loveand duty. You and I have been 
Bur gueſts in the ſame womb, thar at firſt meeting 
Change kind and friendly language, and next morning 


Fall out before they part, or ar leak ride 
” Contrary 
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Contrary rodes. Evad. Will you then miſconſtrue' 
The ſervice I perform'd at your requeſt > 


Tech, Henceforth le ſer the Kire to keep wy chickens, 
And make the Wolf my ſhepherd, 


SCEN. r:. 


Evadne, Tehmeſſa, Pamphilus , Tyndarus. 
Ty. Pampbilus, how is t ? 
Pam, I know not how to anſwer thee ; 
She mer me with more Courtſhip then I tender'd, 
Teth, Sir, wee are both abuſ'd ; and the womb 
That gave us life was fruirful to our ruine : 
Your traytor wears the maxk call'd Brother ; mine, 
As cunrung a diſguiſe, the name of Siſter. 
Theſe eyes are witnefs, that deſcried*em kiſſing 
Cloſer then cockles, and in luſtful rwines 
Our- bid the vie, or the circling -.arms 
Of winding vines : their hor embraces mer 
So near, and folded in ſo cloſe a knot 
As ifthey would incorporate, and grow one, 
Tya, Then farewel all refpeR of bloud and friendſhip; 
I do pronounce thee ſtranger. If there can be | 
Valour in treachery, put thy truſt in ſteel, 
As 1 do, notin brothers, — Draw, or die, 
Pam, Brother, 
Tyn, 1 hate the name ; it is a word 
Whers my juſt anger to a ſharper edge. 
Pam. Hear me. 
Tyn, I will no pleading but the ſword, 
Wert thou proteRted by Aj ol{o%s remple, 
Or hadſt the altar for ſecurity, 
Rel;gion ſhould not bind me from thy death. 
Couldſt thou retreat into my mothers womb, _ 
There my revenge ſhould find thee, 1 am ſudden, 
And talk is tedious. 
Pam. Bear me witneſs, heaven, 
This aRtion is unwilling 


SCEN, 


2. AM 


SCEN, 23, 


Pamphilus. Tyndarus. Tecbmeſſa. Evadnes 
Chremylus. Dipſas. ? 


and let not raſh opinion of a valour 
l:rſwade you to be Fratricides ; Pray remember, 
You thirſt but your own bloud : He that o recomes 
Loſes the one half of himſelf, Tyz, Dear Chremylyus, 
The reverence to your age hath tied my hands ; 
Bur were my thread of life meaſur'd by his, 
7d cur it off, though we borh fell rogether ; 
That my incenſed ſoul might follow his, 
and ro eternity proſecuts my reyenge. 
Pam, Brother, at your intreaty I advenrured 
To court Evadne ; and becauſe I found her, 
againſt my mind, roo cafie ro my ſuir, 
Your rage falls hzavy on me, Tech, On my knees 
1 beg, dear father, cloyſter me in darkneſs, 
Or ſend me to the deſerts to converſe 
Witch nothing bur a wilderneſs, or expoſe me 
To the cold mercy of the wind and waves, 
So you will free me from the company 
Of a falſe ſiſter, Evad, Sir, with much perſwaſion 
She wrought on me ro perſonate a love 
To Pamphilus, too ſee if I could ſtagger 
The faith he yow'd to her : this have 1 done, 
And this ſo much hath moy'd her, 
_ Chrem, Hers you ſee 
The fruits of raſhneſs. Do you find your errour > 
Bur the foul ſpring from whence theſe birrer ſtreams 


| Had their firſt head, 1 fear, is from you, Dipſes. 


Dip. 1 will no more deny it: I have fown 
Theſe ſeeds of doubr, wiſhing to ſee difſention 
Ripe for the fickle — For what cauſe I now 
Forbear ro ſpeak ——But henceforth 1 will trive 


T' 6lear thoſe jealouſirs, and conclude their loves 


Chr, Pur up, for ſhame,thoſe rude unhallowed blades, 
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Ina bleſt nuprial, Tyn. O how frail is man ! 
One Sunny day the exhalations rears 
Into a cloud, at night it falls in tears, 


Exemy, 


—__—_— 


_ a... 


ACIUS 4 SCENA rt, 
Dipſas. Tyndarns, 
Tyn. ff it be not immodeſty to demand 
So bold a queſtion, 1 would be reſolv'd 
Of one doubt yet, Dip, Speak boldly : By all holineſs, 
My anſwer thall be true. Tys, When you were young, 
And Iiyely appetite revell'd in your blood, 
Did you not find rebellion in your yeins > 
D:d not the ſame embraces tedious grow, 
And cauſe a longing in your thoughts ro taſte 
Varieties of men > Dip, I bluſh, I cannot anſwer 
W.th a denial : Not 4 proper Gentleman 
Bur forc'd my goatith eye ro follow him; 
And when | had ſurvey'd his parts, 1 would 
With any loſs of honour, wealth, and friendſhip, 
Have bought himto my bed : And truly, 5115 
*T was cheap at any rate, Tyn, Steel'd impudence ! 
Wihar fruit can 1] expeR the bough ſhould bear 
That grows from ſuch a ſtock > Dip, 1 had of late 
A months mind, Sir, to you + Y*ave the right make 
To pleaſe a Lady, Tyz. Sure this old piece of Juſt, 
When ſhe is dead, wili make her grave a biothel, 
And tempt worms to adulterate her carcaſc. 
Dip. And thar's the reaſon I] have croſs'd my daughter, 
To further mine own Jove. Puy me, Sir ; 
For though the fewel's ſpent, there is a ſpark 
R ak*d up th* embers, —But ] now deſiſt ; 
Pleaſe you ro go to Ballio's houſe, my daughter 
Shall meer you there :—1 hope char out of duty 
She will not grudge her mother a good turn, 
When ſhe is married—now and then. 
Tyn, Is there no houſe - : T; 
© 
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To meer at, bur this Ball:a's ? is Evadne 
Acquainted there > is that the rendezyous 
Of her hot meetings >—— Yet I 11 ſulpe&R 
This womans malice to her child nor loſt : 
1 will beſtow ſome time, an1 go to ſee 
The range event of this dark myſtery, 
Exit Tyadarys; 


$SCEN. .2, 


Dipſas. Ballin, 

Dip, Ballio, Bal, Madam, Dzp. See your houſe be Rtor'd 
With the debauchedſt Roarers in the City, | 
Let every room be f111'd with noiſe and quarrellivg z 
For Tyadarus is to meet Evadne there, 

You gueſs the reſt ; if nor, this purſe of gold 

Better inform you. Exit Difſas, 
Bal. Moſt celeſtial Lady ! 

Though 1 have pra&iſcd villany from my cradle, 

And from my dug ſuckt miſchief more then milk, 

This Fury till our-does me,—1I ai vext, 

Vexr to the heart, to ſee a filly woman 

Cariy more devils in her then my ſclf. 

And yer 1 love thee, — thou ſhe rogue, I loye thee, 

Had 1 bur ſuch a wife, what a fine brood 

Of roads could I beger! 


SCEN. 2: 
Ballio, Simo, 
Ball, Here comes my Mole, 

The ſon of earth, that digs his mothers entrails 
Torurn up treaſure for his boy and me ; 
That with induſtrious eyes ſearches to hell, 
To buy us heaven on earth. Welcome, welcome, 
Thou age of gold : how dothe bags at home ? 
Are all the cheſts in healch > thrives the purſe till > 
And ſays it to the talents, Multiply ? (falls 


Sim, Thanks to my providence, like a ſwarm let a 
; or 
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Nox in ſmall drops upon me, (as at firſt 

But like a torrent overthrows the bank, 

As it would threat a deluge, Were it not pity 
My boy ſhould nx invent fluces enough 

To drain the copious ftream, 

Ball. A chouſand piries | 
That you ſhould loſe the fruits of ſo much care. 

Sim, T rue, Ballto, rrue, 

Ball, Truſt me, what Art can do, 

Shall not be wanting, Sim. I'e not bc ungratcful. 
Ir lies in you to turn theſe filver hairs 

Toz freſh black again, and by one fayour 

Cut forty years away from the gray ſum, 

Ball. I hadrather cut off all, and be onr own carvers= 
Sir,if 1 had Mcdea's charms,to boil (aſide 
Anaged Ram in ſome inchanted caldron 
Till he tart up a Lamp, I woule recall 
Your youth, and make you, like the aged ſnake, © 
Caſt off this wrinkled ſkin, and ſkip up freſh 
'As at fifteen, Sim, All this you may, and more, 

If you will place me where I may unſeen 
Make my eye witneſs of my fons delight ; 
1 ſhall enj.y the pleaſures by bcholding. *em. 

Ball. rue, Sir, you know he's bur your ſecond ſelf, 
The ſame you might have been at one and twenty : 
The bliſs is both alike. $:m, Moſt Philoſophical 1 

Ball, Place your felt there, 

Sim. 1 ha? no words bur theſe 
To thank you with. Ball, This is true Rhetorick, 


SCEN. 4. 


Aſotus, Ballio. Bomolochus, (hevilas. Thraſymachus , 
Hyperbolgs. Simo in angults. 


Aﬀſot. Come forth, my Raſcals : Ler the thriving Lord 
Confine his family unto half a man, 
Yelecped—Page, Our Honour be attended TR 

fl 
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With'men of Arts and Arms; Captains and Poets 
Shall with the Bilbo-blade and gray-gooſe quill 
G ace our retinue— And, when we grow ſurly, 
Valour and Wir fall proftrare at our frown, 
Crouch, imps of Mars, and frogs of Helicon, 
Sim, How they adore him ! and the perillous wag 
Becomes his ſtate, To ſee what wealth cant do, 
Tothoſec that have the blefling how to ſpend ir? 
Ball, Your bleſſing was the wealth, the Arr of ſpending 
He had from me, Sim. Once more I pive thee thanks, 
Thraſ, Who dares offend thee, Lord of fortitude, 
And nor pay homage to thy potent roe, . 
Shall be a morſel for the dogs. Aſot. Stourly del.ver'd, 
My brave Thraſymachus ——Thou for this ſhalt fecd, 
L will not ſuffer valour to grow lean, 
And march like famine, 1 have ſeen an Army 
Of ſuch meagre troops, ſuch thin-chapt Rarvelings, 
Their barking Rowacks hardly could refrain 
From ſwallowing up the foe,e're they had ſlain him, 
Hyper. If thou command our ſervice, we wi!l dye 
Dull earth with crimſon, till the tears of orphans, 
Widows and Morhzrs waſh it white again . 
We't ſtrew thy walks with legs, and arms,and thighs, 
And pay thee tribure thouſand heads a day, 
Freſh bleeding from the trunks 3 and panting hearts 
Not dead ſhall leap in thy viforious paw. 
Aſot. Then ſay thou ro hunger, —Friend,Adieu ! 
Ballio, condemn a bag ; let traſh away : 
See *em both arm'd in Scarlet cap-a-pe, 
Strike rop-ſail, men of war, Ball, We muſt divide 3 
We that ſerve great men have no other ſbifrs 
To thrive our ſelves,but gelding our Lords gifts. 
Sim, Now I am rich indeed: this is true treaſure, 
Aſot, Ha | has Me:pomene ta'ne cold of late, 
Thar you are ſilent, my Parnaſſian Beagles ? 
Is Clzo dumb ? or has Apollo's Jews-rrump 
By ſad Giſaſter loſt her me{odious tongue ? | 
Cher, Your praiſc-all tongues defirs to ſpeak; but ſome, 
| fn WY Nay 
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Nay, all, I fear, for want of Art grow dumby 
The harp of Orpheus bluſbes tor to fing, 
And iweet Ampbions voice hath crackt a ſtring, 
Aſot. A witty foleciſme ! reward the errGur ; harp 
and f{ing, voice and ſtring, 
Bawi. Give me a breath of thunder ; let me ſpeak 
Sonorous accents, till their clamours break 
Rocks with the roiſe obſtreperous : I will warble 
Such bquncing nores ſhall cleave obdurare Marble 
tl-on mountCaucaſ:s, heavens knocking head , 
Boreas (ball blow my trumper, tj1l I ſpread 
Thy fame, grand Patron of the thrice-rhree Siſters, 
Till envies ears ſhall hear it, and have bliſters. 
Aſot. © rare cloſe! a high ſublime conceit 1 
For this I'le ſheath thee in a new Serge ſcabbard, 
Blade of the fount Pegaſean, Sim. What an honour 
\Wil] our bloud come r01——1 have (atiſfied 
For all the Orphans, Widows, and what others 
My ſacred hunger hath devour'd. Aſot. Ballio, 
Bleſs bim with twenty drachmes-— Ycr forbear; 
Money may (poil his Poetry, Give's ſome wine 3 
Here 1s a wherſtone bath for wit and valour, 
A health to all my beadſmen of the (word, 
Thr. Hyp. This will engage the men of arms to fight, 
Aſot, This to the Muſes, and their thread- bare tribe. 
Cher. Bom, Thou doeſt engage the learned troops to 
(write, 
Aſot. Go, ſong of Mars, with young Apolla's brood, 
And vſher in my Veaus : Wine hath; warm'd 
My bjoud, and wak'd it to an itch of ſporting, | 
Exenat Bomolochus, Hyperbolus,. Cherilus, Thraſy 
machus, for'to fetch ia Phryne ; Aſotus the while 
is putting on his armour. 
Ball, Some twenty ages hence *twill be a queſtion, 
Which of the rwo the world will reverence more, 
You for a thriving father, or Aſotus 
For ſo liberal a ſon. Sim. Good Balizo, good 3 | 
Bur which will they preferr > Baſh Fhey cannotgoir, 


But 
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Bur muſt admire you firſt, which grip'd fo much 
That made his hand ſo open. Sim. Gracious ſtars, 
How bleft ſhall I be rwenty apes hence! 
Some twenty ages herice } ' Ball. You ſhall be call'd 
Adoting Coxcomb twenty ages hence, 


- SCEN. «. 


[lierilus, Bomolochus, before, prrjonatin9 tywo Mevenries ;; 
Phryne in an aatich Kobe and Coronet, Enarded tn by 
Hyperbolus aud Thraſymatbss. 
Aſot. How bright and glorious are the bears my ſtar 
Darts from her eye | Lead on my Queen of beauty, 
Bur in a ſofter march ; ſound a rerreat : 
Lead on again z, He meer her in thar flare 
The God of War puts on when he falores h 
The Cyprian Qeen.—Thele that were once the poſturs 
Ot horrid bartels are become the muſter 
Of Love and beauty, Say, fweer brac2 of Mercyuries, 
Is ſhe th*Olympich—or the Paphian Goddeſs > 
Ball. Where arc you, Sir, where are you > 
Sim. In Elyam, in Elyfum. 
Cher, This is no Goddeſs of tt —01ymick Halls 
Bom. Nor may you her of Neptane's iſſue call, 
Cher, For (he nor Siren is, nor Amphitrite. 
Bom, Nor wood-Niwph that in forreſt rakes delight 
Cher, Nor is ſhe Muſe, Boy, Nor Grace. 
Cher, Nor is ſhe one of theſe 
That haunt the ſprings,. the beautequs Natades. 
Boi, Nor Flora, Lady of the field, is ſhe, 
Cher, Nor bright Pomona, thiOrchards Deity. | 
Boys, No, ſhe .is none of rheſe, Chey. O rhen prepars 
To hear her bleſſed name, Bow. *Tis Phyyne fair. 
Aſot. Phryne the fair > Oh peace! if this be ſhes 
Go forth, and ſing the world a lullabie : 
Far thy dear ſake, in whom is all delight, 
I will no more therrembling narions fright : 
With belloiving Drums, and groans of flaughtefed mer: 
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My father brings the Golden Age agen, 

Phiyn. Vardon me, dreadful Deity of War 3 
*T was love of you that forc'd me from my ſphere, 
And made me leave my orb without her influence, 
To mcer you in the fury of the fight, 

Sweating with rage, and recking in the bloud 
Of wrerches ſacrific'd to the Stygian floud. 

Aſot. Come forth,thou horrid inflrument of death, 

Ball, Do you hear him, Sir, ? 

Sim, 1, to my comfort, Ballis, 

Aſot, 1 will diſpeople earth, and drown the world 
In crimſon floods, and purple deluges : | 
The old, the yourg, the weak, the luſty wight, 
Souldiers and Scholars, fair and foul rogerher, 
Men, women, children, infants, all ſhall dic. 

I will have none ſurvive, that ſhall have kfr 

Above one &ye, three quarters of a, face? 

And halt a noſe, 1 will carve legs and arms 

As ata feaſt, Henceforth to all poſterity 

Mankind (hall watk on crutches, Phryz. Cruel Mars) 
Let the conjun&tion of my milder ſtar 

Temper the roo malignant force of thine, 

The Drum, the I.fe and Trumpet ſhall be rurn'd 
To Lutcs and Citheins, We will drink in helmets, 
And cauſe the ſouldier turn his blade to knives, 

To conquer capons and the ſtubble gooſe : 

No weapons in the age to come-be known, 

Burt ſhield of Bacon, and the ſword of Brawn, 
Dc:ign me a kiſs, great Warriour, 

Aſot. Hogſheads of Ne&ar 
Are treaſur*d in the warc- houſe of her lips 2 

Thar kiſs hath ranſom*d thouſands from the grave. 

Phy. Let me redeem more thouſands with a ſecond, 

Aſot. Rage melts away; 1 paidon half the world. 

Pbrys, O let me kiſs away all rigeur from thee, 


Aſot, Live, mortals, live : Death has no more ro do # 


And yet merhinks a little rigout”s efts 
Pb/373, Thus ſhall it yaniſhe 
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Aſot, Vaniſh, rigour, vaniſh, | | 

Harneſs the Lions, make my chariot ready 

Venus, and 1 will ride, Phr, How ? drawn by Lions > 
Aſot. 1, thou ſhalt kiſs *em till their rigour vaniſh 

(As mine has) into air, I will have thee play 

With Ounzes, Tygers, and the Panthers whelp, 

As with 2 Squirrel ; Bears ſhall wait on thee, 

And ſpotted Leopards ſhall thy Monkeys be, 


Seeſt rhou, my Phryne, what a fair retinue * 
I have provided thee > Theſe for thy defence 
'Gainſt any Lady rivals rhee in beaury 
And theſe on all occafions ſhall vent forth 
Swelling Encomiums ——Say, Bomolochys, 
How fings my Miſtris > 
Bom, The Graſhopper chaunts nor his autumn quire 
So ſweer, nor Cricket by the chimney- fire, 
Aſot. They*! make thee any thing ; thou art already 
Cricket and Graſhopper,—Ch#ert'us, how does ſhe dance 7 
Cher, Haveyou beheldrhe fable beaſt 
Clad in an Ebon mantle, hight a flea, 
Whoſe ſupple joynrs ſo nimb!y skip and caper 
From hem to ſleeve, from ſleeve ro hem again, 
Dancing a meaſure o're a Ladies ſmock, 
With motion quick, and: courtly equipage ? 
Sotrips fair Phryne o're the flowery ſtage. 
Af, Now thou art a flea.- How ſnorts ſhe as ſhe ſleeps > 
Bom. Zephyrus breathes not with a ſweeter gale 
Through a grove of ſycamore : the ſoft ſpring 
Chides not the pebbles that diſturb his courſe 
With ſweeter murmur, Let Amphions Lute 
(Thar built our Theban walls) be henceforth mure, 
Orphgyus ſhall break his harp, and filent be 
The reed of Paz, the pips of Mercury : 
Yea, though the ſpheres be dumb, I care nor for'r, 
No mufick ſuch as her mclodious ſnorr, 
Aſot. M:lodious ſnort ) With what decorum ſpirs ſhe? 
Cher, Like the ſweer Gums that from NeRar trees 
Lo os =; ON Dd3z Diſtil 
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Piſtill, or honey of the labouring Bees 3 
Like morning dew,that in a pleaſant ſhower ! 
Drops pearls into the boſome of a flower ;; 
Cupid with acorn cups cloſe by her fits, 
To ſnatch away the Neftar that ſhe ſpits. : 
Afot. Ballis, preſent me with the crowns of Laurel, 
Thus 1 drop wine the beſt of Helicos, | 
On your learn'd heads, and crown you thus with bays, 
Riſe Pocts Laurear both } Favour, Apollo ! 
Boi, The Muſes and Aſotus be propitious! 
Aſor.1l will not have you henceforth ſneak to Taverns, 
And peep, like Fidlers, inro Gentlemens rooms, 
To ſhark for wine and radiſhes ; nor lie ſentingl 
Ar ordinaries z nor rake up at Plays 
Some Novice for a ſupper : you ſhall deal 
Nu more 18 ballads, ro bewail an execurion 3 
Nor lamentable Rhyrhmes ; nor beg in Elegies ; 
Nar counterfeit a fickneſs, to draw in 
A contribution nor work Journey-work 
Under ſome Play- houſe Poer, that deals in 
Wir by retail : nor ſhall you task your brains 
To grace a Burgeſs new poſt with a Rebus : 
Or furniſh a young ſuitor with an —_— 
Upon his Miftris vame z nor ſtudy poles 
For rings and bracelets, —}njure not the bough 
Of Daphne : know, that you are Lautcat now, 
Ball, How like you this diſcourſe 2 
Sim. Exccllent well, 
It is a handſome Laſs: if 1 were young, 
(As I am nor decrepit) 1 would give | 
A talent for a kiſs, Phryz, Come, beautcous Mars, 
Ile kemb thy hair ſmooth as the ravens feather, 
And weave thoſe ſtubborn locks ro amorous bracelets, 
Then call a livelier red into thy face, 
And ſotren with a kiſs thy rugged lips. 
1 muſt not have this beard ſo rudely grow 2 
Pur with my needle 1 will fet each hair 
In decent order, as you rank your ſquadrons, 
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Aſot. Here's a full bow! ro beamneous Phryzes health, 
What durſt thou do, Thraſymachus, to the man | 
That ſhould deny it > Thraf, Difle& him into atomes, 

Hyo, 1 durſt do more for beauteous P hrynes ſake, 

Thr, What morethen 1 ? Hyperbolus,thou art mortal. 

Hyp. Yield, or | ſee a breakfaſt for the crows, 

Thraſ. Death ro my lungs, 1 ſpit upon thy fame. 

Hyp, Then with my tcel 1 whip thy caſh contempr. 

Aſ. Brawling,yau maſtives ?—Keep the peace at home, 
And joyn your forces *gainſt rhe common foe, 

Phy. You ſha*nor be angry : by this kiſs you ſha*nox, 

Afot, 1 will, unleſs you ſwear again,” * 

Phrys, You ſha*nor, 

Sim, Ab, Ba{lio | age has made me ag dry ns tinder, 
And 1 have taken fire, 1 burn, I burn; - 

The ſpark rak*d up in aſhes is broke fotth, 
And will conſume me, Ball:o, Bal. W har's the marter 

Sim, Love, cruel Love 3 I muſt enjoy that Lady, 
What ever price it coſt me, Bal. Your ſons Miſtris ? 

Sim. Son, or not ſon, Let this intreat, and this. 

Ball, This will perſwadg, T muſt remove your ſon 
His fury elſe will ſurely ſtand *rwixt us 
And our deligng,+ Old Lecher, 1 will fit you, 

And geld your bags far this : You ſhall be milk'd, 
Empri'd and pumpt; Spunge, we will ſquez<c you, ſpunge, 
And ſend you to ſuck more, — Invincible Mars. 

Aſot. What ſays rhe governour of our younger years 2 

Bal, You have worn this plot of Mars too ſtale already; 
O ſhift your ſelf into all ſhapes of Love : | 
Women are taken with variety. - 

What think you of Qbersn the King of Fairies? , 
I know *rwill ſtrike her fancy. Aſot. Buſineſs calls, 
Drink on, for our return ſhall ſudden be. 
SCEN, 6. Gn 
Ballio, Sims, Thrafymachys, Hyperbolus, Cherilns, 
Bomolachws, Phryne. | 

Ball, Phryne, here is'a boy of wealth, my girl, A 
The golden byll that gor this golden calf a 

EE {o Deeply. 
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Deeply in love with thee, Phryn, Let me alone 3 

Ile Heece him— Bal, Melt him, Phryae, melt him 5 
We wuſt leave this minertill we have found 
The largeneſs of the vein,-——Suck like an horſe-leech, 
Come, Sir, and boldly enter . 1 have chalkr our 

An eaſie path to tread in ; *twill dire& you 

To your wiſhr journeys end, and lodge you ſafe 

In her ſoft arms. Sim. Thou art my better Angel, . 
Wilt thou eat gold, drink gold, lic in gold ? 

1 have it for thee 3..O1d mien are twice children ; 

And ſd was I, but I am grown again 
Up to a right man; — Thou ſhalt be my Tutor too. 
Is there no ſtools, or tables > Ball, What to do ? 

$:11, 1 would vault over them, ro ſhew the Airength 
And courage of my back. 

Bal. Strike boldly in, Sir. (you, 

Sim. Save you,Genrlewen, If you wanr gold, here's for 
Give me ſome wine Miſtris, a health to you : 

Pledge me, and ſpice the cup with theſe, and rheſe. 
Thou ſhalt have better gowns. Phrs A brave old boy ! 

Hyp.There*s-meral in him. Cher, I will fing thy prailc 
In lines heroick. Bom. 1 will tune my lyre, 

And chaunrt an Ode that ſhall crernize thee, 

Ph:ya, Of what a ſweet aſpe& ) how lovely look'd 
Is this fine Gentleman >— J hope you know 
Ir is in Thebes the cuſtome to ſaute. 

Faic Ladies with a kiſs. - Sim, Sheis enamour'd ? 
Sure ] am younger then 1 thought my ſelf. 
Fair Lady, health and wealth attend thee. 

Ph-yr. Gond Sir, another kiſs. you have a breath 
Compos'd of odours. Sim, Buy thee toys with this 2 
Te ſend thee more, 

Plhrya, How ravifhing is his face ! 

Sim, That I ſhould-haye ſeraviſhing a face, 
Andnever know it /-—Mifer that I was ! 

] will go home, and buy a Looking-glaſs, 
o be acquainred with my parts hereafter. 


1 Ph:ya, Come, lie thee down by me 3 here we wall fir, . 


How 
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How comely are theſe filver hairs ! this hand 
Is e*n a5 right to my own mind, as if 

1 had the making of i, Ler me throw 

My arms about thee. 

Ball, How the burr cleaves to him 1 

Sim. This remnant of my age will make amends 
For all the rime that 1 have ſpent in care. 

Phryn. Give me thy hand. How ſmooth a palm he has 1 
Fow with a touch it melts! Bal, The rogue abuſes him 
With his greafie fiſts, Phryn, Ler us ſcore kifles up 
On one anothers lips : thou ſhalt nor ſpeak, 

But I will ſuck thy words e*re they haye felr 
The open air—Sim, Thar | ſhould live ſo long, 
And ignorant of ſuch a wealth as this ! 


SCEN, 7. 


Simo, Thraſymachus, Hyperbolus, Cherilus, Bomoloch vs, 
Phryne, Aſotns, 
A ſot, Now am I Oberon Prince o' Fairy Land, 
And Phryne ſhall be 0ab, my Empreſs fair ; 
My ſouldiers too Ile inſtantly rransform 
To will with-a-wiſp, and Rohin»good- fellow ; 
And make my brace of Poers tranſmigrate 
Into Pigwigern, and Sir Pepper-corn, 
It were a pretty whimfie now to counterfcit 
Thar I were jealous of my Phrynes love : 
The humour woutd be excellent and become me 
Berter then either Tyadarus or Techmeſſa, 
Thus will 1 walk as one in deadly dumps, 
Sim, When (hall we marry > Phr, I can hardly ſtay 
Till morning. 
Aſot. O what fury ſhor 
A viper through my ſoul | Here Love with twenty bows 
And twenty thouſand arrows lays his ſiege 
To my poor heart,—O Phryne, Phryne ! 
I have no cauſe why to ſuſpe& thy love, 
Bur if all theſe be cunning, as who knows ? 
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Away, foul fin, O eyes, what miſchief do you fee ? 
Ball. O, I could burſt with laughter : here will be 
A pretty ſcene of mirth, Sim, Thou doſt not love me ; 
My boy A/otas, my young ſprightly boy 
Has ftoln thy heart away, Phy. He ? a poor muſhroom | 
Your boy? I ſhould have gueſs'd him for your father : 
He has a skin wrinkled as a Tortoiſe ; 7 
1 have miſta'n him often tor a hedg-hog 
Crepr out on's skin. Pray keep the fool at home. 
Aſot. Patience, go live with cukolds ; 1 defie thee; 
* Villain, rogue, traitour, do not touch my Dear, 
So ro unſanRihe her tender $kin 1 
Nor caſt a goatiſh eye upon a hair, 
To make that little rhread of gold profan'd ; 
Or gaz: bur on her ſhooz-ſtring, that ſprings up 
A rea! Roſe from vertue of her foot, 
To blaſt the odours ; grim-fac'd death ſhall hurry thee 
To Styx, Coeytus, and fell Phlegethon. 
Sim. Aſotus, good Aſotus, 1am thy father, 
Alot, 1 no Aſotus am, nor thou my fire 3 
Bur angry and incenſcd Oberon, 
Sim, All that I have is thine, though I could vie 
For every ſilver hair upon my head 
A picce in gold, — Af. 1 ſhould ſend you to the Barbers, 
Sim. All, all is thine : let me but ſhare 
A little in thy pleaſures 3 only reliſh 
The ſweetneſs of *em, Aſot. No, I will not have 
Two ſpenders in a houſe : Go you and reyel ; 
I will go home and live a drudges life, 
As you ha'done, to ſcrape up pelf rogether, 
And then forſwear all Tutors, Souldiers, Poets, 
Women and Wine: I will forget ro ear, 
And ſtarve my ſelf to the b:gnels of a pole-cat, 
I will diſclaim his faith thar can believe 
There is a Tavern, or a Religious place 
For holy Nuns that yow incontinence, 
And have their beads to fin by, —Ger you home 
You kiſs a Gentlewoman, to endanger 
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Your chattering teeth ?—Go, you have dane your ſhare 
In getting me + to furniſh the next age 

Muſt be my province, Go, look you to yours: 

Lie with your muſty bags, and get more gold, 

$'lid, anger me, and 1le turn drudge for certain, 

Sim. Aſotus, good Aſotys. pardon me. 

Aſot. 1 wonder you are not aſham'd to ak pardon, 

Sim, It was the dotage of my age, A/otus, 

Aſot. Who bid you live until! this age of dorage > 

Sim, 1 will abure all pleaſures, bur in thee. 

Aſ. This ſomething qualifies. Sim, it ſhall be my ſport 
To maintain thine : thou ſhalr eat for both. { more, 
And drink for both, — 4ſot. Good : this will qualifie 

Sim, And here I promiſe thee to make a Joynture 
Ot half the Land I have to this fair Lady, 

Aſot. This qualifes all. You have your pardon, Sir: 
Bur hear you, Sir, it muſt be paid for too, 

To morrow, lab, 1 thee mine Empreſs crawn, 

Ba!, All,;friends, a merry cup go round, What? Captains 

And Pocts here, and leave the Sack for flies 2 


SCEN, 8. 


Ballio, Aſetus, Phryac, Simo, Thraſymachne, Hyperbols, 
Cherilus, Bomolochus, Tyndatitss 
Hyp, Thraſymachus, a whole one, 
Thraſ. Done; Lle pledge thee, 
Though *cwere a deluge. —By my ſteel, you have lcfc 
Enough to drown an I{land, Chberus. 
Cher. And *rwere the famous fount of Hippocrene, 
I'de quaff it oft all, though the great Apollo 
And all the Muſes died for thirſt, Bamolochas. 
Bom, Come boy, as deep as is Paraaſſus high. 
Tyn, Whar nurſery of fin is this > what temple 
Of luſt and riot 2 Was this place alone 
Thought a fit witneſs for the knitting up 
Chaſte and religious Love > Deeds dark as bell, 
Inceſt and murder wight be add bere, The 
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The holy god of marriage never lighted 

His facred torch ar io prophane a den, - - 

It is a cage tor ſcreech-owls, bars, and ravens. 
For crows and kires, and ſuch like birds of prey : 
Bur the chaſte currle, the indu}gent pelican, 

And pious ſtork, fly hence as from infe&ion. 
Evadne meet me here ? is ſhe a parcel 

Of the damn'd family > Are there ſuch white devils 
Among their Succuba*s> Nogthov art wrong'd, Evadne; 
And there be ſome that ſcatter ſnakes among us 
Have ſtuvg too deep already. 


SCEN, Os 


Ballio, Aſotus . Chevilus, Simo; Hyperbolus, 
Thraſymachus, Tyndarus, Evade. 
Tyn. Bleſs me eyes ! 
My troubled fancy fools me : I am loſt 
In a diſtrated dream, Ir is not ſhe, 
Awake thee, Tyndarus, What ſtrange ſhapes are theſe ? 
Methinks 1 am in hell, and yer behold 
A glorious Angel there. Or have theſe devils 
Broke into Parad:ſe ? for the place is ſuch 
She blefſes with her preſence. —Mere contradiRions, 
Chymera's of a reſtleſs brain, Evad. Diana, 
And wharſvever goddeſs elſe prore&s 
Untouch'd Virg;nity, (hicld me with your powers, 
To what a wildernels have my wandring ſteps 
Berray'd me ! ſure this cannot be a place 
Ts meer my Tyadarus in, Tyn, Tis Evadae, 
"Tis the fair-foul Fvadae, Now, my ſword, 
That hadſt a good edge to defend this woman, 
Go ſend her foul into another manſion 
Black asit ſelf ; it is too foul a renanr 
For this fair place. Stay yer, too forward ſtec], 
Take her incircled in her ſtallions arms, 
And kill rwo finners together, — Let 'em be 
Ac hell to bear the puniſhment of lyſt 
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E're it be fully ated, Evad. Whar ſtrange fancies 
My maiden fears preſent me | Why, I know nor: 
Bur this ſuſpition ſeldom boderh good, 
Thraſ. A handſom Bona Koba, and my prize, 
Hyp. 1 do deny't ſhe*'s my Monopoly. 
Cher, Perhaps (he may one of the Muſes be, 
And then claim I a ſhare for Poetry, - 
Evad. if ever filly Lamb thus tray'd before 
Into a flock of Wolyes ; or harmleſs Dove 
Nor only made the prey, but the contention 
Ot ravening Eagles ; ſuch poor ſoul am 1. 
Thraſ, Give me a buſs, my girl, 
Evad, If there be here 
A Gentleman, in whom there lives a ſpark 
Of vertue not yer our ; I do beſecch him, 
By all the aſhes of his anceſtors, 
f.nd by the conſtant love he bears his Miſtris, 
To reſcue innocence and virginity 
From theſe baſe monſters: 1 for him will pay 
A thouſand prayers a morning, all as pure . 
And free from earthly thought, as c're found paſſage 
Through che tri& gate of heaven, 
Tyan, That's ataſk for me ; 
Away, foul rayiſher. ; 1 will reach my ſword 
Juſtice ro puniſh you, Such a troop of Harpyes 
T9 force a Ladies honour | I will quench 
Wirh your own bloud the rage of that hot luſt 
Thar ſpurr*d you on to bafe and bold attempts. 
Aſot. Fly, Phryne, fly, for dangers do ſurround, 
Sim, Thus is a pleaſure thar I care not for, Excunty 
SCEN. 10, 
Tyndarus, Evade. 
Tyn, Lady,be ſafe. Evad, Sir,may this favour done 
An injur'd maid call bleflings on your head 
In plenteous ſhowers 1 Tyn. This courtelie deierves 
Sorne fair requital. Ewvad. May plum'd victory 
Wair on your ſword | And if you have a Miſtis, 
May ſhe by fair as Lilliss, and as chaſte 
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As the ſweer morning dew that loads the heads 
Ot drooping flowers ; may you have fair children 
To propagate your vertues to poſterity, 
And bleſs ſucceeding times !—Tyn, Heaven, be nor deaf, 
Evad, May you and plenty never live aſunder ; 
Peace make your bed, and —— 
Ty, Prayer is a cheap reward. 
And nothing now bought at a rate ſo eaſe (ſhip, 
As that ſame high-way ware, —Heaven bleſs your Wor? 
In plain words, Lady,(l can uſe no hnguage 
But what is blum yl muſt dn what they would ha* done, 
Evad, Gall back your words; and lofe not rhat reward 
Icaven is engag'd to pay you. 
Tyn. Come, no circumſtance : 
Your anſwer, quick, Evad, I beg it on my knees; 
Have a reſpe& to your om ſoul, thar finks 
In this diſhonour, Sir, as deep as mine. 
Tyn, You are diſcourteous, Lady, 
Evad, Let rheſe tears 
Plead for me ! Did you reſcue me from thieves, 
To rob me of the jewel you preſery'd » 
Tyn, W hy do l trifle time away in begging, | 
That may command ?—Proud Damſel, 1 will force rhee, 
Ev. I thank rhee,bleſt occaſion! now 1 dare She ſnatch- 
Defi® thee, devil : here is thar ſhall keep eth a ſtillete 


My chaſtity ſecure, and arm a maid to out of his 


To ſcorn your ſtrengrh. poc het, 

Tyn, Be not too maſculine, Lady. 

Evad, Stand off, or 1 will ſearch my heart, with this, 
And forec my blond a paſſage, that in anger 
Shall flie into thy face, and tell ther boldly, 
Thou art a villain; Tys, Incomparable Lady ! 
By all thoſe'powers that che bleſt men adore, 
And the worſt fear, I have no black deſign 
Upon your honour ; only as a ſoldier, 

I did defire ro prove whether my ſword 

Had a deſerving cauſe ; 1 would be loth 

To quarrel for light ware, Now t haye foynd you Pull 
« u 
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Full weight, I'le wear his life upon my fyords poinc 
That a ſo much mk : NN 
Evad, You ſpeak honour, 
Tyz. Bleſt be rhis minure, ſanRike it, Time, 
'Boye all my Kalendar, Now | find hergold ; 
This rouchſtane gives her perfe&, The diſcovery 
Of new found Kingdomes, where the plough turns up 
Rich Ore in every furrow, is to this 
A poor ſucceſs. Now all my doubrs are clcat'd; 
I dare boldly ſay, Be happy, Tyndarys. 


$CEN. it, 
Tyadarus, Evadne, P amphilus. 

Pam, Great Qneen of Love, ſure when the labouring 
Dd bring forth thee, before (he was deliver'd, (lea 
Her violent throws had rais'd a thouſand Rorms, 

Yer now, | hope, after ſo many wracks 

Thar I have ſuffered in thy troubled waves, 

Thou now wilt land me ſafe, Tys, Pamphilus here > 

He comes to meer Evade: this is their houſe 

Of toleration. She had ſpied me our 

Through my diſguiſe : and with what ſtudied Art, 

Whar cunning language, how well ated geſture, 

How much of chat unbounded ſtore of tears | 

She wrought on my credulity | The Fox, 

Hyzna, Crocodile, and all beaſts of crafr 7 
Have been diſtild to make one woman up. Exits 

Evad, And has he left me in this dragons den 

A {poil to rapine | What defence, pour maid., 
Haſt thou againſt theſe wild and ſavage beaſts ? 
My ſtars were cruel, If you be courteous, eyes, 
Weep me a flood of rears, and drown me in'r, 
And be Phyhtians to wy ſorrow now, 
Thar have ton long been Heralds of my grief. 
My thread of life has hitherto drawn out 
More woes then minures. 
Pam Health ta the fair Evade. 
Evad, Is any left ſocourtgous to wiſh health T 
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To the diſtreſs'd Evadne ? Pamphilus 5 
Pam. ls my Techmeſſa here > Evad, Now all the gods 
Preſerve her hence ; there is in hell more ſafery 
Among the Furies.—Miſchief built this houſe 
For all her family. Gentle Pamphilus, 
Sce me delivered trom this jail. chis dungeon, 


TT his horrid yaulc of luſt, 


$C:EN. 29; 
Pamphilus, Tyndarus, Techmeſſa, Evadae, 

Pam, Take comfort, Lady : | 
Your honour ſtands ſafe on this guard, while [ 
Can uſe a ſword, Evad, You have confirm'd me, Sir, 

Tyn, How cloſe they winde, like glutinous ſnakes in- 

Tech,Well,fiſter,l thall ſtudy ro requite (gendring! 
This courteous treachery, Evad. Pamphilus, 10 mie 
All ſtars conſpire ro make affliRion perteR, 

Pam, Wait on heavens pleaſure, Madam ; ſuch a one 
The heavens ne'r made for miſery : they but give you 
Theſe crofles as ſharp ſauce, to whert your apperite 
For ſome choice banquer : Or they mean to lead you 
Through a yault daik and obſcure as hell, 

To make your Paradiſe a ſweeter proſpeR. 
——— Thus 1 feed 
Others with hopes, while mine own wounds do bleed, 
Exeuat Evadae, Pamphilus, 
SCEN, 13 
Ty1darus, Techm:ſſa. 

Tech, Why ſhould we toil thus in an endleſs ſearch 
Of what we now bchold > —— Let us grow wile. 

I loath falſe Pamphilus—yert I could have lovd him : 
And if he were but faithful, could do ſtill. 

Tye. Sure, were Evadze, falſe, yer Pamphilus 
Would nor be made the inſtrument ro wrong me 2 
Oc ſuppoſe Pampilus were a treacherous brother, 
Methinks Evadze ſhould be kinder to me, 
Techmeſſa, joyn with me in one ſearch more, 

Enter Ballio and Aſ0tut, 
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SCEN, 14 


Tyndarus, Techmeſſa, Ballios Aſotus 

Tyn, O Ballio, *ris in you and dear Aſotus 
To make two wretches happy. Aſot, Then be happy. 

Tyn. 1'1 make you two joynr- heirs of my cſtatc. 
And you ſha]l give it out Wwe two are dead 
By our own hands ; and bear us both this night 
To Church in coffins : whence wel make eſcape, 
And bid farewel ro Thebes, Aſot, Would you not both 
Be buried in one coffin > then the grave 
Would have her tenants mulciply,—Hear you, Tutor, 
Shall not we be ſuſpeRed for the murther, 
And choak'd with a hempen ſquincy ? 

Tyn, To ſecure you, | 
We'l wrire before what we intend to a : 
Our hands ſhall witneſs with your innocence, 

Ball, Well,come the worſt,I'l yenture :—& perchance 
You ſhall not die in feſt again o'rh* ſudden, | 

. Tya, Whar ſtrange Mzanders Cupid Jeads us through: 

When moſt we forward go, we backward move : 
There is no parh ſo intricate as love, 
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ACT.4 SCEN. 1. 


Ballio, Aſotus , Cherilus, and Bomolochus, bearing the cof 
fin of Techmeſſa 3 Ayperbolus, Thraſymachus,bearing 
the coffin of Tyndarus ; a ſervant. 

Ball, QArry rheſc Letters unto Chremylus houſe 2 
Give this ro Pamphilus, to Evadne thart ; 

And certifie *em of this ſad event, 

It will draw tcars from rheirs—as from my eycs, 

Becauſe they are not real obſequics, 

Aſot. So great my grief, ſo dolorous my diſaſter, 
Iknow not in what language ro expreſs it, © 
Uolefs 1 ſhould be dumb !—Sob,—ſob, A4ſotus; 
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Sob cill chy buttons break, and crack thy bandſtrings 
With lamentation and diſtreſy'd condoling ; 
With blubber'd eyes behold this ſpeRacle 
Ot mans mortality,— O my deareſt Tyadarus ! 
Thraf. Learn of us, Caprains, toour-face grim Death, 
And gaze the lean-chapt monſter in the face, 
Aſor. I, and | could but come to ſee his face, 
I'd ſcratch his eyes. — O the ugly iogue ! 
Could none but Tyndarus and fair Techmeſſ a 
Jerve the vile varlet to lead apes in hel] ? 
Hyp, 1 have ſeen thouſands figh out ſouls in groan, 
And yet have lavgh'd : —— it has been ſport to ſee 
A mangled carcaſe broach'd with ſo many wounds, 
That l;fe has been in doubr which to ger out ar. 
Aſot. Are crawling vermine of ſo choice a diet > 
Would I weretheg a worm, treely to feed 
On ſuch a delicate and Ambroſian diſh, 
F:t to be ſerv*d a banquer to my bed ! 
But O—Tecbmcſſa, Death hath ſwallowed thee, 
Too ſweer a ſop for fuch a fiend as he, (dead, 
Che? C haſe hence theſe (howrs 3 for fince they both arc 
[ears will not bribe the Fate for a new thred, 
Bom, Incxorable Siſters 1— Be nor ſorry : 
For Clotho%s diſtaff will be peremptot y, 
Aſot. Go then and dip your pens in gall and vinegay 
To rail on Mors, cruel— impartial Mors ; 
'T he ſavage tyrant —all- devouring Mors ; 
Thc. envious, wicked, and malicious Mors 2 
Mors that reſpe&ts nut valour 3 ors that cares not 
For wit or Jearning + Mors that ſpares not honour ; 
Ao.s whom wealth bribes not, Mors whom beauty 
rempts nor, 
Thus loudly rail on Mors, that Mors may know ity 
To be reveng'd on Mors I keep a Poet. 
Thraf, 1f Msrs were here, the $keleron ſhould know, 
]'d cut his charnel bones to dice, for grieving 
Our noble G:neral,- Courage, boon Cheyalier ! 


SCEN, 
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SCEN, 2, 
S:mo, Aſotus, Ballio, Thraſymachxs, Hypcrbolus, 
| Cherilus, Bomolochus, 
th, Sim. Why is my boy ſo ſad ?—Te!l me, Aſotus : 
If diffoly d gold will cure thee, melt a treaſure. 
Aſot. O ſad milchance | 
Stem. What grieves my hope, my Joy, 
My Raft, my comfort > Aſot. Woful accident | 
Sim. Haye I not barricado'd all my doors, 
And ſtopt each chink and cranny in my houle, 
To keep our poverty and lean misfortune 2? 
Where crept this ſorrow in ? 
Aſot, Here, through my hearr, 
O father, I will cell you ſuch a ſtory, 
Of ſuch a ſad and lamentable nature, 
*I will crack your puife ſtring., 
Sim, Ha ? what ſtory, boy ? 
Aſot. My fricnd,my dear friend Tyndarus,Sir,is dead; 
d | -—And to augment my forrow,—kill'd himſelf; 
re | And yer, to add more to my- heap of gricts, 
Lefr me and Ballio—his eſtate.—— Sim. Alas ! 
Is not this counterfeit ſorrow well expreſt ? 
Ball, Bur 1 grieve truly that I grieve in jeſt. 
b Sim. Hz} his eſtate to thee, and half to Ball;o! 
A thouſanu piries, -Gently reſt his bones, 
| I cannot but weep with thee, Bat. Sir, you ſce 5 
If you had left him nothing, my inſtruions 
Candraw in patrimonies. Sim, He is rich 
In nuthing bur a Tutor, — Good 4fotus, 
5 Though ſorrow be a debt dve to the herſe 
Of a dead friend, and we muſt wer the rurf 
Under whoſe roof he lodges ; yer we muſt nor 
Be roo immoderate. Aſot. Bear me witneſs, heavens 
I uſ d no force of Rhetorick, no perſwaſions 
(What e're the wicked and malicious world 
May raſh]y cenſure) to inſtigate theſe rwo 


To their own deaths, 1 knew nor of rhe plot 3 
| rn | E ce a All 
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Al of you know that 1 am ignorant, Enter Phryne, 
Phryn. Where is my love 2 ſhall ſorrow rival me, 
And hang about thy neck > it grief be got - | 
Into thy cheeks, 1'l clap it our, —Dear chicken, 
You (ha* not be fo fad, indeed you ſha not. 
Be merry : by this kiſs 1'1 make you merry. 
Aſot Then wipe my eyes, — Thus when the clouds 
The day again is gilded by the Sun, Fare gone, 


SCEN. 3. 


Ballio, Aſoius, Simo, Phryne, Thraſymachus, Byperbolus, 
Cherilas, Bomolochus, Sexton 
Aſot, Who's within here > 
Sext, Whar's the matrer withour there ? 
Aſot, Ha ? whatart thou > | | 
*cxt, The laſt of railours,Sir; one that ne'r take meas 
ſure of you, while you have hope to wear a new luits 
Alot. How doſt thou live 3 
Srxt, As worms do— by the dead. (him, 
Ajot. A witty Raſcal/Ler's have ſome diſcourſe with 
Thrafſ. Ace any ſouldiers bones in gaiiſon here > 
Sext. Faith, Sir, but few ; they, like poor travellers, 
Take up their tnn by chance : bur ſome there be, 
Thraſ. Do not thoſe warlike bones, in dej1{ of night, 
Riſe up in arms, and with tumultuous broils {,: 
Waken the Dur-mice thar dull peace harh lull'd 
Into a Lethargic 2—Doeſt nor hear *em knock 
Againſt their coff:as.,rill chey crack and'break 
The Matble into ſhivers that intombs 'em ; 
Making the temple ſhake, as with an caithquake, 
And all the ſtatues of the gods grow pale, 
Aftrighted with the horrour ? Sext. No ſuch matter, 
Hyp. Do they nor call for arms,and fright rhce,mortal, 
Our of thy wits > Do they not break the legs, 
And cruſh the ſculls that dare approach roo car 
Their honoured graves ?= When | (hall come to dwell 
In your dark family, if a noiſom carcaſe 
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Offend my noſtrils with roo rank a ſcent, 
Know——1 ſhall rage—and quarrel — ti}l I fright 
The coor inhabitants of the charnel-houſe ; ; 
Thar here {hall run a toe, a ſhin- bone there, 
Hece creeps a hand, there trowls on arm away ; 
One way a crooked rib ſhall balring hie, 
Another way you ſhal} trundling find a (cull; 
Like the diſtraRed Citizens of a town 
Beleaguer'd---and in danger to be taken. 

Ajot, For heavens ſake, Sexton, lay my quiet bones 
By ſome preciſe religious Officer, 
One thar will keep the peace:--rhele roaring Captains, 
With bluſtring words, and language full of dread, 
Will make me quit my romb,and run away 
Wrapt in my winding ſheer 3---as if grim ©4205, 
Stern eXacus, and horrid Rhadamanth 
Enjoyn'd the corps a penance, Sext. Neyer fear its 
This was a Captains ſcull, one that carried a ſtorm 
in his countenance, and a tempeſt in his tongue : the 
great bug bear of the City, that threw drawers down 
the ſtairs as familiarly as quart pots z and had a penhi- 
on from rhe Barber-chirurgeons for breaking of pates # 
A fellow that has ruin'd the noſes of more bawds and 
panders then the diſeaſe b:longing to the trade.---- 
And yert,l remember, when he went to burial, another 
corpſe rook the wall of him , and the bandog ne're 
grumbled. 

Aſot. Then cull (although thou be a Gaprains ſcull) 
I fay thou art a coward,- +-and no Gentleman 3 
Thy mother was a whore,---& thou lieſt in thy throar. 

Hyp. Do nor, live Hare, pull the dead Lions beard, 

Aſot, No, good Hyperbolus 3 1 but make a jeſt, | 
To (hew my reading in morality. 

(her. Do not the aſhes of Sooeafed Poers, 
Inſpir'd with ſacred fury, catol forth 
Enthuſiaſtick raprures > Doeſt not hear 'em 
Sing myKeries, and talk of things conceal'd 
The reſt of morral judgments» Noeſt nor ſee | 

En i. Apolle 
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Apollo and the Muſes every aighr 
Dance rings about their tombs ? Bow Do nor Roles, 
Lilles and Violets grow upon their graves ? 
Shoots not the Laurel, that impai*d their brows, 
Into a tree, to ſhadow their bleſt Marble ? 
Do not they riſe out of their ſhrowds to-read 
Their Epitaphs 2 and if chey like *em not, 
Expurge *etn, and write new ones ? Do they not 
Roar in calig:nous terms, and vapour forth 
From recking entrails fogs Egyptian, 
To pvzzle even an oculare intelleR > 
Prate they not cataraRts of inſcnſible noiſe, 
That w:th obſtceperous cadence crack the organs 
Acrowatick, t:1! the deaf aud:ror 
Admires the words he hears nor > 
Scxt. This was a Poctical noddle, O the feet Jines, 
choice languag*, eloquent figures , beſides rhe jets, 
halt jeſts, quarter Jeſts, and quibvles that have come out 
of theſe chaps that yawn ſo ! He has not ſo much as a 
new coin'd complement to procure him a ſupper, The 
beſt friend he has may walk by him now, and yet have 
ne're a Jcer put upon him, His Miſtris had alitrle dog 
deceaſed the other day, and all the wt in h s noddle could 
not pump out anElegie to bewail it, He has been my 
renant this ſeven years, and in all that while 1 never heard 
him rail againſt the times, or complain of the negleR of 
learning. MMdpomenc and the reſt of the Muſes have a 
good turn on't that he is dead ; for while he lived. he ne*r 
Ifr calling upon fem He was buried (as moſt of rhe 
rribe) at che charge of th Pariſh : and is happier dead 
then alive ; for he has now as much money as the beſt in 
the company,—and yer has left off the Poctical way of 
b:gging, calid borrowing, | 
Aſot. 1 ſcoin thy Lyrick and Heroick ſtrain, 
Thy tart lambick and Saryrick vein, 
Where be thy querks and tricks > ſhew me again 
The ftrar g- conundrums of thy friſking brain, 
Thou Pock: ſcyll, and ſay, what's Rhythm to yonnys 
\ EX5s 


T he Fealous Lovers, 4 I I> 


Sext, Alas] Sir, you have pos'd him; he cannot 
ſpeak to give you an anſwer,, though his mouth be al- 
wayes open, A man may ſafely converſe with him 
now, and never fear ſt fling in a crowd of verſes. And 
now a Play of his may be freely cenſur*'d, without a Li- 
-» upon the aadicnce ; the boys may be bold to cty it 
uwN, 

Ball, I cannot yer contrive it handſomly : 

Methinks the darkneſs ofthe night ſhould prompr me 
To a plot of that complexion, — Ruminate, 
Ruminare, Ballio, Phryz, Pray, Sir, how does Death 
Deal with the Ladies ? Is he ſo unmannerly 

As not to make d:ſtinion uf degrees > 

I hope rne rovgher bones of men have had 

More educat.on then totcouble rheirs 

That ate of gentler ſtuff, 

Scxt. Death is a blunt villain, Madam ; he makes 
no diſt.nion betwixt Joan and my Lady . This was 
the prime Madam in Thebes , the general Miſtris , the 
only adored beauty Little would you «hink there 
were a couple of ftars in theſe ewo auger: holes * or 
that this pit has been arch'd over with a handſom noſe , 
that had been at the charges to maintain half a dozen 
of ſevcral lver arches to uphold the bridge. It had 
been a mighty favour ence to have kiſs'd the lips that 

grin ſo, This mouth out of all the Madams hoxes &:.n« 
| Not now be turmiſhed with a fer of teeth. She was the 
coyeſt, over-curious Dame in all the City : her Cham- 
ber-maids miſ-placing of a hair was as much as her 
place came ro —— Oh! if that Lady now could bur 
behold this phyſnomic of hers in a Looking-Glaſs , 
what a monſter would ſhe imagine her (elf ! Will all 
her perrukes , tires and dreſfes , with her chargeable 
teeth , with her Cerut{: and Pomarum , and the be- 
nefir of her Painter and Door , make this 1dol up a+ 
pain ? 

Paint, Ladies, while you live, and plaiſter fair : 
Pur when the hogſe is fall'n, *cis paſt repair- ; 
ator eats. 
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Phryn, No marter, my Aſotus ; let death do 
His pleaſure then, we'] do our pleaſure now ; 
Each minute that 1s loſt is paſt recall, 

This is the time allotted for our ſports, 

*T were finto paſs it, While our lips are ſoft, 
And our embraces warm, we'l twine and \iſs. 
When we ſhall be ſuch things as theſe, let worms 
Crawl through our eyes, and eat our noſcs off ; 
Ir is no marter : While we live, we live. 

Aſot. And when we die, we die. We will be both em- 
In mecious unguents to delight our ſenſe; (balm'd 
And in our grave we*l buſt, and hug, and dally 
As w2 do here : for death can nothing be 
To him that after death ſhall lie with thee. 

Sexton, receive theſecoffins to the tewple 3 

Bur nor interr them, — for they both are guilty 
Ot their own bloud—rill we make expiation 

T > aftoil the faRt.—Tutor, reward the Sexton. 
J'] come ſometimes and ralk morality with him, 

Ball, This, Sir, my Pupil gives you :--but hereafter 
1'1 more then treble it, if you be no enemy 
To your own profit, Sext. Profir's my Religion, 

Aſot,Now you that Fore my dead friends to the graye, 
Uſher my living Miſtris home again, 

Thus joy with grief alternate courſes ſhares 3 
Fortune, I ſce thy wheel in all affairs, 
Excunt omnes, preter Sexton. 


SC E N, 4» 


Sexton, and his wife Stavhyla. 
Sext. Staphyla,why Staphyla : 1 hope ſhe has ra'ne 
her laſt ſleep. Why then Staphyla*- ; 
Staph. Whara life have 17 1, that can never be qui- 
er- | can no ſooner lie down to take my reſt, but pre- 
ſently, Staphyla, Staphyla, What's the news ? 
Sext, A prize, my rogue, a prize, | 
Stath Where z or from whom 2 REN 
X TOE 7 CXTo 


ah th a 


<4 a. Met 4 > 


The 7ealons Lowes. 413 
Sext. Why, thou knoweſt I rob no where bur on 


! the high-way to heaven, ſuch as are upon their laſt 
| Journey thither, Thou and | have been Land-pyrates 


theſe fix and thirty years, and have pillaged our ſhare 
of Charons paſſengers. Here are a Couple of ſound 
fleepers, aud perchance their clothes will fir us : chen 
will I walk like a Lord, and thou ſhalt be my Madam, 
Stapbyla. 

Staph, Truly, huſband,l have had ſuch fearful dreams 
to night, that 1 am perſwaded ( though 1 think 1 (hall 
neyer turn truly honeſt again)zo robrhe dead no more, 
For methought, as you and | were robing the dead, the 
dead rook heart, and robb'd us 

Sext. Tuſh, dreams are idle things : there's no fclo- 
ny warrantable bur ours, for ir is grounded on rules of 
charity, Is it firting the dead ſhould be cloth'd, and the 
living go naked > 

Beſides, what is it to them whether they lie in ſheets 
or no? Did you ever hear of any that caught cold in 
his coffin ? Moreover, there is ſafety and ſecurity in 
theſe attempts ; What inhabitant of the grave that had 
his houſe broke open, accuſed the thick for Burglary ? 
Look here; this is a Lawyets cull : There was a 
rongue in*t once, a damnable eloquent rongue, that 
would almoſt have perſwaded any man to the gallows, 
This was a turbulent bufie fellow, till Death gave him 
his Ovjetus ct; and yer 1 ventured to rob him of his 
gown, and the reſt of his habiliments, to the very buck= 
ram bag, not leaving him ſv much as a poor balf-peny 
ro pay for his waftage, and yet the good man ne're 
repin'd at it, Had he been alive, and were to have 
pleaded againſt me , how would he have thundered 
it! — Behold, moſt grave Judpes, a Fa& of thar 
horrour and height in fin, ſo abominable, ſo dereſt- 
able in the eyes of hcaven and earth, that neyer any 
bur this days cauſe preſented to the admirarinn of your 
ears : I cannot ſpeak it without trembling, *ris ſo new, 
unus'd, ſo unheard of avillany, But that 1 know 
Ef : your 
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your Lord(hip's confident of the honeſty of your poor 
Orartor, 1 ſhould not hope, by all my reaſons, grounds, 
reſtimonies, arguments, and peiſwalions, to gain your 
b:lick. This nan; ſaid 1, a man? ith.s monſter ra- 
ther ; bur monſter is too ealie a name; this devil, this 
incarnate devil, having loſt all honeſty, and abjur'd 
the protellion of virtue, robb*d, (a fin in the action ) 
Bur who ? the dead, What need | aggravate the 
fault ? che naming the ation is ſnficient to condemn 
b:m, 1 ſay, hz robb'd the dead. The dead! Had he 
robb'd the living, it had been more pardonable : bur 
to rob the dzad of their clothes, the poor impotent 
dead, that can neither card, nor ſpin, nor make new 
ones! O,'ctis moſt audacious and intolerable ! Now 
you have well ſpoke, why do you not, after all this 
Rh:torick, put your hand bzhind you, to receive ſome 
more inſtructions backward > Now a man may clap 
you o*rh coxcomb with h.s ſpade, and neyer ſtand in 
fear of an aQion of Battery 

Staph, For this ane time, tuſband, I am induced ; 
bur inſooth I will not make a common. praQtiſe of ir, 
Knock you up that cothn, and 11 knock up this, — 
Rich and glorinus ! 

Sext. Bright as the ſun! Come, we muſt ſtrip you, 
Gallants; the worms care not fur having the diſhes 
ſerv'd up to their table cover*d. —O, O, O ! 

Staph. Heaven (hi:ld me! O, O,O! 

Tyadains and Technieſja vile from the coffins, and the 
Sextoa and his w fe affrighted {all iato a ſwouns 


SCE MC 


Tyadarus, Techmeſſa. 
Ty. How poor a thing is man, whom death it ſelf 
Cannot prote&t from injuries! O ye gods ! 
1s'r not enough our wreehed lives are roly'd 
On dangerous ſeas, but we muſt ſtand in fear 
Of pyrates in the haven roo z Heayen made us 
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2 So many butts of clay, at which the gods 
| Incruel ſport ſhoot miſeries, —TYer I hope, 
| Their ſpleen's grown milder, and this bleſt occaſion 
Offers it ſelf an earneſt of their mercy, 
1 Their fins have furniſh'd us with fit diſguiſes 
| To quiet our perplexed ſouls, Techmeſſa, 
Let me array you in this womans robes, 
1'l wear the Sextons garments : in exchange, 
Our ſheets and coffins ſhall bc theirs, 
Tech, Dear Tyadarus ) 
In all my life I never found ſuch peace 
; As in chis cothn ; ir preſented me 
The ſweers that death affor ds—Man has no liberty, 
Bur in his priſon, —Being once lodg'd here 
He is farrified in an inipregnable fort, 
Through which no doubes, ſuſp:rions, jealcufics, 
No ſorrows, Cares, or wild diflira&ions 
Can force an entrance to diſturb our ſ1-eps 
Tyan, Yt to thoſe priſons will we now commir 
Theſe two offenders. Tech. Bur what benefir 
Shall we enjoy by this diſguiſe ? Tyn. A great one ; 
If my Evadae or thy Pam.bilus | 
- Exrre lov'dusliving, they will haſte ro make 
Atonement for our ſouls, ſtain'd with the guilt 
Of our own bloud : if nor, they will rejoyce 
| Our deaths have opencd them ſo clear a paffage 
To their cloſe loves ; and with thoſe thovghes poſleſs'd, 
They will forget the torments hell provides 
For thoſe that leave the warfare of this life 
Without a Paſs trom the great General. 
Tech I hope they may prove conſtant, Tyu,So pray I. 
I will defire yon ſtatue be fo courteous 
To part with's beard a while, —So, we are now 
| Beyond diſcovery. Sext, O,O,O | Staph, O, O,O! 
| Tyn, Let's uſe a charm for theſe, 
Luiet ſleep, or I will mate 
Erynnis whip thee with a ſnake, 
Aid cruel Rhadamanrbus take 


Sn 
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Thy body to the boiling lake, 
1 bere fire and brimſione never? ſloke ? 
Thy beart ſhall burn,thy head ſhall ake, 
And every joyat about thee quake, 
And therefore dare not yet to wake. 


Tech, Diet ſleev, or thou ſhalt ſee 
The horrid Hags of Tartarie, 
w boſe trefſes ug/y ſerpen's be ; 
And Cetberus ſhall bath at the ; 
And all the Furies that are three, 
The worſt is call'd Tiſliphone, 
Shall laſh thee th eternity. 
Aad therefore ſleep thou peacefully. 

Tyn.But who comes hither? Ballio > what's his buſineſs? 


SCEN. 6. 
Ballio, Tyndarus, Techmeſſa. 

Ball, Sexton, 1'1 open firſt thine ears with theſe, 
To make them fir to ler perſwaſions in. 

Tyn, Sir, theſe will cure my deafneſs, 

Ball, Art thou mine > 

Tys. Sir, you have bought me. 

Ball 1'1 pay double for thee, 
Shall 1 prevail in my requeſt > Thu, Ak theſe — 

Ball, TY art apprehenſive : ro the purpoie then, 
Have you not in the temple ſome deep yault 
Ordain'd for burial ? Tya, Yes. 

Ball. Then I proceed. 
We to night perform'd the laſt of ſervice 
Thar piety czn pay to our dead friends, 

Tyr. *Twas charitably done. 

Ball. We brought them hither 
Ta their laſt home.—Now, Sir, they both being guilry 
Of their own deaths, I fear the Laws of Thebes 
Dery *em burial. It would grieve me, Sir, 
(For friendſhip cannor be ſo ſoon forgot, 
Eſpecially ſo firm a one as ours) 
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! To have *emcaſt a prey to Wolyes and Eagles; 
| Sirg theſe religious thoughts have brought me hither 


bl 
\ 


| Now ar the dead of night, to intreat you 
* Tocaſt their coffins into ſome deep vault, 


And to inter **m ——O my Tyndaius, 

All memory ſhall fail me, ere my thoughts 

Can leave th*'impreſſion of that loye 1 bear thee, 

Thou lefr*ſ me half of the land thou hadſt ; 

And ſhould 1 not provide thee ſa much earth 

As 1 can meaſure by thy length, heaven curſe me! 
Tyn. Sir, if your courteſie had not baund me yours, 

This a& of goodneſs had, Bal. So true a friend 

No age records,---Farewell---This work ſucceeds. 

P ofterity, that ſhall this ory ger, 


. May learn from hence an art ro counterfeir, Exit Bat. 


SCEN. 7. 
Tyadarus,Techmeſſas 


Tyn, Here was a firange deliverance | Who can be 
So conhident of fortune, as to ſay, 
I now am ſafe > Tech, This villain has reveal'd 
All our defigns to Pamphilus and Evadne : 
Ana thcy with bribes and hopes of an inherirance, 
If you were dead indeed, have won this Raſcal | 
To this black treaſon,---W hat foul crimes can Luft 
Prompr her baſe vafſals to !--- Here ler us end 
Our buſic ſearch, and travel o're the world, 
To ſee if any cold and Noithern climate 
Have engertain'd loſt Vitue long fince fled 
Our warmer countrey, Tyn, Ha |---'Tis ſo 1---*tisfo | 
I ſce it with clear eyes,---O curſed plor ! 
Andare you brooding, Crocodiles ? I may chance 
To break the Serpents egs ere you have hatch'd 
The Viper ro peife&ion, Come, Techmeſsa, 
My anger will no longer be confin'd. 
To patignt filence, Tedions expcRation a 
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Is but a fooliſh fire by night, that leads 


The traveller our of's way - Break forth, my wrath, 


Break like a deluge of conſuming hire, 
And ſcorch em both to aſhes in a flame 
Her as their luſt,—--No z—'Tis roo baſe a blood 
For me to ſpill, —Let'cm ene live engender 
A brood of Monſters : — May perpetual jcalouſic 
Wait on thzir beds, and poiſon their embraces 
Wirth juſt ſuſpitions : may their children be 
Dcform'd, and fright the Mother art the birth : 
*May they live long and wretched ; all mens hate, 
And yet have mifery enough tor pity : 
May they be long a dy.ng — of diſcaſes 
Paintu] and Joarhſome,—Paſbon, do not hurry me 
To this unman]y womaniſh revenge, 


Wilr thou curſe, Tyadaru,whcn thou wear'ſt a ſword ? 


But ha, heaik, oblerve 1 


SCEN. $. 
Pamphilus, Evade, Tyadaius, Techmeſſas 


Pam, Wait till we call 
Heay-n, if chou haſt nor empried all thy treaſury 
Of wrath upon me, here 1 challenge thee, 
To lay on more, What torments haſt thou left, 
In which thou haſt nut exercis'd my patience ? 
Yet caſt up all rh*accounts of all my ſorrows, 
And the whole ſum is trebled in the loſs 
Of dear Techmeſſa, Tech, If this grief were real ! 


Ty1, Be not too credulous. Pam. | have Rood the reſt 


Of your affli&ions : withthisone I fe!l, 

Fell like a rock that had repell'd the rage 

Of thouſand violent billows, and withſtood 

Their fierce allaulrs, untill che working Tyde 

Had undermin*d him, then he falls, and draws 

Part of the Mountain with him. Evad. Pamphilus, 
When did you {ce my lweer- heart 2 prechee tell me 

| 
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Is he not gone a Maying »— He will bring me 
Some Pinks and Daifies home to moriow morning, 
Pray heaven he meer no thieves! Pam. Alas, Eyadae | 
Thy Tyadarus is dead. Evad, Whar (hall I do > 
I caon& live without hm Tya, I am mov'd ; 
Yer I will make this tria} full and perfeR, 
What at this diſmal hour, when nothing walks 
Bur fouls tormentzd, calls you from your ſheets 
To yifit our daik cells, inhabited 
3y deatit and melanct.oly ? Evad, 1 am come 
To ſeck wy true Love here, Did you nor ſee him > 
He's come to dwell wich you, pray uſc him well, 
He was a proper Gentl:man, 
Tech. Sir, what cauſe 
Enforc'd you hither > Pam. I am come to pay 
The cribure ot my cycs to a dead Love, 
Tyn, Fair Lady, may 1 ask one queſtion of you > 
Did you admit no Love into your bulome 
But onely his ? Evad, Alas | you make me weep, 
Could any woman love a man but him >» 
No, Tyadui us, 1 w.1l not long our-live thee 3 
We will be marricd in Elzſzum, 
And arm in arm walk through che blefled groves, 
And chavge a thouſand kiſtes;—you ſha'nor ſce us; 
T'ya, 1 know not wherher ir be joy or grict 
Forces tears from m2. Tech, Were you conſtant, Sir, 
Tohcr whoſe dearh you now ſo much lament ? 
For by thoſe prodigions apparir'ons 
That have to night ſhak'd the toundatious 
Of the whole remple, your inconſtancy 
Hach caus'd your Miſtrefſes untimely end. 
Pa,The Sun ſhall change his courſe, & find ney paths 
To drive his chariot in "— Load-ſtone leave 
His faith unto the North :—the Vine withdray 
T hoſe ſtri&t embraces that infold the Elm 
In her kind arms :—-Burgif | change my Love 
From my Techmeſſa, may | be recorded 
Toall poſterity, Loves great Apoſtare 
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In Cupid's annals. Evad, If you ſee my Tyndarit, 


Pray tell him 1 will make all haſte ro meet him, 
] will but weep a while firſt, Ty. Pretty ſorrow ! | 
Te.Sir you may vail your falſhood in focoth language 
And guild it o're with fair hypocrifie: 
Bur here has been fuch groans 3 Ghoſts that have cried 
In hollow voices, Pamphilus, O falſe Pamphilus \ 
Revenge on Pamphilus ! ſuch complaints as theſe 
The gods ne're make in vain, 
Pam,Then there is a witchcraft in't. And are the gods 
Made parties too againſt me >—Pardon then 
If I grow ſtubborn.— While they preſt my (ſhoulders 
No more then 1 could bear, they willingly 
Submitted ro the burden...- Now they wiſh 
Tocaſt ir oft-- What treachery has brib'd you, 
Celeſtial forms, to be my falſe accuſers? 
1 challenge you ( for you can view my chovghts. 
And read the ſecret charaRers of my beatt) 
Give in your verdi& : did you ever finde 
Another image graven on my ſoul 
Bebdes Tecbmeſſa ; No ! *Tis Rell has forg'd 
Theſe flie 3mpoſtures ! all theſe plors are coin'd 
Our of the devils mintage, Tcch. Cerrainly | 
There's no falfe fire in chis, Tya. There cannot be. 
Evad. Pray, fir, ditre&t me where | may cmbalm 
My. Tyadarns with my rears, Tyn. There,gentle Lady. 
Evad , Is this a Caskert fir to entertain 
A Jewel of ſuch yalue> Pam, Where muſt I 
Pay my devotion? Tech, There your dead Saint lies. 
£vad, Hail, Tyndarus;may earth bur lightly preſs thees 
And mayſt thou find thoſe joyes th'art gone to taſte, 
As true as my atfe&ion, Now I know 
Thou canſt nor chooſe bur love me, and with longing 
Exoc& my quick arTriyal : for the ſoul 
Freed from the cloud of fleſh clearly diſcerns 
Forms in their perfe& nature, If there be 
A guilt upon thy bloud,thus 11c redeem ity Offers to. 
And lay it alt one mine, kill ber ſelf. 
' 'Ty3, What mean you, Lady 2? Evad, 
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Evad. Stay rot my pious hand, 
Tyn, Your impious rather, ; 
If yoga weie dead, who then were left to make 
Luſtiation for his crime 2 Shall fooliſh zcal 
Perſwade you to a haſty death, and ſo 
Leave Tyadarys to eternity of flames ? 
Evad; Pardon me, Tyndarys 3 I will only ſee 
That office done, and then 1'1 follow thee. 
Pam, Thou gentle ſoul of my deceaſed Love, 
If thou till hoyer'ſt hereabours, accepr 
The vows of Pamphilus—If I ever think 
Of woman. with affe&ion, but Techmeſſa 3 
Or keep the leaſt ſpark of a love alive, 
But in her aſhes ; let me never ſce | 
Thoſe bleſſed fields where gentle Lovers walk 
In endleſs joyes.—Why do 1 idly weep ? | 
I'l write my grief in bloud, Tech, What do you mean > 
Pam, Techmeſſa,T am yer with-held ; bur ſuddenly 
I'l make eſcape to find thee, Tech, O bleſt minute ! 


$SCEN. 9. 
Dip 1,Tyndarus, Euadae, Pampbilus, Techmeſſa, 


Dip. Where ſhall I flie ro hide me from my guile 2 
It follows me, like thoſe that run away 
From their own ſhadows, That which I would ſhun 
I bear abour me.—Whom ſhall 1 appeaſe 2 
The living, or the dead ? for I have injur'd 
Buth you and them,—O Thyadarys, here 1 knedl, 
And do confeſs my ſelf thy cruel murdreſs ; 
And thine, Techmeſſa.—Gentle daughter,pardon me, 
But how ſhall I make {arisfaRion, 
That have ur one poor life, and have loſt two ? 
Oh Pamphilus,my malice ruin'd thee, 
Bur moſt Svagne ; far at her I aim'd, 
Becanſe ſhe is no iſſue of my womb, 
But truſted by her father to my care 3 Tr 
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Her have 1 followed with a ſtep-dames hate, * - 
As envious that her beauty ſhould eclipſe 
My daughters honour : ——Bur the gods in juſtice 
Have ra*ne her hence to puniſh me, —My fins 
March up in troops againſt me,—Bur this potion 
Shall purge out life and them.  Tyn., Bee not too raſh; 
1 will revive Techmeſſa. Dip, O ſweer daughter ! * 
Pam, Thou haſt reviv*d two livesat once, 
Evad, Bur I | 
Still live a widdowed Virgin, Dip, No, Evadne 3 
Receive me new created, of a clay 
Purg'd from all dregs : my thoughts do all run clear, 
Take hence thoſe coffins ; I will have them born - - 
Trophies before me, when we'come to tie , 
The Nuprial knot : for death has brought us life, 
Suſpition made us confident, and weak jcalouſic 
Hath added firengrth to our reſolved love, 
Cupid hath run his maze,this was his day + 
Bur the next part Hymen intends to play, 


ET 


Dm. 


ACTUS 5 SCENA 1, 


Demetrius ſolus, 
H>" ſacred Thebes 3 I kiſs thy bleſſed ſoil, 

And on my knees ſalute thy ſeven gates. 
Sometwenty Winters now have glaz'd thy flouds 
Since 1 beheld thy turrets, batterr*d then 
Wirth War, that ſought the ruine of thoſe walls 
Which Mufick builrg, When Mizos cruel tribute 
Robb'd mothers of their deareſt babes, ro glur 
His ravenous Minotaur 3 1 for ſafery fled 
With wy young ſons, bur call'd my Countreys hate 
Upon my head, whom miſery made malicious ; 
Each father had a curſe in ſtore for me, 

Becauſc I (ſhar'd nat in the common loſs ; | 
Yer would have willingly chang'd fortunes with me 
I dare not meer the yulgars violent rages, 
= G Eager 
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Eager againſt me : I will therefore ſtudy 
Some means to live conceal'd, 


SCEN, 2, 


ww 


Demetrius, Aſotus. 
Aſot. 1 have heard my mother, 
Who had more proverbs in her mouth then teeth, 
(Peace with her ſoul where er'e it be) affirm, 
Marry too (oon, and you'l repent too late, 
A ſentence worth my meditation ; 
For Marriage is a ſerious thing : perchance 
Fair Phryze is no Maid ; for women may 
Be beautcous, yer no Virgins : Fair and Chaſte 
Are nor of neceſſary conſequence, 
Oc being borh fair and chaſt, (he may be barren 3 
And then when I am old; 1 ſhail nor have 
A boy—— to dote on, as my father does, 
Dem. Kind fortune fan you with a courteous wing. 
Aſot. A. pretty complement : what art thou, fellow 2 
Dem. A Regiſter of heaven, a privy Counſcllour 
To all the planets, one that has been renant 
To the twelve houſes, Tutor to the Fares, 
That taught *em ch* arr of ſpinning; a living Almanack, 
One thar by ſpeculation in the Stars 
Can forerell any thing, 
Aſot. How forerell any thing ? 
How many years are paſt fince Thebes was built? 
Dem. Thar is nor to foretell ; you ſtate the queſtion 
Of times already paſt. Aſot. And cannor you 
As well foretell things paſt, as things ro come 2? 
Say, Regiſter of heaven, and privy Counſcllour 
To all the planets, with the reſt of your titles, 
(For 1, (hall ne'r be able to repear *em all ) 
Shall 1, as I intend, this day be married > 
Dem. The Almures, or the Lord of the Aſcendant, 
I find with Luna corporally joyn'd 


To the Almures 6f he ſexench houſe, Which 
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Which is the Matcimonial family ; 

And thercfore | conclude the Nuprials hold, 

Ard yet th'AſpeR is not in Trine or Sextile, 

But in the Quartile radiation 

Oc Titragoa z which ſhews an inclination 

Aveiſe ; and yet admitting of ceceprion, 

Ir will, although encountred with impediment, 

At laſt fucceed, Aſot, Ha | what bold impediment 

Is fo audacious to encounter me ? 

Be he Almures of what houſe he pleaſe, 

Let his Aſpe& be Sexrile, Trine, or Quarrtile ; 

1 do not fear h;m with his radiations, 

His Tetragons, and inclinations 3 

If he provoke my ſpleen, 1'1 have him know, * 

I ſoldiers feed (hall mince him, and my Poets 

Shall with a Satyte ſtcep'd In gall and vinegar 

Khichm *em ro loot as they do Rats in Ireland. 
Dem. Good words ; 

There's no reſiſtance to the laws of Fate : 

This ſublunary world muſt yicld obedience 

Ta the celeſtial vertues. Aſot. One thing more 

I would defire ro know ; Whether my ſpouſe 

Thar thall be, is immaculate 2 I'd be loth 

To matry an advowſon that has had ; 

Other incumbents. Dem. 1'l reſolve you preſently, 

The Dragons tail ſands where the head ſhould be, 

A (brewd ſuſpition,—ſhe has been ſtrongly rempted, 
4ſot. The Dragons tail puts me in a horrible tear ; 

I fel a kind of ſting in my head already, 

Dem, And Mars being Landlord of th'eleventh houſe, 
Plac'd in the Ram and Scorpion, plainly fignifies 
The Maid has been in love; bur the Aſpe& 

Being, without reception, lays no guilt 
Of a upon her, 
Aſot. | (hall be jealous preſently : 
For the Ram is bur an ill ſign in the head z 
And you know what Scorpio aims at in the Almanack, 
Dim, But when 1 ſee thi Aſcendant and his Lord _ 
il 
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Withthe good Moon in angles and fixt ſignes, 
I do conclude her Virgin pure and ſpotleſs. 

Aſot. 1 thank th*Aſcendant and his noble Lord, 
He ſhall be welcome to my houſe at anytime, 
And ſu ſhall Miſtris Moon, with all her angles, 
And her fixt fgns, But how come you to know 
All this for certain ? 

Dem. Sir, the learned Cabaliſts, 

And all the Chaldees do conclude ir lawtull x 
As Afla, Baruch, and Abohali, | 
Caucaph, Tox, Arcapham, and Albnas, 
Gafar, with Hali, Hippocras, and Lencua, 
Wirth Ben, Beneſapban, and Albubctes. 

Aſot. Are A fla, Baruch, and 4bohali, 
With all the reſt o'th Jury, men of credit ? 

Dem, Their words ſhall go as far i'th* Zodiack, Sir, 
As anochers bond, Aſat. 1 am beholding to *em ; 
Another ſcruple yer : —1 would have children roo 
Children ro dote on, Sir, when 1 grow old 
Such as will ſpend when 1 am dead and gone, 
And make me haye ſuch fine dreams in my grave. 

D:m. No ; y*arc a happy man, 1 do nor lee 
In all your Horoſcope on ſign maſculine : 

For ſuch porrend ſterility. Aſot. How's that, man ? 
Is'r poſſible for any man to ha* children 
Without a fign maſculine ? 
Ir: Sir, you miſtake me ; 
You are not yer initiate, The Almures 
Of the Aſcendant is not elevated 
Above the Almutes of rhe filial houſe : 
Venus is free, and love not yet combuſt, 
And then the ſigoifier being lodg*d 
In Warry ſigns, the Scorpion, Crab, and Fiſh, 
Foreſhew a numerous iflue of both ſexes, 
And Mercurie in's exaltations | 
Plac'd in their angles, and rheir points fucceflivey 
Beholds the Lords of the Triplicitie 
Mohindred in their influence. You weirs born 
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Under a gening conſtellation, 
A frutifying Star, —Sir, 1 pronounce you 
A joyfull father, 
Aſot. Happy be the hour 
1 met with thee 1 1'l ha? thee live with me ; 
Thou (halt be my domeſtical ARtronomer, 
1 have a brace of Poets, as fit as may be, 
To furniſh thee with verſes for each mor eth, 
Sir, fince the gracious ſtars do promiſe me 
So numerous a troop of ſons and daughrers, 
*T'is fit 1 (hould have my means in my own hands, 
To provide for *em all : therefore I fain would know 
Whether my father be long-liy'd, or no ? 
Dem. The Planet Alars is Oriental now 
To Saturn ; bur in reference to the Sun 
He bears a Weſterly poſition z 
Which Tlem linking Saturn with the Sun 
In oppofirion, both finiſterly 
Fall'n from their corners, plainly fignifics 
He cannot leng ſurvive, 
Aſot- Why who can help it } 
T here's no reſiſtance to the laws of Fare 2 
This {ublunary world muſt yield obedience 
To the celeſtial virtues, —Were*r nor providence 
To beſpeak mournjng cloaks againſt the funeral ? 
Dem. "Tis good to be in readineſs, Af. If thou be 
Socunning a Prophet, tell me, Do I mean 
To entertain thee for my Wizard > Dem, Siry 
J do not ſee the leaſt Azimenes, 
Or planetary hindrance : Alcocoden 
'Telis me you wills * 
Aſot. Tell Aicocoden then," 
He is i*th'right. Thraſymachus, Hyperbolus) : 
Enter Thraſymachus, Hyperbolus. 
We have increas'd our family ; ſee him enroll'd, 
He is a man of merit, and can prophefie. | 
Thr, We?] drench him in the welcome of the cellar, 
And try if he can propheſic who falls firſts 4 far 
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Aſot, How will the world admire me, when they ſec 
My houſe an Academy, all the Arts ; 
Wair at my table, every man of quality 
Take ſanRuary here ! 1 will be patron 
To rwenty liberal Sciences, 


SCEN. 3, 


Aſotus, Ballig, 
Ball, A fair Sun 
Shine on the happy Bridegroom, 
Aſot. Quondam Turor, 
(For 1am paſt all tuition bur my wife's) 
Thanks for your wiſhes; have you ſtudied yer 
How with one charge (for ceremonious charge 
I care not for) I may expreſs my grief 
Ar the ſad funerals of my friends deceas'd, 
And yet proclaim with how much joy I wed 
The beaurteous Phryne, Ball, 1 have beat my brain 
To find out a right garb : wear theſe two cloaks, 
This ſable garment, ſorrows Livery, 
Speaks funeral ; this richer robe of joy 
Says *tis a Nuprial ſolemnity, | 
Aſet, A choice device ;—1'l praRiſe, Bal, Rarely well; 


S C E N 4+ «+ 
Aſotus, Ballio, Simo. 


Sim.Good morrow,boy : how flows thy bloud, Aſotus, 

Upon thy wedding -day + Is it ſpring ride? | 

Find*ſt thou an aCtive courage in thy bones ? 

Wilr thou ar night create me Grandbfire ? ha? 

O, I remember with what ſpriteful courage 

I bedded thy old mother, and that night : 

Bid fair for thee, boy : How I curſt rhe ceremonies, 

ang thought the ponngtens rar gy” for wy poincs 

Too ſlowly 1 *Ewas a happy night, Aſotys, 
at © > fatha Alot 


428 The Jealous Lovers: 


Aſot, How fad a day is this ! Methinks the $un, 
Afﬀrcighted with our ſorrows, ſhould run back 
Into his Eaſtern Palace, and for ever 
Sleep in the lap of Thetis, Can he ſhew 
A glorious beam, when Tyadarys is dead, 

And fair Techmeſſa ? 1 will weep a floud 
Deep as Pexcalion's 3 and again the Chaos 
Shall muMe up the lJamentable world, 

In ſable cloaks of grief and black confuſion. 

Sim, Whar ails my boy > unſecaſonable grict 
Shall not diſtub thy Nuprtials,— Good Aſotus, 
Be not ſo paſlionare, | | 

Ball. What incomparable mirth 
Would ſuch a dorard and his humerous ſon 
Make in a Comedy, if a learned pen | 
Had the expreſſion! Aſot. Now the rother cloak, 
\Whar a verdant weed the ſpring arrays ny 
Freſh Tellus in ! how Flora decks the fields 
Wirth atl her tapeſtry! and the Choriſters 
Of every grove chaunt Carols | Mirth is come 
To vifit mortals, Every thing is blithe, 

Jocund, and jovial, All the gods arrive 
To grace our Nuprials, Ler us fing and dance, 
'T hat heaven may ſce our revels, and ſend down 
The Planets in a Maſque, the more to grace 
This days ſolemnity, Sim, 1, this, Aſotns 3 
Thcre*s muſick, boy, in this, 

Aſot. Now this cloak again. 
You gods, you over-load mortality, 
And preſs our ſhoulders with roo great a weight 
Of diſmal miſeries, All content is fled 
With Ty1darus and Techmeſſa : Ravens croak 
Aboutmy houſe, i11-boding ſcreech-owls ling 
Fpithalamiums to my ſpouſe and me, 
Can I dream pleaſures, or expe to taſte | 
The comforts of the married bed, when Tyndaruss 
And fair Techmeſſa from the world are gone ? 
No, pardon mes you gentle ghoſts 3 1 vow 
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To cloiſter- up my grief in ſome dark cell s 

And there, till griet ſhall cloſe my blubber'd eyes, 

Weep forth repentance. Sim. Sure he is diſtracted 1 

Aſotus, do not grieve ſo all thy ſorrows | 
Are doubled in thy father : P.ry me, 

If not thy (cf ; O pity theſe gray hairs, 

Pity my age, Aſotus. Aſot. Whar a filly fellow 

My father is that knows not which cloak ſpeaks j 

Father, you do forger this is our nuprial, 

Caſt off thoſe trophies of your wealthy beggary, 
And clad your ſelf in rich and ſplendent weeds, 

Such as become my father : Do nor blemiſh 

Our dignity with rags, Appear to ddy 

As glorious as the Sun, Set forth your ſelf 

In your bright luſtre, Sim, Sol will, my boy : 
Was there ever father ſo fortunate in a child ? Exit $5.4 
'* oAſ., Do notlI vary with decorum, Ballto > | 

Bal. 1 do not think but Proteys, Sir, begot you 

On a Chameleon, Af. Nay, 1know my Mother 
Wag a Chameleon : for my Father allowed her 
Nothing bur air to feed on, 


SCEN, 5+ 
Ballio, Aſotus, Phryne, 


Phy. Riſes Aurora with a happy light 

On my Aſotus > Aſot, Beaureous Phryae, welcome 3 

Although the Dragon's tail may scandal thee, | 

And Mars corrupt the Scorpion and the Ram ; 

Yet the good Moon in angles and fixt figng 

Gives thze a good report. Phr, what means my dear > 
Aſ. Thy dear,my beautecus Phryze,mecans the ſame 

With Hal:, Baruch, and Abohalt, 

Caucaph, Toz, Arcaphan, and Albuas, 

Gafat, with Afla, Hippocras, and Lencuoy 

Wirth Ben, Beneſaphan, and Albubetes, | 
ÞPhr, 1 fear you ha* Rudicd the black art of late, 
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Aſ. Ah Girl 1 Th*i—Almutes of the filial houſe 

Is not depreſs'd, Venus is free, and ove 

Not yet combuſt : the figns are watry ſigns, 

And Mercury beholds the trine aſpe& 

Unhinder'd in his influence, Phr, What of all this 2 
Af. We (hall have babies plenty : I am grown 

Learned of late. Go Phryne, be in readineſs ; 

I long totie a knot : at night we'l make 

A young Aſotus, Phr, Health attend you,fir. Exit Phr, 


SCEN. 6. 


Dipſas , Tyndarus, Evadne, Pamphilus, Techmeſſa, Aſotus, 
Ballio, Phronefium, Prieſts aud ſacrifice, and Hymcns 
ſtatue diſcovered. 

Af. Tyndarus living ? here take this cloak away, Bal- 
lis: We have no uſe on't. Bal. The more ſorrow's mine, 


Tyan. How does my friend Aſotus ? Af. You are welcome - 


From the dead, fir : I hope our friends in Elyſum 
Are in good health. Tyn, Ballio,l thank you heartily, 
You had an honeſt and religious care 
To ſee us borh well buried, Bal.1 ſhall be hang'd, Exit, 
The ſong and ſacrifice. 

Prieft. Hymen,thou god of union,with ſmooth brow 
Accept our pious Orgies. Thou that riefſt 
Hearts in a knot, and link'ſt in ſacred chains He pre- 
The mutual ſouls of Lovers, may it pleaſe ſents Tyn« 
Thy deity to admit into the number darus and 
Of my chaſte votaries this bleſſed pair, Evade. 
Mercy, you gods ! the ſtatue turns away. 

Tyn, Why ſhould this be ? the reaſon is apparent: 
Evadne has been falſe, and the chaſte Deity 
Abhorrs the ſacrifice of a ſpotted ſoul. 
Go thou diſſembler, mask thy ſclf in modeſty, 
Wear virtue for a ve), and paint falſe bluſhes 
On thy adulderate cheek, Though thou maiſt cozen 
The eyes of man,and chear rhe purblind world, 


Heaven bas a piercing fight, Hymen, I thapk chee. has 
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| Thou ſoppedſt my foor ſtepping into the gulf, 


How near was 1 damnation ! Evad. Gentle Hymey, 
What fin have T willingly commirred 

To call heavens anger on me > Przeſt, 1f there be 

A ſecrer guilt in theſe, that hath offended He preſents 
Thy mighty godhead,wilt thou pleaſe ro prove Pamph, 


+ This other knot ! The ſtatue rurns again | &+ Techs 
' Whar prodigies are theſe! Pam, Celeſtial powers, 


You tyrannize o're man+ and yer *ris fin 

To ask you why you wrong us } Tec, Cunning Pamphilus, 
Though, like a Snake, you couch your felt in flowers, 
The gods can find you lurking, and betray 

The ſported skin. Prieſt, Above theſc twenty years 
Have Il attended on thy ſacred remple, 

Yer never ſaw thee ſo incens'd, dread Hymen, 

Tyan. To ſearch the reaſon,will you pleaſe to proffer 
Theſe to his godhead ? Prieſt, Will thy gadhcad deign 
Theſe two the bleflings of the genial ſheets > 

He preſents Pamphilus. and Evade, 
He beckens *em, Tyn. 1,there the faith is plighted 
Falſe Pawphilus, the honour of the temple, 
And the reſpe& I bear religion, 
Cannot prote& thee, I will ſtain the alcars, 
And ſprinkle every ſtatue in the fhrine, 
With treacherous bloud, 

Prieſt. Provoke nor Jove's juſt rhunder, 7 

Tyn, Well.you may take Evadne; heaven give you Joy, 

Pam. Religion is meer Juggling. This is nothing 
Bur th: Prieſt's knavery : a kind of holy trick 
To gain their ſuperſtition credit, Hymen, 

Why doſt thou turn away thy head > I fear 

Thy baſhful Deity is aſham'd to look 

A woman in the face. If ſo, I pardon thee 

Tf out of ſpite thou croſs me, know, weak godhead, 
I'le teach mankind a cuſtome that ſhall bring 

Thy Altars to negle&, Lovers (hall couple 

As other creatures, —freely, and ne*re ſtand 

Upon the tedious ceremony» Marriage ; Ang 
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And then thou Prieſt mayeſt ſtarve, Who in your remple 
Will light a cere-candle, or for incenſe burn 


A grain of frankincenſe ? Chr,Heaven inſtru& our ſouls 


To finde the ſecret myſtery. Aſ. I have entertain'd 

One that by YTlem and 4 Leboran, 

Withthe Almurtes, can tell any thing, 

J'1 fetch him hither z he (hall reſolye you. Exit Aſo, 
Chr. Man is a ſhip that ſails with adverſe windes, 

And has no hayen till he land ar death, 

Then, when he thinks his hands faſt graſp the bank, 

Comes a rude billow betwixt him and ſatcry, 

And beats him back into the deep again, 


S CEN. 7. 
Enter Aſotus, Demetrius ; manent c&terl, 


. "Af. Here's another figure to caſt, ſir, theſe wo 
Gentlemen 

Dem. A ſudden joy o'recomes me, Aſ. Are to marry 

Old Chreniylus daughters. This is Tyndarus, 

And he ſhould have Evadne : and this Pamphilus, 

Thar has a moneths mind to Techmeſſa; bur that Hymga 

Looks with a wry neck at *em, If the Aſcendant 

With all his radiatiofis and aſpe&s 

Know any thing,—here's one that can unfold ir, 

I maſt go fir my ſelf for mine own wedding, Exit, 
Dem, Fiy fiom the remple you unhallowed croop, 

Thar dare preſent your fins for ſacrifice 

Before the gods, (br, Whar ſhould this language mean? 
Dem, Think you that heaven will ever fign a grant 

To your inceſtuous matches ? Chr. How, inceſtuous ? 
Dem. This is not Tyndarus, bur Demetrius ſon, 

CalPd Clintas, and fair £vadae's brother, 

Evadne truſted in exchange to Chrcmylus, 

For young Timarchus, whom Demetrius took 

With him to Athens. when he fled from Thebes 

To fave the infants from the monſters Jaws, Tt 
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! The crue\ Minotaur, Maryel not the 


$ 
Forbid the banes, when in cach wel 7 inceſt, 
Chr. wonder he ſhould know this, Tyn.l am amaz'd, 
Dew.l will confirm yout faicth;Tya,My father > He pulls 
Pam, My father > off his diſeuiſez 
Dem, No, good Timarchus, atk thy bleſliog there, = 


* Sir, if 1 not miſtake me, you are Chremylus, 


Pray let me ſce that ring—Sir, 1 muſt challenge it, 
And in requital will return you this, 

Chi, Dernetrius \ welcome, Now my jos are fully 3 
When I behold my ſon,and my old friend. 

Dem. Which is Evadne > Bleſſings on thy head, 
Now, Chremylus, let us conclude a Marriage 


| As we at firſt intended ? My Clinias 


Wuh your Techmeſſa, and your ſon Timarchus 


| With my Evadne, Chr, Heaven has decreed it fo. 


Dem.Ate the young | Pam.Evad ; 
people pleas'd 7 | Tyn.Tech, | The will of heaven 


| Muſt be obey'd. Dem. Now try if Hymen pleaſe 


To end all troubles jn a happy Marriage, 
Prieſt, Hymes,we thank thec,and will crown thy head 
With all the glorious chaplers of the Spring : 
The firſt-born kid, and farteſt of our Bullocks, 
Shall blecd upon thy altars (if it be 
Lawful to ſacrifice in bloud to thee, 
That art the means to life)*cauſe thy provident mercy 


| Ptevented this inceſtuous march, Deign now 


Propitious look to this more holy knot, 

This Virgin ofters up her untouch'd zone, 

And yows chaſte love to Clinias, All joy ro you, 

T he fair Evade too is come to hang 

Her Maiden-girdle ar thy ſacred ſhrine, 

And vows her ſelf conſtant rorhe imbraces 

Of young Timarchus— Happineſs wait on both ! _ 
I yz. 1 ſee our jealous rhovghts were not in vain 

Nature, abborring from ſo foul a fin, 

Infus'd thoſe doubrs into usz | 

- i 


; SCEN; 
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SCEN, 8. 


Enter Aſotus in arms with a drum and a trumpet, attend- 


+ ed by Thraſymachus, Hyperbolus, Bomolechus, Cherylus; 
Srmo, Phryne. 


Aſ. 1f there be any Knight thar dares lay claim 

To beautcous Phryne,—(as 1 hope there's none) 

1 dare him to th*encounter ; let him meer me 

Here in the liſts :—1f he be wiſe, he dare nor, 

Bur will conſider danger in the aQion, 

Vle win her with my ſword :—Miſtake me nor, 

1 challenge no man, He who dares pretend 

A title to a hair ſhall ſup with Pluto: 

*T were cooler ſupping in another place: 

No champion yer appear ?—1 would fain fight, 
Phron. Sirzit you want a champion, I am for you, 
Aſ. 1 ha* noquarrel to thee, Amazon, 


Phroa. I muſt have a husband co, and I will have a | 


husband ; 1 and 1 will have you: I can hold out no 

Jon ger : 1 am a weary of cating chalk & coals, and begin 

to diſlike the feeding on oat-meal.,The thought of ſo ma- 

ny Marriages together has almoſt loſt my Maiden head, 
Aſ.Why,thou ſhalt have my father : though he be old 

He's rich, and will maintain thee brayely,Dad, 

What think you on't ? . 
Sim, Thou*lt make me, boy, roo happy. 

She ſhall have any thing. Ph-on, You will let me make 

My own conditions, Sim, What thou wilt, my girl. 
Phron. 1 will feed h:gh, go rich, and have fix hotſes, 

And my embroider*d coach, ride where 1 liſts 

Have all the gallants in the rown to viſit me, 

Maintain a pair c lirtle legs ro go 

On idle Meſſages to all the Madams, 

You ſh»11 denv no Gentleman entertainment 

And when we kiſs and toy, be it your cue | 

T o nod and tall aſleep, Sip, With all wy hearts Ar 
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AJ. Then take him Girl, he will nor trouble thee long ; 


;» mu, > ” 


For Mars being oriental unto Saturn, 

And accidental to the Sun, proclaims 

He is ſhorr-liv'd. Phroaz, Well, fir, for want of a berrec 
I am content to take you, Af. Joyn'em Prieſt, 

Prieſt, Thus I conjoyn you in religious bands, 
 xAſ. Now uſher Phryze ro my amorous arms, 

Prieſt, The generous Aſfotus and fair Phryne 
Preſent their vows unto thee, gracious Hymen. 

Sext. I forbid the banes, They ſpeak out 

Staph, 1 forbid the banes, of the coffin, 

Aſ.And can there be no weddings without prodigics ? 
This is th*impediment the Azymenes | 
Or planeraly hindrance threarned me, 

By the Almures of the ſeventh houſe, 
In an aſpe& of Terragon radiation, 

If Luna now be corporally joyn'd, 

I may o*recome th*ayerſneſs of my ſtars; 

Tyn. Sir, as you clear'd our doubts, I will clear yours 2 
Sce you theſe ghoſts > Well Sexton, rake heed hereafrer 
How you rob the dead ; ſome of *em may cozen you, 

Sext, Pardon me,fir ; I ſeriouſly yow 
Henceforth to tob no creature bur the liying, 

Tyz, Well, you ſhall borh faſt ro night, and rake pe- 
Nance at the lower end of the table in theſe ſheets ; 
and that ſhall be your puniſhment, 

Af. Phryne, Itake thee for my loving ſpouſe. 

Phiy, And I take you for my obedient husband. _ 

Prieſt, And 1 conclude the tie, 4ſ.Ha,you ſweet rogue, 


DO C E N, PO 
Enter Ballio with a haltcr about bis neck, 


Aſ. Why how now, Tutor > a rope about your neck? 
1 have heard that hanging and marryivg go by deſtiny ; 
Bur 1 never thought they had come together betore, 
Bals I hays call a ſeriouechought ppon py guilt =, 
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And finde my ſelf an arrant rogue, The gallows 
Was all the inheritance 1 was ever born to; 
E ne uſe me as you pleaſe. 

Af. Pray, fir, let mc beg my Tutour*s pardon? 
=— Spare him today ; for when the night comes on, 
Tnere's {weerer executions to be done, 

Tyr. You have prevail'd, No man be ſad to day, 
Come, you ſhall dine with me. Af. Pardon me, fit : 
1 will not haye it ſaid by che malicious, that 1 are at 
another mans table tie firſt day 1 ſer up bouſe-keeping: 
No, you {hall go home and dine with me, 
- |, Tyan; Come then : our joys are ripen'd to a 
Ler us give heaven the praiſe, and all confeſs, 
There is a difference *rwixt the jealoufic 
Of thole that wooe, and thoſe that wedded be, 
T his will hatch vipers in the nuprial bed, 
ts the aking of the head, Excunt cum 
ch9;0 cantantium in laud, Hym. 


PILOGUS, 


Aſotus, Aſtrologer. 


af. Ow now; will our endeavours give fatisfaRtion ? 
Aſtr. 1 finde by the Horoſcope, and the Eleva- 

tion of the bright Aldeboran, a Sextile: oppoſition ; and 

that th'Almures is inclining to the enemies houſe. 

- Af, Away with your Almures, Horoſcope, Elevati- 


ons, B&1deborans, Sextiles, and Oppoſitiens, | have an 


art of mine own to caſt this 6gure by, 


T He Lovers now jealous of- nothing. be 

Bat your acceptance of their Comedy. 

I queſtion not heavens influence: ſor bure 
1 behold ange!s of a bigher ſphere, 

You are the ſlars I gaxg at ; we ſhall fade 
Our labours et if youn afþefts be kindes 
FINIS, 
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